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THE  REVENGER'S  TRAGEDY. 


VOL.  X. 


For  a  notice  of  the  Edition,  see  the  next  page. 


INTRODUCTION. 


Cyril  Todrneur  is  known  only  as  an  author,  none  of 
the  dramatic  biographers  giving  any  account  of  him. 
Winstanley  quotes  the  following  distich  from  a  contem- 
porary poet,  by  which  it  appears  that  he  was  not  held 
in  much  estimation  for  his  writings — 

**  His  fame  unto  that  pitch  was  only  raised, 
As  not  to  be  despisM,  nor  over-prais'd.'' 

He  was  the  author  of — 

[(1.)  The  Transformed  Metamorphosis,  a  Poem.  8", 
London,  1600.^] 

(2.)  The  Revengers  Tragcedie.  As  it  hath  beene  sun- 
dry times  Acted  by  the  Kings  Maiesties  Seruants.  At 
London.  Printed  by  Q.  Eld,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his 
liouse  in  Fleete-lane  at  the  signe  of  the  Printers-Presse. 
1607,  4».   Again  (a  new  date  only)  1608,  4^2 

(3.)  "  The  Atheists  Tragedie :  Or  The  honest  Mans 
Keuenge.  As  in  diners  places  it  hath  often  beene  Acted. 
Written  by  Cyril  Toumeur.    At  London  Printed  for 

1  [See  Hazlitt's  "  Handbook,"  1867,  art,  Toarnear,  in 
Appendix.] 

*  **  The  Revenger's  Tragedy  "  was  entered  on  the  Sta- 
tioners' Books,  with  *' A  Trick  to  Catch  the  Old  One,"  on 
the  7th  October  1607. 
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Jolin  Stepnelh  and  Richard  Bednier,  ami  are  to  be 
sold  at  their  ahop,  at  the  West  end  of  Paules.  1611," ' 
4°.    Again,  1612,  4°. 

(4.)  A  Traji-Comedy,  called  The  Nobleman,  neTer 
printed,  and  whiuh  Oldya  aaya  waa  destroyed  by  igiioi- 

(5.)  A  Funerall  Poeme.  Vpoii  the  Death  of  the  moat 
WortUie  and  Trve  Sovldier :  Sir  Francis  Vere,  Kn^jht, 
Captaine  of  Purtaiuouth,  L.  Gouemoui'  of  Lia  Maies- 
tiea  Cautionarie  Towne  of  Brtell  in  Holland,  &c,  4", 
1609. 

(0.)  A  Griefe  on  the  Death  of  Prince  Heurie-  Ex- 
pressed in  a  broken  Elegie,  according  to  the  nature  ul' 
BUchawrrow,  4%16I3.' 

1  There  are  aome  good  passages  ia  this  pis;,  bat  opon  the 
vhole  it  is  consiiierably  inferior  to  "The  RcTenger'a  Tra- 
Body."  Tho  plot  ia  nnnatural,  and  the  manner  in  which 
the  eatastropbe  ia  brought  about  ludicrous. — Collier. 

'  It  is  very  probable  tliat  Toutnear  was  conucrned  in  other 
dramatic  prodacUons,  which  are  either  aaonymoua,  or  hare 
lieenloit.  He  is  mentioned  in  the  following  terms  by  Robert 
Daborne  in  a  letter  to  P.  Henalowe,  dated  Bth  Jane  IfllS  : 
"  1  have  not  only  laboured  my  own  play,  which  sbali  be 
ready  before  they  (the  company)  come  over,  bat  given  CyriU 
Tourneur  an  act  of  the  '  Arraignment  of  London '  to  write, 
;■  we  may  have  that  likcwiae  ready  for  them." — CoUier. 

)  [This  ia  part  of  a  volume  entitled,  "  Three  Elegies  on 
the  most  Lamented  Death  of  Prince  Henrie,"  1613.  Thu 
otbera  are  bj  John  Wehater  and  T.  Heywood.]  After  Iho 
title  comes  a  proso  dedication,  "To  my  noble  Maiatcr 
Geofije  Carie,"  and  tour  linea  "To  the  Reader."  At  tho 
end  ot  the  "  Griefe  "  arc  verses  "  On  the  representation  of 
the  Prince  at  his  funeralle,"  and  "  On  the  succcasion,"  eacb 
in  eight  linea. — GUchriit. 
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[A  MS.  note  in  one  of  the  former  editions  says  : 
'*  This  is  a  most  splendid  work.  The  character  of  Ven- 
(fice  surpasses  anything  else  of  the  kind.  The  power 
-with  which  it  is  conceived  and  conducted  is  appalling. 
The  quaint  way  that  accompanies  it  adds  to  its  fearful 
t'ffect.    The  whole  is  perfectly  tremendous."] 


?*^  - 


I. 


« 


DRAMATIS  PERSON.EJ 


>Brothei'8  to  Castiza. 
do,   f 


Duke. 

Duchess. 

Vendice,  disguised  as  Piato, 

HipPOLiTO,  also  calUd  Carlo 

LusuBioso,  the  Duke*s  Son, 

Spur  10,  a  Bastard. 

Ambitioso,  The  Duchess's  eldest  *S)«. 

SuPERVACUO,  second  Son  to  tlte  Duchct*. 

A  third  Son  to  tJie  Duchess. 

Aktonkj. 

PlERO. 
DONDOLO. 

Judges. 

Castiza, 

Oratiaka,  Mother  of  Catiza. 

The  Scene,  Italy. 


I  rv 


[Not  in  the  old  copy.] 
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ACTUS  I.,  SC^NA  1.' 

£aCer  VENDica  UTie  DuKE,  DuCHESS,  Lusu- 
RIOSO  llie  Dah't  ton,  SpURlO  the  hattard,  viilh 
a  train,  pati  ovrr  the  stage  with  larddijht. 

Vks,*  Dake  !.  royal  lecher  !  go,  grey-hair'd  ailitl- 
lery! 
Atui  thou  his  eon,  as  impious  steep'd  as  he : 
And  thou  his  bastard,  true  begot  in  evil : 
And  thou  bia  duchess,  that  will  do  with  devil : 
Four  exc'llent  characters  !    0,  that  marrowless  age 
Sbonld  stuff  the  hollow  bones  with  dama'd  desires ! 
Aiid,  'steail  of  heat,  kindle  infernal  fires 
Within  the  spendthrift,  veins  of  a  dry  duke, 


'  ["Tliere  IB  some  oonfuiion  in  the  ■trangement  of  this 
wvne.  From  the  duke,  kx.,  passing  over  tbe  sUge,  it  «hould 
be  iiamt  open  part  of  Ibe  duke's  pslsra ;  but  from  tbe  rc- 
flecUons  on  the  tkall,  Ac,  it  would  appear  to  be  Vendice's 
priTate  study.  Bnt  perhnp*  it  was  itilended  to  reprcaent 
two  Kceneo,  one  aboti  tbe  other,  u  woa  frequently  done  at 
the  period  of  this  pla;."— J/S.  iioCe  in  one  of  the  former 
rJiU.] 

>  With  a  skull  in  his  hand.  That  he  has  tbe  bkult  of  his 
miilresa  ia  erident  from  the  whole  of  the  scene.  He  makes 
UM  of  it  afterword*  in  act  iil.—ColUtr, 
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A  parch'tl  and  juiceless  luxur.^     0  God  1  one, 

Tlmt  has  scarce  blood  enough  to  hve  upon ; 

And  he  to  riot  it,  like  a  son  and  heir  1 

0,  the  thought  of  that 

Turns  my  abused  heart-strings  into  fret. 

Thou  sallow  picture  of  my  poison'd  love, 

LyUtM  the  tkuU  in  hit  luiHil. 
ou  shell  of  death, 
Once  the  bright  face  of  my  betrothed  lady, 
When  life  and  beauty  naturally  fill'd  out 
These  ragged  imperfections ; 
When  two  heaven-pointed  diamonds  were  set 
In  those  unsightly  rings — then  'twas  a  face 
So  far  beyond  the  artificial  shine 
Of  any  woman's  bought  complexion, 
That  the  uprightest  man  (if  euch  there  be. 
That  sin  but  seven  times  a  day)  broke  custom, 
And  made  up  eight  with  looking  after  her. 
O,  she  was  able  to  ha'  made  a  usurer's  son 
Melt  all  his  patrimonr  in  a  kiss ; 
And  what  hi«  father  [iu]  fifty  years  told. 
To  have  consum'd,  and  yet  his  suit  been  cold. 
But,  0  accursed  palace  I 
Thee,  when  thou  wert  ajiparcU'd  in  thy  flesh, 
The  old  duke  poison'd. 
Because  thy  purer  part  would  not  consent 
Unto  his  palsied  ^  lust ;  for  old  men  lustful 
Do  show  Uke  young  men  angry :  eager,  violent. 
Outbid,  [be]like,  their  limited  performances. 
0,  'ware  an  old  man  hot  and  vicious  I 
"  Age,  as  in  gold,  in  lust  is  covetous." 
Vengeance,  thou  murder's  quit-rent,  and  whereby 
Thou  show'st  thyself  tenant  to  tragedy ; 


'  Luxury  was  the  an 

cient  appropriste  Wnn  for  incontin 

ence.     Heneo  this  vran 

on  old  duke  <fiui  called  a  luxar.    Se. 

Mr  Collini-i  note  on 

'Troilua  and  Crewidn,"  edit.   17/5 

ix.  IK.—Sltcrf.ng. 

'[Old  copy,  p,V] 
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O,  keep  tliy  day,  hour,  minate,  I  beseech, 

For  those  thou  hast  delermin'd.     Hum  !  whoe'er 

knew 
Murder  onpiud  T  faith,  give  revenge  her  due, 
Sh'  has  kept  touch  hitherto :  be  merry,  merry. 
Advance  thee,  0  thou  terror  to  fat  folks  ! 
To  have  their  costly  tliree-piVd  fleeh  worn  off 
As  bare  as  this ;  for  baminets,  ease,  and  laughter 
Can  make  great  men,  as  greatness  goes  by  clay  ;' 
But  vise  men  little  ore  more  great  than  they. 

-Entfr  HirpoLlTo. 

Hip.  Still  sighing  o'er  death's  vizard ) 

Yen,  Brother,  welcome  I 
What  comfort  bring'st  thou  I  how  go  things  at 
court) 

Hip.  In  silk  and  silver,  brother :  never  braver. 

Yen.  Puhl 
Thou  pla/st  upon  my  meaning.     Prythee,  say. 
Has  that  bald  madman,  opportunity, 
Yet  thought  upon'sl  speak,  ore  we  happy  yetl 
Thy  wrongs  and  mine  arc  for  one  scabbard  fit. 

Hip.  It  may  prove  hnpi>ines8. 

Yen.  What  is't  may  prove  I 
Give  me  to  taste. 

Hip,  Give  me  your  hearing,  then. 
You  know  my  place  at  court  1 

YsK.  Ay,  the  duke's  chamber  I 
But  'tis  a  marvel  ihou'rt  not  turn'd  out  yet ! 

Hip.  Faith,  I've  been  shov'd  at ;  but  'twas  still 
my  hap 
To  hold  by  th'  duchess*  skirt :  you  guess  at  that : 
^Yhom  such  a  coat  keeps  up,  can  ne'er  fall  flat. 
But  to  the  purpose — 
Last  eveuing,  predecessor  unto  this, 
The  duke's  son  warily  inquir'd  for  me, 
^Vhose  pleasure  I  attended :  he  began 
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By  policy  to  open  and  irnhusk  me 

About  the  fame  ^  and  commoD  rumour ; 

But  I  had  so  mucli  wit  to  keep  my  thouglits 

Up  in  their  built  houses ;  yet  afforded  him 

An  idle  satisfaction  without  danger. 

But  the  whole  aim  and  scope  of  his  intent 

Ended  in  this  :  conjuring  me  in  priyate 

To  seek  some  strange-digested  fellow  forth, 

Of  ill-contented  nature  ;  either  diagrac'd 

In  former  times,  or  by  new  grooms  diaplac'd, 

Since  his  step-mother^s  nuptials ;  such  a  blood, 

A  man  that  were  for  evil  only  good — 

To  give  you  the  true  word,  some  bnse-coin'd  pander. 

Ven.  I  reach  you ;  for  1  know  his  heat  is  such, 
Were  there  as  many  concubines  as  ladies, 
He  would  not  be  contain'd ;  he  must  fly  out. 
I  wonder  how  ill-featur'd,  vile-proportion 'd, 
That  one  should  he,  if  she  were  made  for  woman 
Whom,  at  the  insurrection  of  his  lust. 
He  would  refuse  for  once.     Heart  I  I  think  none. 
Next  to  a  skull,  though  more  unsound  than  one, 
Each  face  he  meets  he  strongly  doats  upon. 

Hip.  Brother,  y'  have  truly  spoke  him. 
He  knows  not  you,  but  I  will  swear  you  know  him. 

Vbn.  And  therefore  I'll  put  on  that  knavefot  once. 
And  be  a  right  man  then,  a  man  o'  th'  time ; 
For  to  be  honest  is  not  to  be  i'  th'  world. 
Brother,  I'll  be  that  strange-composed  fellow. 

HiP.  And  I'll  prefer  you,  brother. 

Ven.  Go  to,  then  : 
The  smallest  advantage  fattens  wronged  men : 
It  may  point  out  occasion,  if  I  meet  her, 
I'll  hold  her  by  the  foretop  fast  enough ; 
Or,  like  the  French  Mole,^  heave  up  Tiair  and  all. 


'  [Oid  copy,  i 
•  This  i»  not 


«.] 


of  the  Lan  Venerea,  but  a  compari- 
ili,  on  aeeountof  theeflpctg  it  ai 
ling  tht  loaa  of  hair, — I'tjyr. 
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I  have  ti  h&bit  that  will  fit  it  qunintly. 
Here  cornea  our  mother. 

Hip.  And  Bister. 

Yen.  We  must  coin : 
Women  are  apt,  you  know,  to  take  false  money  ; 
But  I  dare  stake  my  soul  for  these  two  creatures, 
Only  excuse  excepted,  that  they'll  swallow. 
Because  their  sex  is  easy  in  belief. 

EiUer  GratianA  and  Castiza- 

Gra.  What  news  from  court,  son  Carlo  J 

Hip.  Faith,  mother, 
'Tis  whisper'd  there  the  duchess'  youngest  son 
Has  play'd  a  rape  on  Lord  Antonio's  wife. 

Gra.  On  that  religious  lady  ! 

Cas.  Royal  blood  !  monster,  he  deserves  to  die. 
If  Italy  had  no  more  hopes  but  be, 

Ven.  Sister.y'havesontenc'd  most  direct  and  Inif, 
The  law's  a  woman,  and  would  she  were  you. 
Mother,  I  must  take  leave  of  you. 

Gra.  Leave!  for  what  1 

Vek.  I  intend  speedy  travel. 

Hip.  That  he  does,  madam. 

Gra.  Speedy  indeed ! 

Ven.  For  smco  my  worthy  father's  funeral. 
My  life's  unnatural '  to  me,  even  compell'd  ; 
As  if  I  liVd  now,  when  I  should  be  dead. 

Gba.  Indeed,  he  was  a  worthy  gentleman, 
Had  his  estate  been  fellow  to  his  mind. 

Yen.  The  duke  did  much  deject  him. 

Gra.  Muchi 

Vkn.  Too  much : 
And  though  disgrace  ofl  smother'd  in  his  spirit, 
When  it  would  mount,  surely  I  think  he  died 
Of  discontent,  the  noble  man's  consumption. 


'  [Old  copy,  umia(uiu//j)— 
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Gra,  Most  sure  he  did. 

Ven.  Did  he  1  'lack  I  you  know  all : 
You  were  his  midnight  secretary. 

Gra.  No, 
He  was  too  wise  to  trust  me  with  his  thoughts. 

Ven.  r  faith,  tlieu,  father,  thou  wast  wise  iudeed  ; 
"  Wives  are  but  made  to  go  to  bed  and  feed." 
C'ome,  mother,  Bister :  you'll   bring  me  onward,^ 
brother  t 

Hip.  I  wUL 

Ven.  I'll  quickly  turn  into  another. 

[Aside.     Exeunt. 

Knttr  the  <dd  DuKE,  LUSURIOSO  his  son,  the 
Duchess  :  the  Jia»tarcL,  the  Ducha^i  two 
torn  AhbitiosO  and  SuPEEVACUO ;  the  third, 
her  i/oungett,  brtmg/U'out  ttUh  Officers  /or  the 
rape.     Two  JuStiES. 

Ddke.  Duchess,  it  is  your  youngest  son,  we're 

sorry, 
His  violent  act  has  e'en  drawn  blood  of  honour, 
And  stain'd  our  honours ; 
Thrown  ink  upon  the  forehead  of  our  state ; 
Which  envious  spirits  will  dip  their  pens  into 
After  our  death  ;  and  blot  us  in  our  tombs  : 
For  that  which  would  seem  treason  in  our  lives 
Is  laughter,  when  we're  dead.     Who  dares  now 

whisper,  ^ 

That  dares  not  then  speak  out,  and  e'en  proclaim 
With  loud  words  and  broad  pens  our  closest  shame  1/ 
Judge.  Your  grace  hath  spoke  like  to  yoiir 

silver  years, 
Full  of  confirmed  gravity  ;  for  what  is  it  to  have 
A  flattering  false  insculption  ^  on  a  tomb, 

*  A  phnue  in  comman  uae,  signifying  (a  accompany  one. 

*  Hilbiiito  [formerly]  misprinted  inimptim  :  inuulption 
is  tlie  word  in  Ihe  old  qunrloi, — CoUirr, 
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And  in  men's  hearts  reproach  1  the  bowell'd  corpse 
May  be  sear'd  in,  but  (with  free  tongue  I  speak) 
The  faults  of  grent  men  through  their  sear-clot!ia 
break. 

Duke.  They  do  ;  we're  sorry  for't ;  it  is  our  fate 
To  live  in  fear,  and  die  to  hve  in  hate. 
I  leave  him  to  your  sentence ;  doom  him,  lords — 
The  fact  is  great — whilst  I  sit  by  and  sigh. 

DucH.  My  gracious  lord,  I  pray  be  merciful : 
Although  his  trespass  far  exceed  his  years, 
Think  him  to  be  your  own,  as  I  am  yours  ; 
Call  him  not  son-in-law :  the  law,  I  fear. 
Will  fall  too  soon  upon  his  name  and  him : 
Temper  his  fault  with  pity, 

Lua.  Good  my  lord, 
Tlien  'twill  not  taate  so  bitter  and  unpleasant 
Upon  the  judges'  palate ;  for  offences. 
Gilt  o'er  with  mercy,  show  like  fairest  women, 
Good  only  for  their  beauties,  which  wash'd  off. 
No  sin  is  uglier.* 

Amb.  I  beseech  your  grace, 
Be  soft  and  mild ;  let  not  relentless  law 
Look  with  an  iron  forehead  on  our  brother. 

Spit.  He  yields  small  comfort  yet  [or]  hope  he 
ahall  die ; 
And  if  a  bastard's  wish  might  stind  in  forc^ 
Would  all  the  court  were  turn'd  into  a  corsej/fi  *((/?. 

DucH.  No  pity  yet  ?  must  I  rise  fruitless  then  1 
A  wonder  in  a  woman !  are  my  knees 
Of  such  low  metal,  that  without  respect 

1st  Jddge.  Let  the  offender  stand  forth  : 
'Tis  the  duke'a  pleasure,  that  impartial  doom 
Shall  take  fast  hold  of  liia  unclean  attempt. 
A  rape !  why  'tis  the  very  core  of  lust — 
Double  adultery. 

'  [Out  of  plice  in  the  inQulli  of  houKwivra.— Jf5.  note  in 
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JuN.  So,  sir. 

2d  Judge.  And  which  was  worse. 
Committed  on  the  Lord  Antonio's  wife, 
That  general  honest  lady.     Confesa,  mj  lord, 
What  mov'd  you  to'b  t 

JuN.  Why,  flesh  and  blood,  my  lord; 
What  should  move  men  unto  a  woman  else? 

Lua.  0,  do  not  jest  thy  doom  !  trust  not  an  axe 
Or  sword  too  far  :  the  law  is  a  wise  serpent, 
And  quickly  can  beguile  thee  of  thy  lifa 
Though  marriage  only  hns  made  thee  my  brother, 
I  love  thee  bo  far,  play  not  with  thy  death. 

JUN.  I  thank  you,  troth ;  good  admonitions,  faith, 
If  I'd  the  grace  now  to  make  use  of  them. 

1st  Judge.  That  lady's  name  has  spread  such 
a  fair  wing 
Over  all  Italy,  that  if  our  tongues 
Wore  sparing  toward  the  fact,  judgment  itself 
Would  be  condemu'd,  and  aufiev  in  men's  thoughts, 

JuN.  Well  then,  'tis  done ;  and  it  would  pleiise 
me  well. 
Were  it  to  do  again  :  sure,  she's  a  goddess, 
I'or  I'd  no  power  to  see  her,  and  to  live. 
It  falls  out  true  in  this,  for  I  must  die ; 
'  Her  beauty  was  ordain'd  to  be  my  scaffold. 


And  yet,  methinks,  I  might  be  easier  'sess'd 
'njeat. 


DuCH.  0,  keep't  upon  your  tongue  ;  let  it  not  slip  ; 
DeotU  too  soon  steals  out  of  a  lawyer's  lip. 
Be  not  so  cruel- wise ! 

1st  Judge.  Your  grace  must  pardon  ua ; 
'Tis  but  the  justice  of  the  law. 

DuCH.  The  law 
la  grown  more  subtle  than  a  woman  should  he. 

Spu,  Now,  now  he  dies !  rid  'em  away.    [AiiJe. 

DrCH.  0,  what  it  is  to  have  an  old  cool  duke, 
To  be  as  slack  in  tongue  as  in  performance !  [Asiilf. 
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1st  Jtoge,  Confirm'd,  this  be  the  doom  irre- 
vocable. 

Dpch.  01 

1st  Judge.  To-morTow  early 

Ddch.  Prfty  be  abed,  my  lord. 

IST  Judge.  Your  grace  much  wrongs  yourself. 

AUB.  No,  'tis  that  tongue ; 
Your  too  much  right  does  do  us  too  much  wrong. 

l8T  Judge.  l*t  that  offender 

DucH.  Live,  and  be  in  health. 

1st  Judge.  Be  on  a  scaffold 

Duke.  Hold,  hold,  my  lord ! 

Spc.  Poxon't, 
What  makes  my  dad  speak  now  1 

DuKK.   We  will  defer  the  judgment  till  next 
sitting : 
In  the  meantime,  let  liJm  he  kept  close  prisoner. 
Guard,  bear  him  heuoe. 

Amb.  Brother,  this  makes  for  thee  ; 
Fear  not,  we'll  have  a  trick  to  set  thee  free.  [Jiule. 

JUN.  Brother,  I  will  expect  it  from  you  both ; 
And  in  that  hope  I  rest.  [Anile, 

Sup.  Farewell,  be  merry.        [EjtH  vrith  a  giiartl. 

Spu.  Dela/d  1  deferr'd  I  nay  then,  if  judgment 
have  cold  blood, 
Flattery  and  bribes  will  kill  it. 

Duke.  About  it,  then,  my  lords,  with  your  best 
powers :  ^ 
More  serious  business  calls  upon  our  hours.' 

[Exeunt,  manet  DuCHESS. 

DucH.  Was't  ever  known  step-duchess  was  so 
mild 
And  calm  as  1 1  some  now  would  plot  his  death 
With  easy  doctors,  those  loose-living  men. 
And  make  his  wither'd  grace  fall  to  his  grave, 
And  keep  church  better. 
Some  second  wife  would  do  this,  and  despatch 
Her  double- loathed  lord  at  meat  or  sleep. 
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Indeed,  'tis  true,  an  old  man's  twice  a  cliild ; 
Mine  cannot  epeak ;  one  of  hiB  single  words 
Would  quite  have  freed  my  youngest  dearest  son 
From  death  or  durance,  and  have  made  him  walk 
"With  a  bold  foot  upon  ihe  thorny  law, 
Whose  prickles  should  bow  under  him ;  but  'tia  noO 
And  therefore  wedlock-faith  shall  be  forgot  x^^ 
I'll  kill  him  in  his  forehead  ;  hate,  there  feedf^ 
That  wound  ia  deepeat,  though  it  never  bleedJ 
And  here  comes  he  whom  my  heart  points  unto, 
His  bastard  son,  hut  my  love's  true-begot ; 
Many  a  wealthy  letter  have  I  sent  him, 
Swell'd  up  with  jewels,  and  the  timorous  man 
Is  yet  but  coldly  kind. 

That  jewel's  mine  that  quivers  in  his  ear,^^ 
Mocking  his  master's  chillness  and  vain  fear,  < 
H'  has  spied  me  now! 

Enter  Spdbio.i 

Spu.  Madam,  your  grace  so  private  I 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

DucH.  Upon  my  hand,  sir !  troth,  I  think  you'd 
fear 
To  kiss  my  hand  too,  if  my  lip  stood  there. 

Spu.  Witness  I  would  not,  madanL  \Ki*»t>  htr. 

Ditch.  'Tis  a  wonder, 
For  ceremony  has  made  many  fools  !  * 
It  is  as  easy  way  unto  a  duchess. 
As  to  a  hatted  dame,''  if  her  love  answer : 


'  Tho  cntr»ncca  ftud  ™Vj  of  the  vsrioua  character  are 
Terj  defcclivcly  noticed  in  the  old  capiee,  and  Mr  Bead 
accuraUl;  aupjiUed  most  of  iliem. — CuUier. 

*  Toarnenr  has  orged  this  doctriae  at  greater  length  in 
the  second  act  of  hia  "  Atheist's  Tragedy,"  1612.  —GilcAritU 

*  She  mcuna  (riiin  the  bigbeit  to  the  loireBt  of  her  aex. 
At  tliiB  time  women  of  the  inferior  order  wore  And.  See 
Hollar"a  "Ornatua  Muliebrifl  AiiglicaniiB,"  IBIO. 
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But  that  by  timorous  humours,*  pale  rcspecta, 
Iillc  degreeg  of  fear,  mpii  make  their  wsj's 
Hard  of  themselves.     What,  have  yoa  thought  of 
me  I 

Spr.  Madam,  I  ever  think  of  you  in  duty, 
Kefiard,  and 

DucH.  Puh  !  upon  my  love,  I  mean. 

Sltl.  I  would  'twere  love  ;  hut  'tis  a.  fouler  name 
Than  hist :  you  are  my  father's  wife — your  grace 

may  guess  now 
What  I  could  call  it 

DUfH.  Why,  th"  art  liis  son  hut  faUely  ; 
'Tis  a  hard  question  whether  he  begot  thee. 

Spr,  r  faitli,  'tis  true :  I'm  an  uncertain  man 
Of  more  nncertain  woman.  Maybe,  his  groom 
O'  ih'  stable  begot  me  ;  you  know  1  know  not ; 
He  could  ride  a  horse  well,  a  shrewd  suspicion, 

marry! — 
He  was  wondrous  tall ;  he  had  his  length,  i'  faith  ; 
For  peeping  over  half-shut  holyday  windows. 
Men  would  desir«  him  light,  when  he  was  afoot. 
Hu  made  a  goodly  show  under  a  pent-house ; 
And  when  he  rid,  his  hat  would  check  the  signs, 
And  clatter  barbers'  basons, 

DuCH.  Nay,  set  you  a-horseback  once. 

You'll  ne'er  light  off.^ 

Spu.  Indeed.  I  am  a  beggar. 

Dl'Cll.    That's  the  more  sign  thou'rt  great. — 
But  to  our  love  : 
Let  it  stand  firm  both  in  thy  thought  and  mind, 

'  (Old  wpy,  Konvri.] 

*  "Set  ft  beggar  on  hotiebtck,  mad  be'll  ride  a  gsllop. 
AipHiut  nikil  tit  htimili  eum  lurgit  in  aUntn, — CUudUn. 
fl  »'mC  orgatil  qni  dt  paurrt  inriekL — Fr.  Tbere  is  no 
prida  lo  the  enriched  Ijeggsr'a,  11  viUan  notiUilado  non 
muonx  11  pnrmCailo. — Ital.  The  villain  cnnoliled  will  not 
own  hii  kindred  or  pareotsge." — [UuUtt'ft  "  Frovetbti," 
lSa»,  p.  331.] 
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That  tlie  duke  vraa  thy  father,  aa  no  doiilit 
He  bid  fair  for't— thy  injury  is  the  more  ; 
For  had  he  cut  tliee  a  right  diamond, 
Thou  had'st  been  next  set  in  the  dukedom's  ring. 
When  bis  worn  self,  like  age's  easy  alave. 
Had  dropp'd  out  of  the  collet '  into  th'  grave. 
What  wrong  can  equal  thisi  canst  thou  be  tame, 
And  think  upon't  t 

Spu.  No,  mad,  and  think  u])ou't. 

Ducii.  Who  would  not  be  reveng'd  of  such  ,i 
father. 
E'en  in  the  worst  wayl  I  would  thank  that  sin, 
That  could  most  injure  him,  and  be  in  league 

with  it. 
O,  what  a  grief  'tis  that  a  man  should  live 
But  once  i'  th'  world,  and  then  to  live  a  bastard  1 
The  curse  o'  the  womb,  the  thief  of  nature, 
Begot  against  the  seventh  commandment, 
Half-damn'd'iu  the  conception  by  the  justice 
Of  that  unbribed,  everlasting  law. 

Spu.  0,  I'd  a  hot-back'd  devil  to  my  father, 

DUCH.  Wonld  not  this  mad  e'en  pationoe,  make 
blood  rough  1 
Who  but  an  eunuch  would  not  sin  J  his  bed, 
By  one  false  minute  disinherited. 

Spu.  Ay,  tliere's  the  vengeance  tliat  my  birtli 
was  vn'app'd  in  ! 
I'll  be  reveng'd  for  all :  now,  hate,  begin  ; 
I'll  call  foul  incest  but  a  venial  ain. 

DuoH.  ^old  still !  in  vain  then  must  a  duchess 
wooj- 

Spu.  Madam,  I  blush  to  say  what  I  will  do^ 

DuCH.  Thence  flew  sweet  comfort.      Earnest, 
and  farewell.  [Kisses  him.] 

Spu,  0,  one  incestuous  kiss  picks  open  hell. 

'  That  part  of  a  ring  in  which  the  alone  is  set. —John- 
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nue  sliall 

I'll  arm  thy  brow  with  woman's  hcrttldry.       [Exit. 
Spu.  Duke,  thou  didst  do  me  wrong  j  and,  hy 
tHyact 
A<lu]t«ry  ia  my  nature. 
Faith,  if  the  truth  were  known,  I  was  begot 
After  some  gluttoaoua  dinner ;  some  stirring  dish 
Was  my  first  father,  when  deep  healths  went  roun<l, 
And  ladiea'  cheeks  were  painted  red  witli  wino. 
Their  tongnea,  as  short  and  nimble  aa  their  heels, 
Utteringwordssweetand  thick;  andwhen  they  rose, 
Were  merrily  dispos'd  to  fall  again. 
In  such  a  whisp'ring  and  withdrawing  hour. 
When  base  male-bawds  kept  sentinel  at  stair-head, 
Waa  I  atol'n  softly.  0  damnation  meet  !• 
The  «in  of  feasts,  drunken  adul  tory ! 
I  feel  it  swell  me ;  my  revenge  is  just ! 
I  was  beKot  in  impudent  wine  and  lust. 
Step-m other,  I  consent  to  thy  desires ; 
I  love  thy  misuhlef  well ;  but  1  hate  tJiee 
And  those  three  uubs  thy  sons,  wbdiing  confusioii. 
Death  and  disgrace  may  be  their  epitaphs. 
Ax  for  my  brottier,  the  duke's  only  son. 
Whose  birth  is  more  beholding  to  report 
Than  mine,  and  yet  perhaps  aa  falsely  sown  "\ 
(Women  must  not  be  trusted  with  their  own), ) 
I'll  loose  my  days  upon  him,  hate-all-I ; 
Duke,  on  thy  brow  Fll  draw  ray  bastardy  : 
For  indeed  a  bastard  by  nature  should  make  cuckolds. 
Because  he  is  tlie  son  of  a  cuckold-maker.      [£xit. 


Enter  Vesdke  and  HiPPOLlTO.     Vkndick  in 
guit,  to  atlead  L.  Lusi'Uioso,  t/if  dnJu^t  ton. 


di*- 


Vbk,  What,  brother,  am  I  far  enough  from  mysel  f  I 
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Hip.  Ab  if  another  man  had  Iwen  sent  whole 
Into  the  world,  and  none  wist  how  he  came. 
Ven.  It  will  confirm  me  bold — the  child  o'  th' 

Let  blushes  dwell  i'  th'  country.     Impadcnce  I 
Thou  goddess  of  the  palace,  mistress  of  mistresEGB, 
To  whom  the  costly  perfum'd  people  pray, 
Strike  thou  my  forehead  into  dauntless  marble, 
Mine  eyes  to  steady  sapphires.     Turn  my  visage; 
And,  if  X  must  needs  glow,  lot  me  blush  inward, 
That  this  immodest  seaaon  may  not  spy 
That  scholar  in  my  cheeks,  fool  bashfulness  ; 
That  maid  in  the  old  time,  whose  flush  of  grac« 
Would  never  suffer  her  to  get  good  clothns. 
Our  maids  are  wiser,  and  are  leas  asham'd  ; 
Save  Grace  the  bawd,  I  seldom  hear  grace  nam'd  ! 

Hip.  Nay,  brother,  you  reach  out  o'  th'  verge 

now 

'Sfoot,  the  duke's  son !  settle  your  looks. 

Ves.  Pray,  let  me  not  be  doubted. 

Hip.  My  lord 

£iit»-  LusuRioso, 

Lr.S.  HippoUto — be  absent,  leave  ua  ! 
Hip.  My  lord,  after  long  search,  wary  iiiqiiiries, 
And  politic  aiftings,  I  made  choice  of  yon  fellow, 
Wliom  I  guess  rare  for  many  deep  emploj-ments  : 
This  our  age  swims  within  him  ;  and  if  Time 
Had  BO  much  hair,  I  should  take  him  for  Time, 
He  ia  so  near  kin  to  this  present  minute, 

LUS.  'Tis  enough; 
We  thank  thee :  yet  words  are  but  gre-at  men'e 

blanka_'> 
Gold,  though  it  be  dumb,  does  utter  the  beet 
thankO  [Oiort  Mm  mon^. 

Hip.  y^oiu:  plenteous  honour !  an  excellent  fel- 
low, my  lord. 
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Lus,  So,  give  U8  leave — [Kxit  Hippolito.] 
welcome,  be  not  far  off;  we  must  be  better  ac- 
qnainled :  pish,  be  bold  with  us — tiiy  hand. 

Vkk,  With  all  my  heart,  i'  faith  :    how  dost, 
sweet  mnak-cat  1 
When  shall  we  lie  together  1 

Lrs.  Wondrous  knave, 
Qatiier  him  into  boldness  !  'sfoot,  the  sbive's 
Already  as  familiar  as  an  ague, 
And  shakes  me  At  his  pleasure.     Friend,  I  can 
Forget  mj'Belf  iu  private  ;  but  elsewhere 
I  pray  do  you  remember  me. 

Vkn.  O,  verj'  well,  air — I  conster  myself  saucy. 

Lus.  VThat  hast  been  1 
Of  what  prolession  1 

VeN.  a  bone-setter. 

Lus.  A  bone-setter  [ 

Vem.  a  bawd,  my  lord — 
One  that  set^  bone^  together. 

Lcs.  Notable  btuntness  I 
Fit,  fit  for  roe ;  e'en  train'd  up  to  my  hand  : 
Thou  hast  been  scrivener  to  much  knavery,  then  ? 

Ven.    Fool  to  abundance,  sir;    1   have   been 
witness 
To  the  surrenders  of  a  thousand  virgins ; 
And  not  so  little 

I  have  seen  patrimonies  wash'd  a-pieccs, 
Fruit-fields  turu'd  into  bastards, 
And  in  a,  world  of  acres 
Not  so  much  dust  due  to  the  heir  'twas  left  to 
As  would  well  zravel '  a  petition. 

Lus.  Fine  villain  !  troth,  I  like  him  wondroualy  : 
He's  e'en  shap'd  for  my  purpose,     [Jgii/c.]     Then 

thun  know'st 
I'  th'  world  strange  histl 
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Ven,  0  Dutch  lust !  fulsome  lufit  I 
Drunken    procreation!    which    begets    so    many 

dmnkarda : 
Some  fathers  ilread  not  (gone  to  bed  in  wine)  to 

slide  from  the  mother, 
And  cling  the  daughter-in-law ; ' 
Some  uncles  are  adulteroua  witli  their  nieces  ; 
Brothers  with  brothers'  wives,     O  hour  of  incest ! 
Any  kin  now,  next  to  the  rim  o'  th'  sister,* 
Is  man's  meat  in  these  days  ;  and  in  the  morning, 
When  they  are  up  and  dress'd,  and  their  mask  on, 
^Vho  can  perceive  this,  save  that  eternal  eye, 
f  That  sees  through  flesh  and  all )    Well,  if  anything 

be  damn'd, 
It  will  he  twelve  o'clock  at  nijjht;  thut  twelve 
Will  never  'scape ; 

It  is  the  Judas  of  the  hours,  wherein  'i 
^,  Honest  salvation  is  betray'd  to  sin. 

Lus.  In  troth,  it  is  true ;  but  let  this  tulk  glide. 
It  is  our  blood  to  err,  though  hell  gape  wide." 
Ladies  know  Lucifer  fell,  yet  still  are  proud. 
Now,  sir,  wert  thou  as  secret  as  thou'rt  subtle, 
And  deeply  fathoni'd  into  all  estates, 
I  would  embrace  thee  for  a  near  employment ; 
And  thou  shonldst  swell  in  money,  and  be  able 
To  make  lame  beggars  crouch  to  thee. 

Yen.  My  lord. 
Secret  1  I  ne'er  bad  that  disease  o'  th'  mother, 
I  praise  my  father :  why  are  men  made  close, 
But  to  keep  thoughts  in  best  1  I  grant  you  this, 
Tell  but  some  women  a  secret  over  night, 


'  i.e.,  compreiB,  embrace  lier.  See  Mr  StMvens'a  noto  on 
"  Macbelh,"  act  t,  so.  G, 

*  ThaL  18,  no  degree  of  retatioiiBhip  ia  suffioietit  to  restnin 
tbesppctile  of  lust,  mrce  Ihat  of  Bister;  Ihc;  even  approacli 
to  the  rim  or  rerffs  of  what  is  Ihc  moat  proUibUed. 

'  The  quarto  reads,  Uiadt. 


I 
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Your  doctor  may  find  it  in  tlie  urinal  i'  tli'  morning. 
But,  my  lord 

Lrs.  So  thou'rl  confirm'd  in  me, 
And  tUiis  I  enter  thee.  [ffiVji  hiin  muiifff. 

Ven.  This  Indian  devil 
Will  quickly  enter  any  man  but  a  usurer  ; 
He  prevents  that  by  entering  the  devil  first 

hus.  Attend  me.     I  am  past  my  depth  in  lust, 
And  I  mast  swim  or  drowu.     All  my  desires 
Are  levell'd  at  a  virgin  not  far  from  court, 
To  whom  I  have  convey'd  by  messenger 
Many  wax'd  lines,  full  of  my  neatest  spirit. 
And  jewels  that  were  able  to  ravish  her 
Without  the  help  of  man  ;  all  which  and  more 
She  ^foolish  chaste)  sent  back,  the  messengers 
Itecei vine  frowns  for  answers. 

Vkn.  Possible ! 
'Tis  a  rare  Phteuix,  whoe'er  she  be. 
If  your  desires  be  euch,  she  so  repugnant, 
In  troth,  my  lord,  I'd  be  revengM,  and  marry  her. 

Lcs.  Pish  !  the  dowry  of  her  blood  and  of  her 
fortunes 
Are  both  too  mean — good  enough  to  be  bad  ivlthiil. 
I'm  one  of  that  number  can  defend 
Marriage  aa  good  ;  •  yet  rather  keep  a  friend. 
Give  me  my  bed  by  stealth — there's  true  delight ; 
Wiat  bret-ds  a  loathing  in't,  but  uight  by  uiglit ! 

\ks.  a  very  fine  religion  I 

LUR.  Therefore,  thus 
I'll  trust  thee  in  the  business  of  my  heart ; 
Because  I  see  thee  well-experienc'd 
In  this  luxurious  day,  wherein  we  brcatlie. 
Go  thou,  and  with  a  smooth,  enchanting  tongue 
Bewitch  her  ears,  and  cosen  her  of  all  grace : 
Enter  upon  the  portico  '  of  her  soul — 
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Her  honour,  whicK  she  calls  ber  chastit}', 
And  bring  it  into  expense ;  for  honesty 
Is  like  a  stock  of  money  laid  to  sleep 
Whicli,  ne'er  bo  little  broke,  does  never  keep, 

Ven.  You  have  gi'n  't  the  tang,  i'  fiiith,  luj-  lord  : 
Make  known  the  lady  to  me,  aiid  my  bmiu 
Shall  swell  witli  strange  invention  :  I  will  move  it, 
Till  I  expire  with  speaking,  and  drop  down 
Without  a  word  to  save  me — but  I'll  work 

Lus.  We  thank  thee,  and  will  raise  thee — 
Receive  her  name ;  it  is  the  only  daughter  t" 
Madam  Gratiana,  the  late  widow. 

Yen,  O  my  sister,  my  sister  !  [Asidf. 

Ltre.  Why  dost  walk  aside  1 

Yen.  My  lord,  I  was  thinking   how  I  might 
begin  : 
As  thus,  0  lady— or  twenty  hundred  deviix's — 
Her  very  bodkin  will  put  a  man  in. 

Lus.  Ay,  or  the  wagging  other  hair, 

Vbn.  No,  that  shall  put  you  in,  my  lord, 

Lus.    Shall'tl    why,  content.     Dost  know  the 
daughter,  theni 

Yen.  0,  excellent  well  by  sight. 

Lua.  That  was  her  brother, 
That  did  prefer  thee  to  us. 

Yen.  My  lord,  I  think  bo  ; 
I  knew  I  had  seen  hira  somewhere 

Lus.  And  therefore,  prj-thee,  let  thy  heart  to  him 
Be  (as  a  virgin)  close. 

Yen.  O  my  good  lord. 

Ld8.  We  may  laugh  at  that  simple  age  within 

Yen.  Ha,  ha,  ha  1 

Lcs.  Himself  being  made  the  suhile  instrument. 
To  wind  up  a  good  fellow. 

Yen.  That's  I,  my  lord. 

Lus,  That's  thou, 
To  entice  and  work  his  sister. 
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Ven.  a  pure  novice  ! 

Lus.  'Twas  finely  rnanag'd. 

Ven.  Gallantly  carried  I 
A  pretty  perfum'd  villaiQ  I 

Lus.  Vve  bethought  me, 
If  she  prove  chaste  etill  uid  imraovable. 
Venture  upon  the  mother;  and  with  gifts. 
As  I  will  fiimish  thee,  be^n  with  her. 

Ven.  0,  fie,  fie  1  that's  the  wrong  end,  my  lord. 
3  impossible  that  a  mother,  by  any  gifts, 
should  become  a  bawd  to  her  own  daughter ! 

Lds.  Nay,  then,  I  see  thou'rt  but  a  puiane 
In  the  subtle  mystery  of  a  woman. 
Why,  tis  held  now  no  dainty  dish  :  the  name 
Is  so  in  league  with  a^c,  that  nowadays 
It  does  eclipse  three  quarters  of  a  mother. 

Ven.  Does  it  so,  my  lord ) 
Let  me  alone,  then,  to  eclipse  the  fourth. 

Los,  Why,  well-said — come,  I'll  furnish  thee ; 
but  first 
Swear  to  be  true  in  all. 

Vbn.  True  1 

Lu.S,  Nay,  but  swear. 

Vex.  Swear  1 — I  hope  your  honour  little  doubts 
my  faith. 

Lus.  Yet,  for  my  humour's  sake,  'cause  I  lovo 
swearing 

Ven.  'Cause  you  love  swearing,  'ahid,  I  vrill. 

Lua.  Why,  enough  I 
Ere  long  look  to  be  made  of  bettor  stuff. 

Vdj.  That  will  do  well  indeed,  my  lord. 

Lus.  Attend  me.  [£rtr. 

Ven.  0! 
Now  let  me  burst.     I've  eaten  noble  poison ; 
We  are  made  strange  fellows,  brother,  innocent 

villains  I 
Wilt  not  he  angry,  when  thou  beai'st  on't,  thinWet 
thoul 


i'G  THE  REVEXGER'S   TRAfiEDT. 

r  faitli,  tlion  shall :  swear  me  to  foul  my  slater ! 
Sword,  I  durst  make  a  promise  of  him  to  thee  ; 
Thou  shalt  disheir  bim  ;  it  ehall  be  thine  honour. 
Ajid  yet,  now  angry  froth  is  down  in  me, 
It  would  not  prove  the  meanust  policy, 
In  this  disguise,  to  try  the  faith  of  both. 
Another  might  have  had  the  selfsame  office  ; 
Some  slave  that  would  have  wrought  effeutually. 
Ay,  and  perhaps  o'erwrought  'em  ;  therefore  I, 
Being  thought-traveU'd,  will  apply  myself 
Unto  the  selfsame  form,  forget  my  nature. 
As  if  no  part  about  me  were  kin  to  'em, 
So  touch  'era ;— though  I  durst  almost  for  good  \ 
Venture  my  lands  in  heaven  upon  their  blood'  ,' 

Enitr  tlie  diaeontenUd  LoRD  Antonio,  wluat  ul/e 
lAe  Duehett't  povngtit  son  ravUlied:  he  dit- 
coveriag  the  hody  of  fier  dead  to  certain  Lord» 
and  HlPFOLlTO. 

Ant.  Draw  nearer,  lords,  and  be  sad  witnesses 
Of  a  fair  comely  building  newly  fall'n, 
Being  falsely  undermin'd.     Violent  rape 
Has  play'd  a  glorious  act :  behold,  my  lords, 
A  sight  that  strikes  man  out  of  me. 

PiERO.  That  virtuous  lady  I 

Ant.  President  for  wives  ! 

HlP.  The  blush  of  many  women,  whoso  chafile 
presence 
Would  e'en  call  shame  up  to  their  cheeks,  and  make 
Pale  wanton  sinners  have  good  colours 

Ant.  Dead  I 
Her  honour  first  drank  poison,  and  her  life, 
Being  fellows  in  one  house,  did  pledge  her  honour. 

e  old  copj. 


niB  revesoer's  traoijdy.  2 1 

PlERO.  0,  grief  of  many  ! 

AXT.  I  mark'd  Dot  tliis  before —  _„.^ 

A  prayer-book,  the  pillow  to  her  cheek  : 
Thi8  was  her  rich  confection  ;  and  another 
Plac'd  ID  her  right  hand,  with  a  leaf  tuck'd  up, 
Poiutijig  to  these  words — 

J/e/iiu  virtule  mori,  quam  per  deJecus  viveif :      j^-' 
True  and  effectual  it  is  indeed. 

Hip.    My    lord,  ainco   you   invite   ws  to  your 


Let^s  truly  taste  'cm,  that  with  equal  comfort, 
As  to  ourselves,  we  may  relieve  your  wrongs  : 
We  have  grief  too,  that  yet  walks  without  tongu<' ; 
Cura  Itvti  loquuniw,  niajom  ilupent.  v 

Ant.  You  deal  with  truth,  my  lord. 
Lend  me  but  your  attentions,  and  I'll  cut 
Long  grief  into  short  words.     Last  revelling  night, 
When  torch-light  made  an  artificial  noon 
About  the  court,  aome  courtiers  in  the  masque. 
Putting  on  better  faces  than  their  own. 
Being  full  of  frand  and  flattery — amongst  whom 
The  duchess'  youngest  son  (that  moth  to  honour) 
FiU'd  up  a  room,  and  with  long  lust  to  eat 
Into  my  warren,'  amongst  all  the  ladies 
Singled  out  that  dear  form,  who  ever  Uv'd 
As  cold  in  lust  as  she  is  now  ui  death, 
{ Which  that  step-dudiess  monster  knew  too  well) 
And  therefore  in  the  height  of  all  the  revels, 
When  music  was  heard  loudest,  courtiers  busiest. 
And  ladies  great  with  laughter — 0  vicious  minntt' ! 
Unfit  but  for  relation  to  be  spoke  of : 
Then  with  a  face  more  impudent  than  his  vizard, 
He  harri'd  '  her  amidst  a  throng  of  panders. 


'  [Old  copy,  iDBori'np.] 

'  To  Karry,  Mr  SteeTcnS  obscrrea,  is  to  use  roiightj.  Se« 
note  to  "  Antony  and  ClEopktri,"  set  iij.  cc.  3.  Ses  sIko 
Knller'e  "  Ciiurcb  HiJitor)',"  lib.  x.  p.  \9.—GachrUt. 
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That  live  upon  damnation  of  both  kinds, 

Autl  fed  the  ravenous  vulture  of  his  lust. 

0  death  to  think  on't !    She,  her  honour  forc'd, 

Decro'd  it  a  nobler  dowry  for  her  name, 

To  die  with  poison,  than  to  live  with  shame. 

Hip.  a  wondi-oua  lady  I  of  rare  fire  compact 7^ 
fth'  has  made  her  name  an  empress  by  that  act. ' 

PiERO.  My  lord,  what  judgment  follows  the 
offender  I 

Ant.  Faith,  none,  my  lord  ;  it  cools,  and  is  de- 
ferr'd. 

Pjkro.  Delay  the  doom  for  rape ! 

Ant.  0,  you  must  note  who  'tis  Hhoiild  die. 
The  duchess'  son  !  she'll  look  to  be  a  saver  :"~\ 
•■  Judgment,  in  this  age,  is  near  kin  to  favour.') 

Hip.  Nay,  then,  step  forth,  thou  bribeless  officer : 
[Drauu. 
I'll  bind  you  all  in  ateel,  to  bind  you  surely ; 
Here  let  your  oaths  meet,  to  be  kept  and  paid. 
Which  else  will  stick  like  rust,  and  shnme  the  blade ; 
Strengthen  my  vow  that  if,  at  the  next  sitting. 
Judgment  speak  all  in  gold,  and  spare  the  blood 
Of  such  a  serpent  e'en  before  their  seats 
To  let  his  soul  out,  which  long  since  was  found 
Guilty  in  heaven 

All.  We  swear  it,  and  will  act  it 

Ant.  Kind  gentlemen,  I  thank  you  in  mine  heart. ' 

Hip.  "Twere  pity 
The  ruins  of  so  fair  a  monument 
Should  not  be  dipp'd  in  the  defacer's  blood. 

PiKRo.  Her  funeral  shall  be  wealthy ;   for  her 

Merits  a  tomb  of  pearl.     My  Lord  Antonio, 
For  this  time  wips  your  lady  from  your  eyes ; 
No  doubt  our  grief  and  yours  may  one  day  court  it, 
When  we  are  more  familiar  with  revenge. 


'  [Old  copj,  I 
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Ant.  That  is  my  cotnfort,  peutlemen,  and  I  joy 
In  this  one  hnpplness  above  the  rest. 
Which  will  be  caM'd  &  miracle  at  hist 
That,  being  on  old  man,  I'd  a  wife  bo  chaste. 

[£etHiif. 


ACTUS   II.,   SC^NA    1. 

StUer  Castiza,  llie  titter. 

Cas.  How  hardly  Ehall  that  maiden  be  beset, 
AVhose  only  fortunes  are  her  constant  thoughts  I 
That  has  no  other  child's  part  hut  her  honour, 
That  keeps  her  low  and  empty  in  estate  ; 
Maids  and  their  honours  are  like  poor  beginners  : 
Were  not  sin  rich,  there  would  be  fewer  sinnora ; 
Why  had  not  virtue  a  revenue  1     Well, 
I  know  tlie  cause,  'twould  have  impovorish'd  hell. 


Enter  DONDOLO. 

How  now,  Doudolo ) 

Don.  Madonna,  there  is  one  as  they  say,  a 
tiling  of  flesh  and  blood- — a  man,  1  take  him  by  his 
beard,  that  would  very  desiroualy  mouth  to  mouth 
with  you. 

Cas,  What's  that  1 

Don,  Show  his  t^eth  in  your  comiiany. 

Cas.  I  understand  thoo  not. 

Don.  Why,  spe^k  with  you,  ma<lonua. 

Cas.  Why,  say  ao,  madman,  and  cut  off  a  great 
deal  of  dirty  way ;  had  it  not  been  better  spoki- 
in  ordinary  words,  that  one  wonld  speak  with 
met 

Don.  Ha,  ha !  that's  as  ordinary  as  two  shillings. 
I  would  strive  a  Utile  to  show  mysolf  in  my  pliics ; 
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9  to  use  the  phrase  and 


ji  gentleman- usher  scon 
fancy  of  a  serving-man. 
Cas.  Yours  be  your  own,  sir ;  go,  direct  him 
hither;  [Sscit  DoNDOLO.] 

I  hope  some  happy  tidings  from  my  brother, 
That  lately  traveU'd,  whom  my  soul  affecta. 
Here  he  comes. 

£nler  VendICE,  Iter  hroffier,  diegaUeJ. 

Ven.  Lady,  the  best  of  wishes  to  your  sex. 
Fair  skins  and  new  gowus, 

Cas.  O,  they  ehall  thank  you,  sir. 
Whence  this  1 

Ven.    Mighty — 0,   from   a    dear    and    worthy 
friend; 

Cia  From  whom  ? 

Vbn.     The  duke's  son ! 

Cas.  Receive  that. 

[A  box  o'  the  ear  to  her  Irothrr. 
1  swore  I  would  put  anger  in  my  hand. 
And  pass  the  virgin  limits  of  my  sex,' 
To  hira  tliat  next  appear'd  in  that  base  office, 
To  be  hia  sin's  attorney.    Bear  to  him 
That  figure  of  niy  hate  npon  thy  cheek, 
Whilst  tis  yet  hot,  and  I'll  reward  thee  for't  ; 
Tell  him  my  honour  shall  have  a  rich  name, 
When  several  harlots  shall  share  his  with  shame. 
Farewell ;  commend  me  to  him  in  my  hate.  [£n'/. 

Yen.  It  is  the  sweetest  box, 
That  e'er  my  nose  came  nigh ; 
The  finest  drawn-work  cuff  that  e'er  was  worn ; 
I'll  love  this  blow  for  ever,  and  this  cheek 
Shall  still  henceforward  take  the  wall  of  this. 
0,  Vm  above  my  tongue  :  most  constant  sister, 
In  this  thou  hast  right  honourable  shown  ; 

'  [Eilit!,,  myidf.     Oiiclirist's  correction. I 


Many  are  call'd  tbeir'  honour,  that  have  none  ; 
Thou  art  approv'd  for  ever  in  my  thoughts. 
It  is  not  in  the  power  of  words  to  taint  thee. 
And  yet  for  the  salvation  of  my  oath, 
As  my  resolve  in  that  point,  I  will  lay 
Hard  siege  unto  my  mother,  though  I  know 
A  syren's  tongue  could  not  bewitdi  her  so. 
Mass,  fitly  here  she  comes  !  thanks,  my  diaginV- — 
Madam,  good  afternoon. 

Enter  GratiaNA. 

Gra.  y  are  welcome,  sir. 

Vek.  Tlte  next  *  of  Italy  commends  him  to  yon, 
Our  mighty  expectation,  the  duke's  son. 

Gka.  Tthink  myself  muchhonour'd  that hepleuscs 
To  rank  mn  in  his  thoughts. 

Ven.  So  may  you,  lady  : 
One  that  is  like  to  he  our  sudden  duke  ; 
The  crown  gapes  for  him  every  tide,  and  then 
Commander  o'er  us  alt ;  do  but  think  on  him. 
Howbless'dwerethey,  now  thatcould  pleasure  him — 
£'eu  with  anything  almost ) 

Gra.  Ay,  save  their  honour. 

Ven.  Tut,  one  would  let  a  Uttle  of  that  go  ton. 
And  ne'er  be  seen  in't— ne'er  be  seen  in't,  mark  you ; 
Td  wink,  and  let  it  so. 

GeA-  Marry,  but  I  would  not. 

Vkn.  Marry,  but  I  wo;]ld,  1  hope ;  I  know  you 
would  too, 
If  you'd  that  blood  now,  which  you  gave  your 

daughter. 
To  her  indeed  'tis  this  wheel "  comes  about ; 


'  (Old  copy,  iy  litir.] 

'  [»«.,  N'eitheir.J 

'  [Query,  Hlieel  of  fortune.     Perlitpe  ■ 
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That  m&ti  that  must   be   all   this,  perhaps   ere 


(For  his  white  father  does  but  mould  away), 
Has  long  deair'd  your  daughter. 

Gra.  Desii''di 

Ven.  Nay,  but  hear  me, 
Ho  desires  now,  that  will  command  hereafter : 
Therefore  be  wise,     I  apeak  as  more  a  friend 
To  you  thau  him  :  madam,  1  know  you're  poor, 
And,  'lack  the  day ! 

There  are  too  many  poor  ladies  already ; 
Why  should  you  wax  the  number  ?  'tis  despis'iL 
Live  wealthy,  rightly  understand  the  worlc^ 
And  chide  away  that  foolish  country  girl 
Keeps  company  with  your  daughter — Chastity. 

Gra.  0  fie,  fie  !  the  riches  of  the  world  cannot 
hire  a  mother  to  such  a  most  unnatural  task. 

Ven.  No,  but  a  thousand  angels  can. 
[If]  men  have  uo  power,  angels  must  work  you  to't : 
The  world  descends  into  sich  basebom  evils, 
That  forty  angels  can  make  fourscore  devils. 
There  will  be  fools  still,  I  perceive — still  fools.' 
Would  I  be  poor,  dejected,  scom'd  of  greatness, 
Swept  from  the  palace,  and  see  others'  daughters 
Spring  with  the  dew  o'  the  court,  having  mine  own 
So  much  desir'd  and  lov'd  by  the  duke's  son  t 
No,  I  would  raise  my  state  upon  her  breast ; 
And  call  her  eyes  my  tenants ;  I  would  count 
My  yearly  maintenance  upon  her  cheeks; 
Take  coach  upon  her  lip ;  and  all  her  parts 
Should  keep  men  after  men,  and  I  would  ride 
In  pleasure  upon  pleasure, 

You  took  great  pains  for  her,  once  when  it  was  ; 
Let  her  requite  il  now,  though  it  be  but  some. 
You  brought  her  forth :  she  may  well  bring  you 
home. 

'  [EdiU.,/«rf.] 


THE  REVEXGER'S  TRAGEDY.  33 

Gra.  0  heavens !  tliia  o'ercomcs  me  i 

Ven.  Not,  I  hope,  already  1  [Atide. 

Gra.  it  in  too  strong  for  me  ;  men  knov  that 
know  us, 
We  are  so  weiik  their  words  can  overthrow  lis ; 
He  tonch'd  me  nearly,  maJo  my  virtues  bate,' 
When  bis  tongue  struck  upon  my  poor  estate. 

[Atuie.] 

Ven.  I  e'en  quake  to  proceed,  my  spirit  tarns  edge. 
I  fear  me  she's  unmother'd  ;  yet  I'll  venture. 
"  Tiiat  woman  is  all  male,  whom  none  can  enter."  - 

^\'hat  think  you  now,  lady  ?  speak,  are  yon  wiser  1 
liVhat  said  advancement  to  you  1  thus  it  said : 


In  many  places;  tut,  this  age  fears  no  man. 

"  'Tia  no  shame  to  be  had,  because  'tis  common."  -._ 

Gra.  Ay,  that's  the  comfort  on't, 

Vex,  The  comfort  on't  1 
I  keep  the  best  for  last — can  these  persuade  yon 
To  forget  heaven — and [Ctw*  A«-  miiitty.'\ 

Gra.  Ay,  these  are  they 

Vkn.  0! 

Gba.  That  enchant  our  sex.    These  are 
The  means  that  govern  our  affections — thatwomiiri 
"Will  not  be  trouTiled  with  tlie  mother  long, 
T'hat  sees  the  comfortable  shine  of  you  : 
1  blush  to  think  what  for  your  sakes  I'll  do, 

Vev.  0  sovereign'  heaven,  with  thy  invisibli- 
finger. 
E'en  at  this  instant  turn  the  precious  side 
Of  both  mine  eyeballs  inward,  not  to  see  myself. 

1  S«e  note  on  p.  10, 

'  ruid  copy,  luftring.] 

'  [A  HS.  note  in  one  at  the  former  edits,  referj  u«  to  liie 
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Gra.  Look  you,  sir, 

Ves.  Hollo. 

Gra.  Let  thin  thank  your  pains. 

Ven.  O,  you're  a  kind  madam. 

Gra.  I'll  Bee  how  I  can  move. 

Ven.  Your  words  will  sting. 

Gra.    If  she  ba  still  chaste,  I'll  ne'er  call  her 

mine. 
Ven.  Spoke  traer  than  you  meant  it. 
Gra.  Daughter  Castiza, 


SnUr  CA.ST1Z.V. 
Cas.  Madam, 
Ven.  0,  she's  yonder ; 
Meet  her:  troops  of  celestial  soldiers  guard  her 

Yon  dam  has  devils  enough  to  take  her  part, 

Cas.  Madam,  what  makes  yoa  evil-offic'd  man 
In  presence  of  you  J 

Gra.  Why  I 

Cas,  He  lately  brought 
Immodest  writing  sent  from  the  duke's  son, 
To  tempt  me  to  dishonourable  act, 

Gra.   Dishonourable    act ! — good    honourable 
fool, 
That  wouldst  be   honest,  'cause  thou  wouldat  Iw 

so. 
Producing  no  one  reason  but  thy  wilL 
And't  has  a  good  report,  prettily  commended, 
But  pray,  by  whom  ?  poor  people,  ignorant  people ; 
The  better  sort,  I'm  sure,  cannot  abide  it. 
And   by  what  rule  should  we   square   out   our 

lives, 
But  by  our  betters'  actions  T    O,  if  thou  knew'st 
What  'twere  to  lose  it,  thou  would  never  keep 

it! 
But  there's  u  cold  curse  laid  upon  all  maids, 


THE   REVENGER'S  TRAGEDY.  35 

Whilst  others  clip  the  siin,'  they  clasp  the  sliades. 
Virginity  is  paradise-  lock'd  up. 
You  cannot  come  by  yourselves  without  fee  ; 
And  'twas  decreed,  that  man  should  keep  tlie  key  I 
Deny  advancement !  treasure  !  the  duke's  sun  1 

Cab.  1  ciy  you  mercy  !  lady,  I  mistook  you  ! 
Pray  did  you  see  my  mother  1    which  way  went 

she  t ' 
Pray  God,  I  have  not  lost  her. 

Vek.  Prettily  put  by  !  [Asi/e. 

Gba.  Are  you  as  proud  to  me,  as  coy  to  him  t 
Do  you  not  Imow  me  now  1 

Cas.  Why,  are  you  she  t 
The  world's  so  chang'd  one  shape  into  another, 
It  is  a  wise  child  now  that  knows  her  mother,— — ' 

Vkn.  Moat  right,  i'  faith.  [Aiide. 

Gra.  I  owe  your  cheek  mj  hand 
For  that  presumption  now  ;  but  I'll  forget  it. 
Come,  you  shall  leave  those  childish  'havioura. 
And  imderstand  your  time.     Fortunes  flow  to  you ; 
What,  will  you  be  a  girl ) 
If  all  fear'd  drowning  that  spy  waves  ashore, 
Gold  would  grow  rich,  and  all  the  merchants  poor. 

Cas.  It  is  a  pretty  saying  of  a  wicked  one ; 
But  methinks  now  it  does  not  show  so  well 
Oat  of  your  mouth — better  in  his  I 

Ven.  Faith,  bad  enough  in  both, 
Wrre  I  in  earnest,  as  I'll  seem  no  less.         [Aside. 
1  wonder,  lady,  your  own  mother's  words 
Cannot  be  taken,  nor  stand  in  lull  force. 
Tta  honesty  you  urge  -,  what's  honesty  t 


'  i.e..  Embrace  it.    So  again  in  this  piny — 

■-  Her*  In  ihH  lixl(t  Ihej  mcil  fur  a«Lii*U  dipt." 

I.,  vanti  embracM.— Swewm. 

'  (CopiM,  you.    Tbii  cmcndstion  nu  tog^eitcd  bf  a  MS. 
ate  in  anc  of  the  formei  cdiU.j 
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Tis  but  lieaven's  beggar ;  and  what  woman  is 

So  foolish  to  keep  honegty. 

And  be  not  able  to  keep  herself  J    No, 

Times  are  grown  wiser,  and  will  keep  leas  oharga. 

A  maid  that  has  small  portion  now  intends 

To  break  up  house,  and  live  upon  her  friends ; 

How  blesa'd  are  you !  you  have  happiness  alone ; 

Others  must  fall  to  thousands,  you  to  one, 

Sufficient  in  himself  to  make  your  forehead 

Dazzle   the  world  with   jewels,  and    petitionary 

people 
Start  at  your  presence. 

GitA.  0,  if  I  were  young.  I  should  be  ravisli'd. 

Cas.  Ay.  to  lose  your  honour ! 

Vkn.  'Slid,  how  can  you  lose  your  honour 
To  deaJ  with  my  lord's  grace  1 
He'll  add  more  honour  to  it  by  his  title  ; 
Your  mother  will  tell  you  how. 

Gea.  That  I  wilL 

Veh.  0,  think  upon  the  pleasure  of  the  poloca  ! 
Secured  ease  and  state  !  the  stirring  meats, 
Keady  to  move  out  of  the  dislies,  that  e'en  now 
Quicken  when  they  are  eat«n ! 
Banquets  abroad  by  torchlight !  music  !  sports  I 
Bareheaded  vassals,  that  had  ne'er  the  fortune 
To  keep  on  tlieir  own  hats,  but  let  horns '  wear 

Nine  coaches  waiting- — hurry,  Imrry,  hurry 

Cas,  Ay,  to  the  devlL 

Ven.  Ay,  to  the  devil !  [.l^ii/e.]  To  the  duke,  by 

my  faith. 
Gka.  Ay,  to  the  duke :  daughter,  you'd  scorn 
to  think  o'  the  devil,  and  you  were  there  once. 
Ven.  True,  for  most  there  are  as  proud  as  he 
for  his  hcArt,  i'  faith.  [Aiiile. 

1  Alludin"  to  Iho  ruatom  of  hanging  lialt  in  Bacicnt  halla 
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\*'b"M  ait  at  home  in  a  neglected  room, 
Dealing  her  short-liv'd  beauty  to  the  piutures, 
That  are  as  useless  as  old  men,  when  those 
Poorer  in  fac*  and  fortune  than  herself 
"Walk  with  a  hundred  acres  on  their  bauks,> 
Fair  meadows  cut  into  green  foreparts  1     0, 
It  was  the   greatest  blessing  ever  happeu'd  to 

women : 
\Mieu  farmers'  sons  agreed  to  mete  their  gain,* 
TowsAh  their  hands,  and  come  up  gentlemen  ! 
The  commonwealth  has  flourish'd  ever  since  : 
Lands  that  were  mete '  by  the  rod,  that  lalrour's 

spar'd : 
Tailors  ride  down,  and  measure  'em  by  the  jftrd. 
Fair  trees,  those  comely  foretopa  of  the  field, 
Are  cut  to  maintain  head-tires — much  untold — 
AU  thrives  but  chastity ;  she  lies  a-cold. 
Nay,  shall  I  come  nearer  to  you  I  mark  but  this : 
Why  are  there  bo  few  honest  women,  but  because 
'tis  ihe  poorer  profession )   that's  accounted  best 
that's    best  followed;    least    in    trade,  least    in 
fasliion ;  and  that's  not  honesty,  believe  it ;  and 
do  but  nob)  the  love  and  dejected  price  of  it — 

Lou  but  a  Jttarl,  tiie  searvh,  ami  cannot  Irooh  H :  V-^ 
JitU  ikat,*  once  <jone,  lo/io  M  lo  inad  to  look  itt         * 
Gba.  Troth,  he  says  true. 

1  So  io  iMige't  "  Wii'B  Miaerie,"  p.  24:  "What  think 
700  to  k  tender  faira  yoang,  no?  a  wsokling  of  wonunkind 
Io  tttar  tehelt  Lerdthipt  and  JUaiwr-houf  on  ktr  back* 
wltkaut  tKtatingl"  Sea  also  nolo  to  "The  MJEeriea  of 
Enforced  Marriage,"  [ii.  190.] 

*  [Old  copy,  and  hkI  again.     The  word  mett  occur*  again 

•  Uul«  loner  donii.     The  niraain^  maj  he  th&l  the;  cucn- 
laled  their  uvings.] 

*  !.«.,  Ueuured.  Petruchlo,  in  "The  TaTuiag  of  tho 
Shrew,"  calU  tho  tailor'n  measuriiig-jard  hta  nirU-yui.— 

ilttTOii. 

*  ».«.,  Honesty. — GildirUt, 
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Cas.  False  I  I  defy  you  both  : 
I  have  endur'd  you  with  an  ear  of  fire ; 
Your  tongues  have  struck  hot  irons  on  my  face. 
Mother,  come  from  that  poisonous  woman  there.' 
Gra.  Where  1 

Cas.  Do  you  not  Bee  hert   she's  too  inward," 
then: 
Slave,  perish  in  thy  office  !  you  heavens,  please 
Henceforth  to  make  the  mother  a  disease, 
Which  first   begins  with  me  :   yet   I've   outeone 
you.  [Exit. 

Ven.  0  angels,  clap  your  wings  upon  the  skies, 
And  give  this  virgin  crystal  plauditea  ! 
Gha.    Peevish,  coy,  foolish ! — but  return  this 
answer, 
My  lord  shall  be  most  welcome,  when  his  pleasure 
Conducts  him  this  way.    I  will  sway  mine  own : 
"Women  with  women  can  work  best  alone,     [Erit. 

Ven.  Indeed,  I'll  tell  him  so. 
0,  more  uncivil,  more  unnatural, 
TJian  those  base-titled  creatures  that  look  down- 
ward; 
Why  does  not  heaven  turn  black,  or  with  a  frown 
Undo  the  world  }     Why  does  not  earth  start  up, 
And  strike  the  sins  that  tread  upon't  t    0, 
Were't  not  for  gold  and  women,  there  would  be  no 

damnation. 
Hell  would  look  like  a  lord's  great  kitchen  without 

fireiji't. 
But  'twas  decreed,  before  the  world  began, 
That  they  should  be  the  hooks  to  catch  at  man. 

[Exit 

'  ["What  Bplendid  power  of  puBion  inil  iuiiger;  there  is 
in  this  I  "— JtfS,  fl(<t  in  on<  of  tht  former  erfi'd.] 

'  i,(.,  Intimutc.  Seo  nole  to  "The  Spttniab  Trtgedj." 
[v.lUS] 
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EnUr  LusuRioso,  loilh  HiPPOLrro, 


Lus.  I  ranch  applaud 
Thy  judgment ;  thou  art  well-read  in  thy  fellowB,' 
And  tis  the  deepest  art  to  etudy  man. 
I  know  this,  which  1  never  learnt  iu  schools, 
The  world's  divided  into  knaves  and  fools. 

Hip.  Knave  in  your  face — my  lord  behind  your 
back.  [A»uU. 

Lus.  And  I  mach  thank  thee,  that  thou  haat 
prefeiT'd 

A  fellow  of  discourse,  well-mingled, 
And  whose  br&in  time  hath  eeason'd. 

Hip.  True,  my  lord, 
We  shall  find  season  once,  I  hope.     0  rillain ! 

To  make  such  aa  unnatural  slave  of  me — but . 

[AsiJ<. 
Lus.  Ma«s,  here  he  comes. 
Hip.  And  nowahall  I  have  free  leave  to  depart. 
[AHdc. 
Lea  Your  absence,  leave  us. 
Hip.  Are  not  my  thoughts  true  t  [Aside. 

1  most  remove  ;  but,  brother,  you  may  stay. 
Heart  1  we  are  both  made  bawds  a  nuw-found  way  ! 
[i'iit 
Enter  Vekdice. 

Lus.  Now  we're  an  even  number,  a  third  man's 
dangerous, 
Especially  her  brother ; — say,  be  free, 

Have  I  a  pleasure  toward 

Vkn.  0  my  lord  I 

Lus.    Uavish  me  in  thine  answer;   art  thou 
rare} 
Haat  thou  heguil'd  her  of  salvation. 
And  rubb'd  hell  o'er  with  honey  1     Is  she  a  woman  ? 

'[OIJ  co\iy,a/clloa.] 
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Ven.  In  all  but  in  desire, 

Lus.  Then  she's  in  notliiug — I  bate  ^  in  tourayo 

Ven,  The  words  I  brought 
Might  ivel!  liave  made  indifferent  honest  naught 
A  right  good  woiuaa  in  these  days  is  cbang'd 
Into  white  money  with  bss  labour  far : 
Many  a  maid  has  turu'd  to  Mahomet 
With  easier  -working  :  I  durst  undertake, 
Upon  the  pawn  and  forfeit  of  my  life, 
With  half  those  words  to  flat  a  Puritan's  wife. 
But  she  IB  close  and  good ; — yet  'tis  a  doubt 
By  this  time.     0,  the  mother,  the  mother  I 

Lcs.   I  never  thought  their  sex  haii  been  a 
wonder, 
Until  this  minute.     What  fruit  from  the  mother  ? 

Ven.  Now  must  I  blister  my  soul,  be  forsworn, 
Or  shame  the  woman  tliat  receiv'd  me  first. 
I  will  be  true :  thou  liv'st  not  to  proclaim. 
Spoke  to  a  dying  man,  shame  )ias  no  shame. 

[Aiule. 
My  lord. 

Lus.  Who's  that ) 

ViiN,  Here's  none  but  I,  my  lord. 

Lus.  What  should  thy  haste  utter  1 

Ven.  Comfort. 

Lus,  Welcome. 

Vsv.  The  uiaid  being  dull,  having  no  mind  to 
travel 
Into  unknown  lands,  what  did  I  ^  straight. 
But  set  spurs  to  the  mother  j  golden  spurs 
Will  put  her  to  a  false  gallop  in  a  trice. 

Lus.  Is't  possible  tliat  iti  tliis 
The  mother  should  Ije  damn'd  before  the  daughter  1 

'  I  declEnt,  or  lessen  in  courago.     So  Falitiffuyi :   "  Do 

1  not  bait  t    Do  I  nol  ilwindU  r "  Sec. 
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Ves.  0,  that's  good  manners,  my  lord ;  tho 
mother  for  her  age  must  go  foremost,  you  know. 

Lus.  Thou'st  spoke  that  true]  but  where 
cornea  in  this  comfort  1 

Vbn,  In  a  fine  place,  my  lorJ, — the  unnattiral  ' 
mother                           , 
Did  with  her  tongue  so  hsird  beset  her  houour. 
That  the  poor  fool  was  struck  to  silent  wouder ; 
Yet  atill  the  maid,  like  on  unligbted  taper, 
Was  rold  and  chaste,  aave  that  her  mother's  bi-eatli 
Did  blow  fire  on  her  cheeks.    The  girl  depiUted ; 
But  the  good  aucieut  madam,  half  mad,  threw  mii 
These  promising  words,  which  I  took  deeply  note  of: 
ify  lonl  shall  be  most  welcome 

Lus,  Faith,  I  thank  her. 

Ves.    When   his  pleasure  conducts    him    this 
way 

Lus.  That  shall  be  soon,  i'  faith. 

Ven.  I  will  sway  mine  own 

Lcs.  She  does  the  wiser :  I  commend  her  for't. 

Vks.  Women  with  women  can  work  best  alone. 

LfS.  By  this  light,  and  so  they  can ;  give  'em 
their  due,  men  ore  not  comimrable  to  'cm. 

Vk.N.  No,  that's  true  ;  for  you  shall  have  oni> 
woman  knit  more  in  an  hour,  than  any  man  can 
ravel  again  in  seven-and-twenty  years. 

Lus.  Now  my  desires  are  happy ;  I'll  make  "em 
freemen  now. 
Thou  art  a  precious  fellow  ;  faith,  I  love  thee  ; 
Be  wise  and  make  it  thy  revenue  ;  bog,  beg; 
What  office  couldst  thou  be  ambitious  fori 

Ves.  Office,  my  lord !  marry,  if  I  might  have 
my  wish,  I  would  have  one  that  was  never  begged 
veL 

Lus.  Nay,  then,  tbou  canst  have  none. 

Ves,  Yes,  my  lord,  I  could  pick  out  another 
office  yet ;  nay,  and  keep  a  horse  and  drab  upon't. 

Lds,  Prythee,  good  bluutness,  tell  me. 
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Ven,  \\'hy,  I  would  ilpsire  but  this,  lay  lord — to 
have  all  the  fees  behind  the  arras,  and  all  the 
farthingales  that  fall  plump  about  twelve  o'clock 
at  uight  upon  the  rushes. 

Lus.  Thon'rt  a  mod,  apprehensive'  knave  : 
dost  think  to  make  any  great  purchase  of  that  1 

Ven.  O,  'tis  an  unknown  thing,  my  lord ;  I 
wonder  't  has  been  missed  so  long. 

Lus.  Well,  this  night  I'll  visit  her,  ami  'tis  till 
then 
A  year  in  my  desires — farewell,  attend  : 
Trust  me  with  thy  preferment. 

Vex.  My  lov'd  lord ! 
0,  shall  T  kill  him  o'  th'  wrong  side  now  ?  no ! 
Sword,  thou  wast  never  a  backbiter  yet 
I'll  pierce  him  to  his  face;   he  shall  die  looking 

upon  me. 
Thy  veins  are  swell'd  with  lust,  tliis  shall  nnfiU  'em. 
fireat  men  were  gods,  if  beggars  could  not  kill  'em. 
Forgive  me,  heaven,  to  call  my  mother  wicked ! 
0,  lessen  not  my  days  upon  the  earth,' 
I  cannot  honour  her.     By  this,  I  fear  me, 
Her  tongue  has  tum'd  my  sister  into  use. 
I  was  a  villain  not  to  be  forsworn 
To  tills  our  lecherous  hope,  the  duke's  son  ; 
For  lawyers,  merchants,  some  divines,  and  all, 
Count  beneficial  perjury  a  siu  small 
It  shall  go  hard  yet,  but  I'll  guard  her  honour, 
And  keep  the  ports  sure. 

Enter  HlpPOLITO. 
Hip.   Brother,  how  goes  the  world  ?   I  would 
know  news  of  you. 
But  I  have  news  to  t*ll  you. 

'  ij..  Quick  to  undcratuid.     See  Mr  SteeTens'a  note  on 
"TliB  Second  Pirt  of  King  Honry  IV.,"  act  iv.  ac.  3. 
•  Alluiliug  to  the  promiue  in  tbe  Fifth  Commauiimont. 
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Ven.  What,  in  the  name  of  knavery  J 

Hip.  Knavery,  faith ; 
This  vicious  old  duke's  worthily  abused, 
The  pen  of  his  bastard  writes  him  cuckold  J 

Ven.  His  bastard  1 

Hip.  Pray,  belieye  it ;  he  and  the  duchess 
By  night  meet  in  their  linen ; '  they  liave  been  seen 
By  stair-foot  panders. 

Ven.  O,  sin  foul  and  deep ! 
Great  faults  are  wink'd  at,  when  the  duke's  aslei'p. 
See,  see,  here  comes  the  Spurio, 

HiP.  Monstrous  luxur ! 

Ven.  Unbrac'd !  two  of  Ins  valiant  bawds  with 
him  I 
0,  there's  a  wicked  whisper;  hell's  in  his  ear. 
Stay,  lot's  observe  his  passage — 

EnttT  SPimro  qik/  Sei-vants. 

Spu.  0,  but  are  you  sure  on't  J 

Ser.  My  lord,  most  sure  on't ;  for  'twas  spoke 
by  one. 
That  is  most  inwanl  with  the  duke's  son's  lust. 
That  he  intends  within  this  hour  to  steal 
Unto  Hippolito's  sister,  whose  chaste  life 
The  mother  has  corrupted  for  his  use. 

Spu,  Sweet  word  1  sweet  occasion  !  faith,  then, 
brother, 
ril  disinherit  you  in  as  short  time. 
As  I  was  when  I  was  begot  in  haste. 
I'll  damn  you  at  your  pleasure :  precious  deetl ! 
After  your  lust,  0,  'twill  be  fine  to  bleed. 
Come,  let  our  passing  out  be  soft  and  wary. 

'[ETtUHt. 

Ven.  Mark  !  there,  there,  that  step !  now  to  the 


>  [In  tbeir  nigbC-clothes.] 
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This  tlioir  secoDd  meeting  writes  the  duke  cuckold 
With  new  additiqna — his  horns  newly  reviv'd. 
Night!  thou  thati^ook'st  like  funeral  heralds'  fees, 
Tom  down  betinlfjs  i'  th'  morning,  thou  hang'st 

fitly 
To  grace  those  sins  that  hare  no  grace  at  ttll. 
Now  'tis  full  sea  abed  over  the  world  : 
There's  juggling   of  all    sides ;    aojue   that   were 

maids 
E'en  at  sunset,  are  now  perhaps  i'  th'  toll-book,^ 
This  woman  in  immodeat  thin  apparel 
Lets  in  her  friend  by  water ;  here  a  dame 
Cunning  nails  leather  hinges  to  a  door, 
To  avoid  proclamation. 
Now  cuckolds  are  coining,  apace,  apace,  apace, 

apace ! 
And  careful  sietei's  spin  that  thread  i'  th'  night, 
That  does  maintain  them  and  their  bawds  i'  th' 

day. 
Hip,  You  flow  well,  brother. 
Vkn.  Pish !  ^  I'm  shallow  yet ; 
Too  sparing  and  too  modest ;  shall  I  tell  thee  J 
If  every  trick  were  told  that's  dealt  by  night. 
There  are  few  here  that  would  not  blush  outright. 
Hip.    I   am  of  that  belief  too.      Who's  this 

comes  T 
Yen.*  The  duke's  son  up  so  late  1    Brother,  fall 

back, 

'  Alluding  lo  the  custom  of  entering  harscs  kdIiI  at  fiin 
in  B  book  called  tlia  "  Toll-book."  See  noM  to  "All'a  Well 
that   Ends  Well,"  «dit.   1766,   of  ShikeBpeiirc,   iv.   141. 

»  [Ediu.,  Piiih.-\ 

'  Mr  Reed  assigned  these  tVFo  lines  lo  Hippolito.  a  decided 
error,  both  bj  the  sense  and  according  to  the  old  copjiuhioh 
gives  tbein  lo  Vcndice.  He  makes  his  brother  stand  back, 
while  he  addresses  Lusarioso:  iVy  good  lonl ;  and  Luau- 
rioao  naturally  obserrei ;  Piaio  !  vhy,  tht  man  /  viihcdfar.  > 
4c.— CoWier. 


A 


THE   REVENGERS  TRAGEDY. 


And  Tou  shall  learn 

lorJ! 


mischief.       Mj-  g'jofi 

Enter  Lo.SURlOSO. 

Lus.    Piato  I    why,  the    man    I  wisheJ   for  1 
Come, 
I  ilo  embrace  this  season  for  the  fittest 
To  taste  of  that  yoim^  lady. 
Ves.  Heart  and  hell. 

Hip,  Damn'd  villain  !  [Asi/f. 

Yen.  I  have  no  way  now  to  cross  it,  but  to  kill 
liim.  [itiiie. 

Lus,  Come,  only  thou  and  I, 
Ven,  My  lord  !  my  lord  I 
Lds.  Why  dost  thou  start  ual 
Ven.  rd  almost  forgot — the  bastard ! 
Lus.  What  of  him  I 

Ven.  This  night,  this  hour,  this  minute,  now 

LUB.  Whatl  what) 

Ven,  Shadows  the  duchess 

Lus.  Horrible  word ! 
Ven.  And  (like  strong  poison)  eata 
Into  the  duke  your  father's  forehead. 
Lus.  0! 

Yen.  He  makes  horn-roy.iL 
Lus.  Most  ignoble  slave  ! 
Ven.  Tliis  is  the  fnilt  of  two  beds. 
Lcs.  I  am  mad. 

Ven,  That  passage  he  trod  warily. 
Lrs.  He  did. 
Ven.    .\iid   hush'd   his  villains  every   step   he 

took. 
Lus.  HisviUidna?  I'll  confound  them. 
Ven.  Take  'em  finely — finely,  now. 
Lus.     The    duchess'    chamber-door  shall    nr>t 
control  mo.  [ETenut. 

Hip.  Good,  happy,  swift :  there's  gunpowder  i' 
til'  court, 
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Wildfire  at  midniglit.     In  this  heedlees  fury 
He  may  show  violence  to  cross  himself. 
I'll  follow  the  event. 


Re-enter  Lusc RIOSO  arid  V'ENBICE. 

Lus.  Where  is  that  villain  1 

Ven.  Softly,  my  lord,  and  you  may  take  'em 
twisted. 

Lu9,  I  care  not  how. 

Ven.  0  !  'twill  te  glorious 
To  kill  'em  doubled,  when  they're  heap'd.     Be  soft, 
my  lord, 

Lus.  Away !    my  spleen  is  not  so  lazy :  thus 
and  thus 
I'll  shake  their  eyelids  ope,  and  with  my  sword 
Shut  'em  again  for  ever.     Villain  !  strumjiet ! 

Ddkk.  You  upper  guard,  defend  uh  1 

DucH.  Treason !  treason ! 

Duke.  0,  take  me  not  in  sleep ! 
1  have  great  sins  ;  I  must  have  days. 
Nay,  mouths,  dear  son,  with  penitential  heaves 
To  lift  'era  out,  and  not  to  die  unclear. 
0,  thou  wilt  kill  me  both  in  heaven  and  here. 

Lus.  I  am  umaz'd  to  death. 

Duke.  Nay,  villain,  traitor, 
Worse  than  the  foulest  epithet ;  now  I'll  gripe 

thee 
E'en  with  the  nerves  of  wrath,  and  throw  thy  head 
Amongst  the  loyal  ^  guard. 


Eattr  Nobles  aiid  [Duchtss's]  Sons. 

1st  Noble,  How  comes  the  quiet  of  your  grace 
disturb'd  I 
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Ddke.  This  boy,  that  sliould  be  mysell'  after 

Would  be  myself  before  me  ;  and  in  beat 
Of  tliat  ambition  bloodily  rush'd  in, 
Intending  to  depose  me  in  my  bed. 

2d  Noble.  Duty  and  natural  loyalty  forfend  ! 
Ddch,    He   call'd   Ha   father  villain,   and    me 
Btrumpet, 
A  word  that  I  abhor  to  file  ^  my  lipa  witb. 
Amb.  That  was  not  so  well-done,  brother. 

Ld3.  I  am  abus'd 1  know  there's  no  excuse 

can  do  me  good.  [jlni/r.] 

Vkn.  'Tis  now  good  policy  to  be  from  sight; 
His  vicious  purpose  to  our  sister's  honour 
I  cross'U  beyond  our  thought.  [Asidt.] 

Hip.  You  little  dreamt  his  father  slept  here. 
Ves.  0,  "twaa  far  beyond  me : 
But  since  it  fell  so— without  frightful  words, 
Would  he  hod  kill'd  him,  'twould  have  eaa'd  our 
swords. 
DUKB.  Be  comforted,  our  duchess,  he  shall  die. 
[Diuevible  a  fright.* 
Lcs.  Where's  this  slave-pander  nowl   out  of 
mine  eye, 
Gailty  ot  this  abuse. 

Entir  Spurio  \nlh  hU  vilhim. 


And  1  will  damn  you  with  on 
1st  Ser.  O  good  my  lord ! 


meal  a  day. 


>  [DtStc.I     Seo   nale   to 
Msrriage,"  jix.  GII.1 
'  Th«  quarto  mili, /I'jAt. 


'■  Tlifl   Hiseriu   of    Enforced 
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SptJ.  'Sblood,  you  shall  never  sup. 

2d  Ser,  0,  I  beseech  you,  eir  I 

Spc.  To  let  my  sword  catch  cold  so  long,  and 

1st  Ser.  Troth,  my  lord,  'twas  his  intent  t^' 
meet  there. 

Spu.  'Heart  I  he's  yonder. 
Ha,  what  news  here  ?  is  the  day  out  o'  th'  socket, 
That  it  is  noon  at  midnight  1  the  court  up ! 
How  comes  the  guard  so  saucy  with  his  elbows  t 

Los.  The  bastard  here  1 
Nay,  then  the  truth  of  my  intent  shall  out ; 
My  lord  and  father,  hear  me. 

DL'KE.  Bear  him  hence. 

Lra.  I  can  with  loyalty  excuse. 

Duke,  Excuse  ?  to  prison  with  the  villain  ! 
Death  shall  not  long  lag  after  him. 

Spu.  Good,  i'  faith  :  then  'tis  not  much  amiss. 

Lus.  Brothers,  my  bust   release   lies  on  your 
tongues ; 
I  pray,  persuade  for  ms. 

Amb.  It  is  our  duties  j  make  yourself  sure  of  us. 

Sup.  We'll  sweat  in  pleading. 

Lus.  And  I  may  live  to  thank  yoa.  [Eric. 

AUB.  No,  thy  death  shall  thank  me  bett«r. 

Spu.  He's  gone  ;  I'll  after  liim, 
And  know  his  trespass  ;  seem  to  bear  a  part 
In  all  his  ilia,  but  with  a  puritan  heart.  [ExiJ. 

Aire.  Now,  brother,  let  our  hate  and  love  be 
woven 
So  Bubtlely  together,  that  in  speaking  one  word 

for  his  life, 
We  may  make  three  for  his  death  : 
The  craftiest  pleader  gets  most  gold  for  breath. 

Sup.  Set  on,  I'll  not  be  far  behind  you,  brother. 

Duke.  Is't  possible  a  son  should  be  disobedient 
aa  far  as  the  sword  t  It  is  the  highest :  he  can  go  no 
farther. 
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Amb.  My  gracious  lord,  tafco  pity — — 

Duke.  Pity,  I>oys  1 

^Vmb.  Nay,  we'd  be  loth  to  move  your  grace  U-o 
much ; 
We  know  the  trespass  is  unpardonable, 
Black,  wicke<l,  and  unnatural. 

Sup.  In  a  son  1  0,  monstrous ! 

Amb.  Yet,  my  lord, 
A  duke's  soft  hand  strokes  the  rough  head  of  Lnv, 
And  makes  it  lie  [more]  smooth. 

Duke.  But  ray  baud  shall  ne'er  do't. 

Amb.  That,  as  you  please,  my  lord. 

Sup.  We  must  needs  confess. 
Some  fathers  would  have  entered  into  hate 
So  deadly-pointed,  that  before  his  eyes 
He  would  ha'  seen  the  execution  sound ' 
Without  corrupted  favour. 

Ann,  But,  my  lord. 
Your  grace  may  live  the  wonder  of  all  times, 
In  pard'ning  that  offence,  which  never  yet 
Had  face  to  beg  a  pardon, 

Duke.  How's  tms  I 

Amb.  Forgive  him,  good  my  lord ;  he's  your 

And  I  must  needs  say,  'twas  the  viler  done. 

Sdp.  He's  the  next  heir :  yet  this  true  reason 
gatlierB, 
Xone  can  possess  that  dispossess  their  fathers. 
Be  merciful  1 

Duke.  Here's  no  step-mother's  wit ; 
I'll  try  them  both  upon  their  love  and  hate, 

Amb.  Be  merciful — although  ■" 
DCKE.  You  have  prevailed. 
My  wrath,  like  flaming  wax,  hath  spent  itself; 


•[S. 
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I  know  'twas  but  some  peevish  moon '  in  liira ; 
Go,  let  him  be  releas'd. 

Sup.  'Sfoot,  how  now,  brother  t 

Amb.  Your  grace  doth  please  to  apeak  besiile 
your  spleen ; 
t  would  it  were  so  happy. 

DuEE.  Why,  go,  release  him. 

Sup.  0  my  good  lord  !  I  know  the  fault's  too 
weighty 
And  full  of  general  loatliing  :  too  inhuman. 
Rather  by  all  men's  voices  worthy  death. 

Duke.  'Tis  true  too;  here,  then,  receive  this 

Doom  shall  pass ; 

Direct  it  to  the  judges ;  he  shall  die 

Ere  many  days.     Make  liaste. 

Aim.  All  speed  that  may  he. 
We  could  iiave  wish'd  his  burden  not  so  sore  : 
We  knew  your  grace  did  but  delay  before.  [Exeitjit. 

Duke.  Here's  envy  *  with  a  poor  thin  cover 

Like  scarlet  hid  in  lawn,  easily  spied  through. 
This  their  ambition  by  the  mother's  side 
Is  dangerous,  and  for  safety  must  be  purg'd. 
I  will  prevent  their  envies ;  sure  it  was 
But  some  mistaken  fury  in  our  son, 
Which  these  aspiring  boys  would  climb  upon  : 
He  shall  bo  releas'd  suddenly. 


.Ewfrt-  Nobles. 

1st  Noble.  Good  morning  to  your  grace. 
Duke.  Welcome,  my  lords. 

'  Some  BnddeQ  til  o£  freQii-.  Cotgrave  [raniEktcfl  "Avoir 
un  qtiarlier  lit  la  [uaQ  en  la  tutt,"  to  be  half  fraatic,  or  hare 
a  ipico  of  lunnoT. 

'rHstrcd.! 
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2d  XoBLt  Our  knees  shall  take 
Away  the  office  of  our  feet  for  ever, 
Unless  your  grace  bestow  a  father's  eye 
Upon  tlid  clouded  fortunes  of  your  eon, 
And  in  compassionate  virtue  grant  him  that, 
Which  makes  e'en  mean  men  iiappy — liberty. 

Duke.  How  seriously  their  loves  and  honours 
woo 
For  that  which  I  am  about  to  pray  them  do  I 
Arise,'  my  lords ;  your  knees  sign  bis  release. 
We  freely  pardon  bim. 

1st  Noble,  We  owe  your  grace  much  tbanka, 
and  he  much  duty.  [Extunt. 

Duke.  It  well  becomes  that  judge  to  nod  at 
crimes, 
That  does  commit  greater  himself,  and  lives. 
I  may  forgive  a  disobedient  error, 
Thai  expect  pardon  for  adulter}', 
And  in  my  old  days  am  a  youth  in  lust. 
Many  a  beauty  have  I  turu'd  to  poison 
In  the  denial,  covetous  of  all. 
A^  hot  is  like  a  monster  to  be  seen  ; 
My  hairs  are  white,  and  yet  my  sins  are  green. 


ACTUS  III.,  SC^NA  1. 

£«tfr  AmBITIOSO  and  SUPERVACUO. 

SDP.  Brother,  let  my  opinion  sway  you  once  ; 
I  speak  it  for  the  best,  to  have  him  die  ; 
Surest  and  soonest,  if  the  signet  come 
Unto  the  judge's  band,  why  then  his  doom 
Will  be  deferr'd  till  sitiiugs  and  court-days, 
Juries,  and  farther.     Faiths  are  bought  and  sold  ; 
Oaths  in  these  days  ore  but  the  skin  of  gold. 


>  The  iTeudi,  Wlildiai 
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Amb.  In  troth,  'tis  tniR  too. 

Sui'.  Tiien  let's  aet  by  the  judges. 
And  fall  to  the  officers  ;  'tis  bnt  mistaking 
The  duke  our  father's  meaniEg ;  and  where  he 

nam'il 
Ere  many  days — 'tis  hut  forgetting  that, 
And  have  him  die  i'  th'  morning. 

Amb.  Excellent  1 
Then  am  I  heir  !  dnlte  in  a  minHte ! 

Sup.  [Ande.]  Nay, 
And  he  were  once  puff'd  out,  here  ia  a  pin 
Should  quiukly  prick  your  bladdi^. 

Ahb.  Bless'd  occasion ! 
He  being  pactd,  we'll  have  some  trick  and  wile 
To  wind  our  younger  brother  out  of  prison. 
That  lies  in  for  the  rape.     The  lady's  dead, 
And  people's  thoughts  will  soon  bo  buried. 

Sdp.  Wo  may  with  safety  do't,  and  live  an<l 
feed; 
The  duchess'  sons  are  too  proud  to  bleed. 

Amb.  We  are,  i'  faith,  to  say  true — come  let's  not 
linger: 
I'll  to  the  officers  ;  go  you  before, 
AJid  aet  an  edge  upon  the  executioner. 

Sup,  Let  me  alone  to  grind  lum.  [Exit. 

Amb,  Farewell  1 
I  am  next  now ;  I  rise  just  in  that  place. 
Where  thou'rt  out  off ;  upon  thy  neck,  kiud  bro- 
ther ; 
The  falling  of  one  head  lifts  up  another.        [£xit. 

Enter,  wUh  the  TIOBLEs,  LURnBIOSO/iiwi  prison. 

LU3.  My  lords,  I  am  so  much  indebted  to  your 

loves 
For  this,  0,  this  delivery— — 
1st  NofiLK.  But  our  duties,  my  lord,  unto  the 
lioi  es  that  grow  in  you. 
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Lds.  If  e'er  I  live  to  lie  myeelt  I'll  tiiank  yoi 
O  liberty,  thou  sweet  and  hewvenly  dame  ! 
But  Ucll  for  pridon  ia  too  mild  a  uame.       [-Exni 

Enter  AUBITIOSO  tmd  SdpeRVACUO,  viith 

Ofpiceks, 
Akb.  Officers,  here's  the  dokc's  signet,  yoiii'  li 


Brings  the  command  of  present  death  along  with 

it 
Unto  our  brother,  the  duke's  son ;  we  are  sorry 
That  we  are  so  unnaturally  employ'd 
In  such  an  unkind  office,  fitter  far 
For  enemies  than  brothers. 

Sup.  But,  you  know. 
The  duke's  command  must  1)e  obey'd. 

1st  Opfic-er.  It  mnat  and  shall,  toy  lord.    This 
morning,  tlien — 
So  suddenly  t 

Amb.  Ay,  alas  1  poor,  good  soul ! 
He  must  breakfast  betimes  ;  the  executioner 
Stands  ready  to  put  forth  hia  cowardly  valour. 

2d  Officer.  Already ) 

Sup.  Already,  i'  faitlL    0  sir,  destniction  hits, 
And  that  Is  least  imprudent,'  soonest  dies. 

1st  Ofticek.  Troth,  you  say  true.     My  lonl, 
we  take  our  leaves : 
Our  office  shall  l>e  sunnd;  we'll  not  delay 
Tli«  tkirdimrt  of  a  minute. 

Amb.  Therein  you  show 
Yourselves  good  men  and  upright  officers. 
Pray,  let  him  die  as  private  as  he  may ; 
Do  him  that  favour ;  for  the  gaping  people 
Will  but  trouble  him  at  his  prayers, 

iatpmdenl  U  eqaivaleiit  to 
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And  make  him  curse  and  ewear,  and  bo  dio  black. 
Will  you  be  so  far  kind  1 

IST  Officer.  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord. 

Amb,  Why,  we  do  thank  you ;  if  we  live  to  be — 
You  shall  have  a  better  office. 

2d  Officer.  Your  good  lordship ■ 

Sdp.  Commend  us  to  the  scaffold  in  our  tears. 

1st  Offioek.  We'll  weep,  and  do  your  commen- 
dations. [Exennt, 

AsiB.  Fine  fools  in  office  ! 

Sup.  Things  fall  out  so  fit ! 

AUB.   So,  happily   come,  brother!    ere    next 
clock, 
His  head  will  be  made  serve  a  bigger  block.' 

[Exemt. 

Enter  iit  priion  Junior  Brother  and  Keeper. 

JCN.  Keeper  1 

Keeper.  My  lord. 

Jus,  No  news  lately  from  our  brothers  ? 
Are  they  unmindful  of  ns  % 

Keeper.  My  lord,  a  messenger  came  nywly  in. 
And  brought  this  from  'em, 

JUN.  Nothing  but  paper-comforts  1 
I  look'd  for  my  delivery  before  this, 
Had  they  been  worth  their  oaths.— Prythee,  be 
from  us,  \Exit  Keeper 

Now  what  say  you,  forsooth  1  speak  out,  I  pray, 
[^Reada  the  letter.]     Brother,  be  of  good  chea- ; 
'Slud,  it  begins  like  a  whore  with  good  cheer. 

Thov,  shali  not  be  lonff  apritonrr. 
Not  fi ve-and- thirty  yearsj  like  a  bankrupt — I  think 

We  Itave  thought  upon  a  'leeice  to  gel  thee  out  by 
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By  fl  trick !  pox  o'  your  trick,  an'  it  be  eo  long  a, 

playing. 
Anil  to  rat  comforted,  be  vterri/,  atid  expect  it 

ivddeitlff  I 
Be  merry  I  hang  merrii,  draw  and  quarter  mrrry  ; 
I'll  be  mad.  Is't  sot  strange  that  a  man  Bhould 
lie-in  a  whole  month  for  a  woman  1  Well,  we 
shall  see  how  sudden  our  brothers  will  bo  in  their 
promise.  I  mnst  expect  still  a  trick ;  I  shall  not 
be  long  a  prisoner.     How  now,  what  news '( 

Enter  Keeper. 

Keeper.  Bod  news,  my  lord ;  I  am  discharged 

of  you, 
JUN.   Slave  I    rall'st  thou  that  bad  news  t     I 

thank  you,  brothers. 
Keeper.  My  lord,  'twill  prove  so.     Here  come 

the  officers, 
Into  whoso  hands  I  must  commit  you. 
JCN.  Ha,  officers)  what}  why) 

Enter  OFFICERS, 

1st  OmCER.  You  must  pardon  us,  my  lord : 
Our  office  must  be  sound  :  here  is  our  warrant, 
The  signet  from  the  duke ;   you  must  straight 
Buffer. 
-I  UN.  Suffer!  I'll  suffer  you  to  begone;  I'll  suffer 
yoo 
To  come  no  more;   what  would  you  have   me 
suffer! 
2d  Officbr.  My  lord,  those  words  were  better 
cbang'd  to  prayers. 
The  time's  but  brief  with  you  :  prepare  to  die. 
JuN.  Sure,  'tis  not  so  1 
3d  Officer,  It  is  too  true,  my  lord. 
Jns".  I  tell  yon  'tis  not ;  for  the  duke  my  father 
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Doferr'd  me  till  aeiA  sitting ;  and  I  look, 
E'en  every  miuute,  threescore  times  an  hour, 
For  a  release,  a  trick  wrought  by  ray  brothers. 
1st  Officer.  A  trick,  my  lord  !  if  you  ex^ject 
such  comfort. 
Your  bope's  as  fruitless  as  a  barren  woman  ; 
Your  brothers  were  the  unbiippy  messengers. 
That  brought  t\iis  powerful  token  for  your  death. 
JUN.  My  brothers  1  no,  no, 
ao  Officer.  Tis  most  true,  my  lord. 
JuK.  My  brothel  a  to  bring  a  warrant  for  my 
death  J 
How  strange  this  shows ! 
3d  Officer.  There's  no  delaying  time. 
JfN.  Desire  'em  hither :  call  'em  u{> — my  bro- 
thers ! 
They  shall  deny  it  to  your  faces. 

IsT  Officer.  Myloi'd. 
They're  far  enough  by  this  ;  at  least  at  court ; 
And  this  most  strict  command  they  lefl  behind 

'em. 
\ATien  grief  swam  in  their  eyes,  they  sliow'd  like 

brothers, 
Brimful  of  heavy  sorrow — but  the  duke 
Must  have  his  pleasure, 
JuN.  His  pleasure  I 

l8T  Officer.  These  were  the  last  words,  which 
my  memory  bears. 
Commend  lutotlte  tcafold  in  our  tears. 

Jux.  Pox  dry  their  tears  !  what  should  I  do 
with  tears  1 
I  hate  'em  worse  than  any  citizen's  son 
Can  hate  salt  water.     Here  came  a  letter  now, 
New-bleeding  from  their  pens, scarce  stinted'  yet: 
Would  I'd  been  torn  in  pieces  when  I  tore  it : 
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Look,  you  officioua  whoresons,  words  of  comfort, 
-Vof  long  a  prieoatr. 

1st  Officbr.  It  says  true  in  tliat,  sir ;  for  yoii 
must  suffer  preseEtly, 

JtJK.  A  villainous  Duns  upoo  the  letter,'  kttavi^h 
exposition  1 
Look  you  then  here,  sir :  we'll  gn  tliee  out  hi/  a 
triek.  Bays  he. 

2d  OFFiCER,  That  may  hold  too,  sir ;  for  you 
know  a  trick  ia  commonly  four  cards,  which  was 
meant  by  us  four  olScers. 

Jus.  Worse  and  worse  dealing. 

1st  Officer.  The  hour  beckons  us. 
The  headsman  waits :  lift  up  your  eyes  to  heaven 

JPN.  I  thank  you,  fwth ;  good  pretty  wholesomi' 
counsel ! 
I  should  look  up  to  heaven,  as  you  said. 
Whilst  he  behind  me  cosens  me  of  my  head. 
Ay,  that's  the  trick. 

3d  Officer.  You  delay  too  long,  my  lord. 

Jdn.  Stay,  good  authority's  bastards ;  since  I 
must. 
Through  brothers'  perjiuy,  die,  0,  let  me  venom 
Their  souls  with  curses. 

3d  Officer.  Come,  'tis  no  time  to  curse. 


'  Alladinfr,  I  think,  to  thin»  Seotut,  wbo  oomnwnted 
upon  "TbeUuter  of  Ibe  ScDlencce.''— Pi;?^. 

Diina  ScDtiu  wai  an  Engliab  Franciscsn  Friar  vko, 
differing  from  Thamag  Aquinas,  occasioneii  a  famons  acho- 
lasUc  dividon,  known  by  tbe  tldnof  ThomUtaandSooliBU. 
He  died  at  Paris  in  130S.  Ersemua,  who  hiul  a  very  low 
opinion  of  this  writer,  in  his  "  Praise  of  Folle,'  1S4»,  i\g. 
S  3,  aaya  :  "  LykevlM  not  Iqqkg  a^ne  I  vaa  present  at  the 
■ennon  of  «n  otUer  (amans  doetonr  being  Blmost  80  yens 
old,  and  thereto  ao  doctour  Ijke,  ai  if  Dutu  wcro  neir 
ariien  in  him.  vho  enlcading  to  diicloae  the  miater^'  of  the 
name  of  Jean,  with  great  Bubtiltie  ihewed,  how  cTin  in  Ihe 
Ttrif  tttltrt  «a»  macki pitke  inctiided,  and  migkl  begalhtrtd 
Armf.' 
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JCN.    Must  I   bleed  then  without  respect  of 

sign  I  well 

My  fault    was    sweet    sport,  which    the   world 

approves, 
I  die  for  that  which  every  woman  loves.    [Ertunc. 

Eater  Vendice  and  Hippolito.' 

Ves.  0,  sweet,  delectable,  rare,  happy,  ravishing ! 

Hip.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  brother  ] 

Ven.  O,  'tis  able  to  make  a  man  spring  up  and 
knock  his  forehead 
Against  yon  silver  ceiling. 

Hip.  Prythee,  tell  me ; 
Why  may  not   I  partake  with  you  I  you  vowM 

once 
To  give  me  share  to  every  tragic  thought.* 

VEN.  By  th'  mass,  I  think  1  did  too ; 
Then  I'll  divide  it  to  thee,     The  old  duke. 
Thinking  my  outward  shape  and  inward  heart 
Are  cut  out  of  one  piece  (for  he  that  prates  his 

secrets. 
His  heart  stands  o'  th'  outside),  hires  me  by  price 
To  greet  him  with  a  lady 

In  some  fit  place,  veil'd  from  the  eyes  o'  th'  court, 
Some  darken'd,  blushless  angle,'  that  is  guilty 
Of  hia  forefathers'  lust  and  great  folks'  riots ; 
To  which  I  easily  (to  maintain  my  shape) 
Consented,  and  diii  wish  his  impudent  grace 
To  meet  her  here  in  this  unsunned  lodge, 


'  ["A  splendid  scone." — MS.  nuit] 

*  ["TbU,  I  think,  IB  very  fine,  where  ire 

wnrdi  that  precede  it "^^MS,  note  {partig 

illigible)  in  one  of  (At  former  cdili.i 

"It  Btood  in  tb«  la«t  edition  [17S0];  Samt  (Urien'd 
tfiuUeii  angd,"  &o.,  which  renders  the  puBsaKC  utter  non- 
teaie.—CollUr. 
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'Wierein  'tis  night  at  noon :  and  here  the  rather 
Because,  unto  the  torturing  of  his  soul, 
The  bastard  and  the  duchess  have  appointed 
Their  meeting  too  in  this  luxurious  circle  ; 
Which  most  afflicting  sight  will  kill  his  eyes, 
Before  we  kill  the  rent  of  him. 

Hip.  'Twill,  i'  faith  !    Most  dreadfully  digested ! 
I  see  not  how  you  could  have  misa'd  me,  brother. 

Vex.  True;  but  the  violence  of  my  joy  forgot  it. 

Hip.  Ay,  but  where's  that  lady  now  1 

Yes.  0 !  at  that  word 
I'm  lost  a'jain  ;  you  cannot  find  me  yet : 
I'm  in  a  throng  of  happy  apprehensions. 
He's  suited  for  a  lady ;  I  hare  took  care 
For  a  delicious  lip,  a  sparkling  eye — 
You  sliall  be  witness,  brother : 
Be  ready  ;  stand  with  your  hat  off.  [Erit, 

Hip.  Troth,  I  wonder  what  lady  it  should  be  ! 
Yet  'tis  no  wonder,  now  I  think  again. 
To  have  a  lady  stoop  to  a  duke,  that  stoops  unto 

his  men. 
'Tis  common  to  be  common  through  the  world  : 
And  there's  more  private  common  shadowing  vices. 
Than  those  who  are  known  both  by  their  names 

and  prices. 
Tis  part  of  my  allegiance  to  stand  bare 
To  the  dukt's  concubine  ;  and  here  she  comes. 


EiUfr  Vendice,  teilh  tlie  tkuU  of  hU  Iwe  drem<l  up 
in  tiref. 

Ves.  Madam,  his  grace  will  not  be  absent  long.* 
Secret  1  ne'er  doubt  us,  madam  ;  'twill  be  worth 
Three  velvet  gowus  to  your  ladyship.     Known ! 
Few  ladies  respect  that  disgrace  :  a  poor  tbin  shell ! 


GO  TOE  hevesger's  tragedy. 

'Tis  the  best  grace  you  have  to  do  it  well. 

I'll  save  your  luuid  that  labour :  I'll  unmask  you  I 

Hip.  Why,  brother,  bi-othcr  I 

Ven.  Art  thou  beguil'd  uow  I  tut,  a  lady  can. 
As  thus  all  hid,  beztule  a  wiser  man. 
Have  I  uot  fitted  tlie  old  surfeiter 
With  a.  quaint  pieue  of  beauty  }  Age  and  bore  bone 
Are  e'er  allied  in  aution.     Here's  an  eye, 
Able  to  tempt  a  groat  man — to  serve  God  : 
A  pretty  hauging  lip,  tliat  has  forgot  now  to  dis- 
semble. 
Methinkg    this   mouth   should    make    a    swearer 

tremble ; 
A  drunkard  clasp  his  t«eth,  and  not  undo  'em. 
To  sufi'er  wet  damnation  to  rmi  through  'om. 
Here's  a  cheek  keeps  her  colour,  let  the  wind  go 

whistle : 
Spout,  rain,  we  fear  thee  uot ;  be  hot  or  cold. 
Ail's  one  with  us ;  and  la  not  he  absurd, 
Whose  fortunes  are  upon  their  faces  set, 
That  fear  no  other  god  but  wind  and  wet  1 

Hip.  Brother,  you've  spoke  that  right : 
Is  this  the  form  that  (living)  shone  so  bright  1 

Ven.  The  very  same. 
And  now  methinks  I  could  e'en  chide  myself 
For  doating  on  her  beauty,  though  her  death 
Shall  he  reveng'd  after  no  common  action. 
Does  the  silkworm  expend  her  yellow  labf>ur3 
For  tJieel    For  thee  does  she  undo  .herself  1 
Are  lordships  sold  to  maintain  ladyships. 
For  tlie  poor  benefit  of  a  bewitching  minute  t 
Wiiy  does  yon  fellow  falsify  highways. 
And  put  his  life  between  the  judge's  lips ; 
To  refine  such  a  thing,  keeps  horse  and  men 
To  beat  their  valours  for  herf 
Surely  we  are  all  mad  people,  and  they 
Whom  we  tliink  are,  are  not :  we  mistake  those  ; 
Tis  we  are  mail  in  sense,  they  but  in  clothes. 
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Hir.  Faith,  and  in  clothes  too  we,  give  na  our 

due. 
Ven.  Does  every  proud  ami  self-aflecting  dame 
Camphire  her  face  for  this,  and  grieve  her  maker 
In  Eiuful  hnthsof  milk,  when  many  an  infant  starrea 
For  her  Buperfluona  ontaide— all  ibr  this  1 
"Who  now  iiida  twenty  iMiimtls  a  night  J  prepares 
Music,  perfumes,  and  sweetmeats  1    All  are  nusfaM. 
Thou  may'st  lie  chaste  now  !  it  were  fine,  methinks, 
To  have  thee  seen  at  revels,  forgetful  feasts, 
And  unclean  brothels ;  sure,   'twould  fright  the 

sinner, 
And  make  him  a  good  coward  :  put  a  reveller 
Out  of  his  antic  ambte. 
And  cloy  an  epicure  with  emiity  dishes. 
Here  might  a  Bcomful  and  ambitious  woDiEtn 
Look  through  and  through  herself.     See,  ladies, 

with  false  forms 
You  deceive  men,  btit  cannot  deceive  worms. 
Nov  to  my  tragic  business^    Look  you,  brother, 
I  have  not  fashion'd  this  only  for  show 
And  useless  property ;  no,  it  shall  bear  a  part 
E'en  in  its  own  revenge.     This  very  Rkull, 
\Vhoso   mistress    the    duke    poison'd    with    this 

drug, 
The  mortal  curse  of  the  earth  shall  be  reveng'd 
In  the  like  strain,  and  kiss  iiis  lips  to  death. 
As  much  as  the  dumb  tiling  can,  he  sliall  feel ; 
What  fails  in  poison,  we'll  supply  in  steel 

IliF.  Brother,  I  do  applaud  thy  constant  ven- 
geance— 
The  quaintnesa  of  thy  malice — above  thought. 
Ven.  So,  'tis  laid  on  [//c  poitom  the  li}M  of  the 
siuU] :  now  come  ajid  welcome,  didte, 
I  have  her  for  thee.     I  protest  it,  brothei-, 
Melhinks  she  makes  almost  as  fair  a  sin,! 


'[3ia 
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As  some  old  gentlewoman  in  a  periwig. 

Hide  thy  face  now  for  Bharae;  tliou  hadst  need 

have  a  mask  now  : 
'Tifi  vain  wlien  beauty  flows ;  but  wlien  it  fleets. 
This  would  become  graves  better  than  the  streets. 
Hip.    You  have  my  voice  in  that :  liark,  the 

duke'e  come- 
Ven.    Peace,  let's  observe  what  com|)any  lie 
brings. 
And  how  he  does  absent  'em ;  for  you  know 
He'll  wish  all  private.     Brother,  fall  you  back  a 

little 
With  the  bony  lady. 
Hip.  That  I  wilL 

Ven".  So,  so  ;  now  nine  years'  vengeance  crowd 
into  a  minute ! 


EfOer  Duke  and  Gentlemen". 

Duke.  You  shall  have  leave  to  leave  us,  with 
this  charge 
Upon  your  lives,  if  we  be  missed  by  th'  duchess 
Or  any  of  the  nobles,  to  give  out, 
We're  privately  rid  forth. 
Ven.  0  happiness ! 

Duke.  With  some  few  honourable  gentlemen, 
you  may  say — 
You  may  name  those  that  are  away  from  court. 
Gen.  Your  will  and  pleasure  shall  be  done,  my 
lord.  [Sxeunt. 

Ten.  Privately  rid  forth ! 
He  strives  to  make  sure  work  on't.     Your  good 

Duke.  Piato,  well-done,  hast  brought  her !  what 

lady  is't  J 
Ven,   Faith,  my  lord,  a  country  lady,  a  little 
bashful  at  flrst,  as  most  of  them  are ;  but  after 
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the  first  kiss,  my  lord,  the  worst  is  jiafit  with  them. 
Your  grace  knows  now  what  you  have  to  do ;  ahe 
has  somewhat  a  grave  look  with  her — but 

Duke.  I  love  that  best ;  conduct  her. 

Ven.  Have  at  all.  [A>id<:] 

DcKE.  lu  gravest  looks  the  greatest  faults  sueui 
less. 
Give  me  that  siu  that's  rob'd  rn  holiness. 

Vkn.  Back  with  the  torch  1  brother,  raise  tlie 
perfumes. 

Duke.  How  sweet  can  a  duke  breathe !    Agf 
has  no  fault 
Pleasure  should  meet  in  a  perfumed  mist. 
Lady,  sweetly  encountered :  I  came  from  court,  I 
must  be  bold  with  you.     0,  what's  this )  0 ! 

Vbn.  Royal  villain  I  white  devil ! 

Duke.  0 ! 

Ven.  Brother,  place  the  torch  here,   that  his 
a&ighted  eyeballs 
May  start  into  those  hollows.    Duke,  dost  know 
Yon  dreadful  vizard  I     View  jt  well ;  'tis  the  skull 
Of  Gloriana,  whom  thou  poisonedst  last. 

DuKK  O  !  't  has  poisoned  me. 

Ven.  Didst  not  know  that  tilt  now  1 

Duke.  What  are  you  two  I 

Ven.  Villains  all  three  1  the  very  ragged  bone 
Has  been  sufficiently  reveng'd. 

Duke.  0,  Hippolito,  call  treason  ! 

lllP.  Yes,  my  lord ;  treason  !  treason  !  treason  ! 
[S/ampiiii/  on  him. 

Duke.  Then  I'm  betray'd. 

Ven.  Alas !  poor  lecher :  in  the  hands  of  kraves, 
A  slavish  duke  is  baser  than  his  slaves. 

Duke.  My  teeth  are  eaten  out. 

Ven.  Hadst  any  left  J 

Hip.  I  think  but  few. 

Vex.  Then  those  that  did  eat  are  eateu. 

Duke.  0  my  toni;ue  : 
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Ven.  Your  tongue  1   'twill  teacli  you  to  kiss 
closer, 
Not  like  a  slobbering  Dutchman.     You  have  eyes 

stiU: 
Look,  monster,  what  a  lady  li»st  thou  made  me  ! 

[Diieosa'*  himttlj. 
My  once  betrothed  wife. 

DUSB.  Is  it  thou,  villain  1  nay,  then 

Ven.  'Tis  I,  'tis  Vendica,  "tie  I. 

Hip.  And  let  this  comfort  thee;  our  lord  hthI 
father 
Fell  sick  upon  the;  infection  of  thy  frowns, 
And  died  in  sadness  :  be  that  thy  hope  of  life. 

Duke.  0! 

Vex.  He  had  Ha  tongue,  yet  grief  made  him 
die  speechless. 
Puh  !  'tis  but  early  yet ;  now  I'll  begin 
To  stick  thy  soul  with  ulcers,     I  will  make 
Thy  spirit  grievous  sore ;  it  shall  not  rest, 
But  like  some  pestilent  man  toss  in  thy  breast. 

Mark  me,  duke  ; 
Thou'rt  a  renowned,  high  and  mighty  cuckold. 

Duke.  0! 

Ven.  Thy  bastard — thy  bastard  rides  a-huntiny 
in  thy  brow, 

Duke.  Millions  of  deaths  I 

Yen.  Nay,  to  afflict  thee  more, 
Here  in  this  lodge  they  meet  for  damned  clips.' 
Those  eyes  shall  see  the  incest  of  their  lips. 

Duke.  Is  there  a  hell  besides  this,  villains  ! 

Yen.  Villain! 
Nay,  heaven  is  just ;  scorns  are  the  hires  of  scorns  ; 
I  ne'er  knew  yet  adulterer  without  bonis. 

Hip.  Once,  ere  they  die,  'tis  quitted. 

Ven.  Hark  !  the  music  : 
Their  banquet  is  prepar'd,  they're  coming — ■ — 


^  Sfeu' 


it  p.  35. 
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DCKK.  0,  kill  me  not  with  that  sight: 

Yen.  Thou  ehalt  not  lose  that  sight  for  all  ihy 

dukedom. 
DuK£.  Traitors  !  murderers  .' 
Ven.  What !  is  not  thy  tongue  euten  out  yet ) 
Then  we'll  invent  a  silence.     Brother,  stifle  the 
torch. 
DuKK.  Treason  !  murder  I 
Ven.  Nay,  faith,  we'll  have  yon  hush'd.     Now 
with  thy  dagger 
Nail  down  hia  tongue,  and  mine  shall  keep  pos- 

eesfiion 
About  his  heart ;  if  he  but  gasp,  he  dies ; 
We  dread  not  death  to  quittance  injuries. 
Brother,  if  he  but  wink,  not  brooking  the  fdul 

object, 
Let  our  two  other  hands  tear  up  his  lids, 
And  make  hia  eyes  like  comets  shiue  through  hiood 
When  the  bad  bleeds,  theu  u  the  tragedy  good. 
Hip.  Whist,  brother !  music's  at  our  ear ;  they 
come. 

Enfff  tlie  EA.STARD,  Mtetiiiff  Hie  DuCHESS. 

Spu.  Had  not  that  kiss  a  taste  of  sin,  'twere 

aweet. 
DucH.  Why,  there's  no  pleasure  sweet,  but  it  is 

einfuL 
Spu.  True,  such  a  bitter  sweetness  fate  hntli 
given  J 
Beat  aide  to  us  is  tlie  worst  side  to  heaven. 
DutJH.  Pish !  come :  'tis  the  old  duke,  t!iy  iloubt- 
ful  father : 
The  thought  of  him  rubs  heaven  in  thy  way. 
But  I  protest  by  yonder  waxen  lire, 
Forget  him,  or  I'll  poison  hiro. 

8nJ.  Madam,  you  urge  a  thought  which  ne'er 
had  life. 

VOL.  X.  £ 
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So  deadly  do  I  loatiie  him  for  my  birth. 
That  if  lie  took  mc  hasp'd  within  liis  bed, 
I  would  add  murder  to  adultery. 
And  with  my  aword  give  up  his  years  to  dentil. 
Duck.  Why,  now  thou'rt  sociable;  let's  in  and 
feast : 
Loud'st  music  sound  ;  pleasure  is  boniiuet's  guest. 

Duke.  I  cannot  brook 

Ven.  The  brook  is  turu'd  to  blood. 

Hip.  Thanks  to  loud  music. 

Ten.  'Twa6  our  friend,  indeed. 
'Tis  state  in  music  for  a  duke  to  bleed. 
The  dukedom  wants  a  head,  though  yet  unknown  : 
As  fast  as  they  peep  up,  let's  cut  'em  down.  [Exmini. 


AiiB.  Was  not  his  execution  rarely  plotted ) 
We  are  the  duke's  sons  now. 

Sup.  Ay,  you  may  thank  my  policy  for  that. 

Amb.  Your  policy  for  what  1 

Sup.  Wliy,  was't  not  my  invention,  brother, 
To  slip  the  judges  I  and  in  lesser  compass 
Did  not  I  draw  the  model  of  bis  death  ; 
Adrising  you  to  sudden  officers 
And  e'en  extemporal  execution  1 

Amb,  Heart !  'twas  a  thing  I  thought  on  too. 

Sup.  You  thought  on't  too !  'sfoot,  slander  ni>t 
your  thoughts 
With  glorious  untruth  ;  I  know  'twas  from  yoii. 

Amb.  Sir,  I  say,  'twas  in  ray  liead. 

Sup.  Ay,  like  your  brains  then, 
Na'er  to  come  out  as  long  as  you  liv'd. 

Amb.  You'd  have  the  honour  on't,  forsooth,  that 
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Sep.  Since  it  is  my  dee, 
ni  publish't,  but  111  hft't  in  spite  of  you. 

.AJiB.Methinka, /are  much  too  bold;  you  slioulil 
a  little 
Remember  us,  brother,  next  to  be  honest  duke. 

Sup.  Ay,  it  ahall  be  as  easy  for  you  to  be  duke 
As  to  be  honest ;  and  that's  never,  i'  faitL 

AuB.  Well,  cold  he  is  by  this  time ;  and  ))c- 

We're  both  ambitious,  be  it  our  amity, 
And  let  the  glory  be  sbar'd  equally, 

Sup.  I  am  content  to  that. 

Ans.  This  night  our  younger  brother  shall  out 
of  prison : 
I  have  a  trick. 

Sep.  A  trick !  prythee,  what  is't^ 

Amb.  We'll  get  him  out  by  a  vilo. 

Sep.  Prythee,  what  wile  t 

AUB.  No,  sir ;  you  shall  not  know  it,  till  it  If 
done  ; 
For  then  you'd  swear  'twere  yours. 

£nter  an  Officer. 

Sup.  How  now,  what's  he  t 

Amb.  One  of  the  officers. 

Sup.  Desired  news. 

Amb.  How  now,  my  friend  1 

Officer.  My  lords,  under  your  pardon,  I  am 
allotted 
To  that  desertless  office,  to  present  you 
"With  the  yet  bleeding  head 

Sup.  Ha,  ha  !  excellent. 

Aub.  All's  sure  our  own :  brother,  caust  weep, 
tbink'st  thou  I 
'Twould  grace  our  flattery  much;  think  of  some 

'Twill  teach  thee  to  dissemble. 
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Sup.  1  have  thought ; — now  for  yourself 

Amb.  Our  sorrowB  are  eo  fluent, 
Our  eyes  o'erflow  our  tongues;    words  epoke 

tears 
Are  like  tlie  murmurs  of  the  waters — the  Round 
Is  loudly  heard,  but  cannot  be  distinguiah'd. 

Sup,  How  died  he,  pray  1 

Officer,  0,  full  of  rage  and  spleen. 

Sup.  He  died  most  valiantly,  then 


:l.id 


toh 


rit 


Officbr.  We  could  not  woo  him  once  to  pray. 

Amb.  He  show'd  himself  a  gentleman  in  tliat : 
Give  him  his  due. 

Officbk,  But,  in  the  stead  of  prayer. 
He  drew  forth  oaths. 

Sup.  Then  did  he  pray,  dear  heart. 
Although  you  underatood  him  not  t 

Officbil  My  lords. 
E'en  at  his  last,  with  panlon  \ie  it  spoke. 
He  cura'd  you  both. 

Sup.  He  curs'd  us  ?  las,  good  soul  ! 

Amp,  It  vras  not  in  our  powers,  but  the  duke's 
pleasure. 
Finely  dissembled  a  both  sides,  sweet  fate ; 
O  happy  opportunity  !  [Aside. 


KMer  Ll"SCRIOSo, 

Lds,  Now,  my  lords. 

Both.  0! 

LUB.  Why  do  you  shun  me,  brothers  ? 
You  may  come  nearer  now ; 
The  savour  of  the  prison  has  forsook  me. 
I  thank  such  kind  lords  as  yourselves,  I'm  free. 

Ahb.  Alive ! 

Sup.  In  health  I 
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Amb.  Kelcas'J  I 
We  were  both  e'en  am&z'd  wiili  joy  to  see  it.' 

Lvs.  I  am  iDUck  to  thank  to  you. 

iiXSV.  Faith,  wb  spar'd  Qo  toiigue  unto  my  lonl 
the  duke. 

Ahb.  I  know  your  delivery,  brother, 
Had  not  beeu  kalf  bo  sudden  but  for  us. 

Sdp.  0,  how  we  pkaded ! 

Lus.  Most  deserving  brothers  ! 
lu  my  best  studies  I  will  think  of  it. 

[Exit  LusUBloso. 

Amb.  0  death  and  vengeance ! 

Hve,  Hell  and  torment ! 

AXB.  SlavB,  cum'st  thou  to  delude  usi 

Officer.  Delude  you,  ray  lords  ? 

Slp,  Ay,  villain,  wliere'a  his  head  now  { 

Officer.  Why  here,  my  lord ; 
Just  alW  his  delivery,  you  both  came 
With   warrant   from    the    duke   to  behead  your 
brother. 

Amb.  Ay,  our  brother,  the  duke's  son. 

Officeb.    Tlie  duke's   son,  my  lord,  had   his 
release  before  you  came. 

Amb.  ^Vhose  head's  that,  then ) 

Officer.  His  whom  you  left  command  for,  your 
own  brother's. 

Amb.  Our  brother's  1     0  furies ! 

SlTF.  Phigues! 

AUB.  Confusions! 

Sur.  Darkness ! 

Asia  Devils! 

StJP.  Fell  it  out  so  ace 

Amb.  -fio  damnedly  i 

Sur.  Villain,  I'll  brain  thee  with  it 

>  This  ptu*ge  ftnd  ibc  prec^dinir  cx«liiiiiation  1- 
ralJred.  from  the  aid  cn]ij  of  )6<17,  hatitig  beci 
boUi  \>y  U(Hl»le*  sod  llt<^-i. —CMia 
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Officer.  O  my  good  lord  I 

Sup.  The  devil  ovfirtake  thee ! 

Amb.  0  fatal! 

Sdp.  0  prodigious  to  our  bloods ! 

Ahb.  Did  we  dissemble  1 

Sup.  Did  we  make  our  tears  women  for  the?  1 

Amb.  Laugh  and  rejoice  for  thee  1 

Sup.  Bring  warrant  for  thy  death  I 

Amb.  Mock  off  thy  head  t 

SXTT.  You  had  a  trick  :  you  had  a  wile,  forsooth. 

AuB.  A  murrain  meet  'em ;  there's  none  of 
these  wiles  that  ever  come  to  good :  I  see  now, 
there's  nothing  sure  in  mortality,  but  mortality. 

Well,  no  more  worda ;  shalt  bo  revenged,  i'  faith. 

Come,  throw  off  clouds ;  now,  brother,  think  of 
vengeance, 

And  deeper-Bettled  hate  ;  alrrali,  sit  fast, 

We'll  pull  down  all,  but  thou  shalt  down  nt 
last.  [Ejxaiif. 


ACTUS  IV.,  SC-^XA  1. 
EnUr  LiTSURlOso,  unlh  HrpPOLlTO. 


.  Hippolito  ! 
.  My  lord. 


Lus. 

Hip.  My  I 
Has  your  good  lordship  aught  to  command  me  iu  t 

Lus.  I  prythee,  leave  ua. 

Hip.  How's  this  I  come,  and  leave  us  ! 

Lus.  Hippolito ! 

Hip.    Your   honour,   I  stand  ready  for   any 
duteous  employment, 

Lus.  Heart !  what  mak'st  thou  here  ? 

Hip.  a  pretty  lordly  humour ! 
He  bids  mo  be  present  to  depart;  something   • 
Has  Btiing  his  honour. 
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Lus.  Be  nearer  ;  draw  nearer  : 
Ye're  not  so   good,  naethinks ;    I'm   angry  with 
you- 

HlP.   With  rae,  my  lonl?      I'm   angry   witli 
myself  for't. 

Lus.  You  did  prefer  a  goodly  fellow  to  me  : 
"Twas  wittUy  elected  ;  'twas.     I  thought 
H'  had  been  a  villain,  and  he  proves  a  knave— 
To  me  a  knave. 

Hip.  I  chose  him  for  the  hest,  my  lord : 
Ti»  much  my  sorrow,  if  neglect  in  him 
Breed  discontent  in  you. 

Lus.  Neglect !  'twas  will.     Judge  of  it. 
Firmly  to  tell  of  an  incredible  act, 
Not  to  be  thought,  less  to  be  spoken  of, 
'Twixt  my  step-mother  and  the  bastard ;  of 
Incestuous  sweets  between  'em. 

Hip.  Fie,  my  lord ! 

Ltia  I,  in  kind  loyalty  to  ray  father's  forehead, 
Made  this  a  desperate  arm ;  and  in  that  fury 
Oommitted  treason  on  the  lawful  bed. 
And  with  my  sword  e'en  ras'd  my  father's  bosom. 
For  which  I  was  within  a  stroke  of  death. 

Hip.    Alack  I   I'm  sorry.     'Sfoot,  just  njwn  the 
stroke, 
Jars  in  my  brother ;  'twill  be  villainous  music 

Enter  Vesw  E. 

Ves.  My  honour'd  lord. 

Lus.    Away  I    prythee,   forsake    us :    hereafter 

well  not  know  thee. 
Ven.   Not  know  me,  my  lord !  your  lordship 

cannot  choose. 
Lcs,  Begone,  I  say  :  thou  art  a  false  knave. 
Yen.  Why,  the  easier  to  be  known,  my  lurd. 
Lus.    Pish !    I  shall  prove   too   bitter,  with    a 

word 
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Make  thee  a  perpetual  prisoner, 
And  lay  this  iron  age  upon  thee. 
Yen.  Mum ! 

For  there's  a  doom  would  make  a  woman  dumb. 
Misaing  the  baBtard — next  him — tlic  wind's  conn^ 

aoout ; 
Now  'tis  my  brother's  turn  to  stay,  mine  to  g.i 
out.  [Atide.     Ea:it.\ 

LUS.  H'  has  greatly  mov'd  me. 
Hip.  Much  to  blame,  i'  faith. 
Lua.  But  I'll  recover,  to  his  ruiii.     'Twaa  toM 
me  lately, 
I  know  not  whether  falsely,  that  you'd  a  brother. 
Hip.  Who,  U    yes,  my  good  lord,  I  have  a 

brother. 
Lus.  How  chance  the  court  iic'er  saw  him)  ol' 
what  nature  1 
How  does  he  apply  his  hours ) 

Hip-  Faith,  to  curse  fates 
WTio,  as  he  thinks,  ordain'd  him  to  be  jmor — 
Keeps  at  home,  full  of  want  and  discontent 
Lirs.  There's  hope  in  him;  for  discontent  and 

Is  the  best  clay  to  mould  a  villain  of.  [.IwWi'. 

Hippolito,  wish  him  repair  to  ua  : 

If  there  be  auglit  in  him  to  please  our  blood, 

For  thy  Bake  we'll  advance  him,  and  build  fair 

His  meanest  fortunes ;  for  it  is  in  ua 

To  rear  up  towers  from  cottages. 

Hip.  Itieso,  mylord:  he  wiU  attend  your  honour; 
But  he's  a  man  in  whom  much  melancholy  dwells. 

Lus.  \Vhy,  the  better ;  bring  him  to  court. 

Hip.  With  willingness  and  speed  : 
"Whom  he  cast  off  e'en  now,  must  now  succeed. 
Brother,  dis^u.'se  must  off; 

In  thine  own  shape  now  I'll  prefer  thee  to  him  : 
How  strangely  does  himself  work  to  undo  him  I 

[AeiJf.     Ej-At. 


J 
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Lus.  This  fellow  will  come  fitly ;  he  shali  kill 
That  other  slave,  that  did  abuse  luy  spleen. 
And  made  it  swell  to  treason.     I  hiivu  put 
Much  of  my  heart  into  him  ;  he  must  (fie. 
He  that  knows  grenl  men's  secrets,  and  proved 

Blight,! 
Tliat  man  ne'er  lives  to  see  his  hearvl  turn  white. 
Ay,  he  shall  speed  him  :  I'll  employ  the  brother ; 
Slaves  are  hut  nuls  to  diivo  out  one  another. 
He  being  of  black  condition,  suitable 
To  want  and  ill-content,  hope  of  preferment 
Will  grind  him  to  an  edge.* 


EllUr  NOBLK-S. 

1st  Noble.  Good  days  unto  your  honour, 
Lus.  My  kind  lords,  I  do  return  the  like. 
2d  Noble.  Saw  you  my  lord  the  duke  1 
Lcs.  My  lord  and  father  I  is  he  from  court ! 
18T  Noble.  He's  sure  from  court ; 
But  where — which  way  liia  pleasm'e  took,  we  know 

not, 
Nor  can  we  hoar  on't. 

Lus.  Here  come  those  should  tcdl. 
Saw  you  my  lord  and  father  1 

3d  Noble.    Not  since  two  hours  before  noon, 
my  lord, 
And  then  he  privately  rotle  forth. 
Lds.  U,  he's  rid  forth. 
IST  Noble.  'Twas  wondrous  privately. 
2u  Noble.  There's  none  i'  th'  court  had  any 

knowledge  on't. 
Lus.    His  grace  is  old  and  sudden :    'tis  no 
treason 


'  [Weak,  treaeheron*.] 

*  Tkt  SMa  enter  U  prl[ite<1  In  tlie  1",  as  if  it  i 
of  ihc  Biiecoh  of  LaBarioio,— t'v'f'n'. 
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To  say  the  duke,  my  fatlier,  has  a  humour, 
Or  Guuh  a  toy  about  him  ;  what  in  us 
Would  appear  light,  in  him  seema  virtuous. 
3d  NOBLiE.  'Tia  oracle,  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Vendice  atul  HlPPOLlTO.     VendicE  out  of 
his  ilisi/uisf. 

Hip.  So,  bo,  all's  as  it  should  be,  y*  are  yourself. 

Yen.  How  that  great  villain  puts  me  to  my 
shifts  I 

Hn*.  He  that  did  lately  in  disguise  reject  thee, 
Shall,  now  thou  art  thyself,  as  much  respect  thee. 

Vex.    'Twill   be    the    quainter  fallacy.      But, 
brother, 
'Sfoot,  what  use  will  he  put  me  to  now,  tfatak'et 
thou  I 

Hip.  Nay,  you  must  pardon  mo  in  that :    I 
know  not. 
H'  has  some  employment  for  you  :  but  what  'tis, 
He  and  his  secretary  (the  devfl)  know  beat 

Ven.  Well,  I  must  suit  my  tougiie  to  his  desires, 
What  colour  soe'er  they  be  ;  hoping  at  last 
To  pile  up  all  my  wishes  on  his  breast. 

Hip.  Faith,  brother,  he  himself  shows  the  way. 

Yen.  Now  the  duke  is  dead,  the  realm  is  clad 
in  clay. 
His  death  being  not  yet  known,  under  his  name 
The  people  still  are  goveru'd.     Well,  thou  his  son 
Art  not  long-liv'd  :  thou  shalt  not  joy  his  death  ; 
To  kill  thee,  then,  I  should  most  honour  thee  ; 
For  'twould  stand  firm  in  every  man's  Itelief, 
Thou'st  a  land  child,  and  only  died'st  with  grie£ 

Hip.  You  fetch  about  well ;  but  let's  talk  in 
present. 
How  will  you  appear  in  fashion  different. 
As  well  as  in  apparel,  to  make  all  things  possible  1 
If  you  be  but  once  tripp'd,  we  fall  for  ever. 
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It  is  not  the  least  policy  to  be  ilouble  ; 
Yon  must  change  tougue  ;  familiar  was  your  first. 
Vek.   Why,  I'll  bear  me   in   some   strain   of 
melancholy, 
And  Btring  myself  with  henyy-sounding  wire, 
Lihe  such  an  instrument,  that  speaks  merry  things 
Badly. 
Hip.  That  is  as  I  meant ; 
I  gave  you  out  at  first  in  discontent, 

Ven.  I'll  tune  myself,  and  theo 

Hip.  'Sfoot,    here    he    comes.     Hast    thought 

npon't  1 
Ven.  Salute  him ;  fear  not  me. 


Eater  LrSUHIOSO, 

Lus.  Hippolito ! 

Hip.  Your  lordship 

Lu&  AVhat'B  he  yonder ) 

Hip.  *Tis  Vendice,  my  discontented  brother, 
Whom,  'cording  to  your  will,  I've  brought  to  court. 

Lus.  Is  that  thy  brother  I    Beshrew  me,  a  good 
presence ; 
I  wonder  h'  has  been  from  the  court  so  long. 
Come  nearer. 

Hip.  Brother  I  Lord  Lusurioso,  the  duke's  son, 

Lus.  Be  more  to  us ;  welcome ;  nearer  yet. 

Ven.  How  don  you  I  gi'  •  you  good  den. 

[Snttifhaofhu  /uU,  and  makts  lejs  to  him. 

Lus.  We  thank  thee. 
How  Btrangely  such  a  coarse  homely  salute 
Shows  in  the  palace,  where  we  greet  in  fire — 
Nimble  and  desperate  tongues  ;  should  we  name 
God  in  a  salutation,  'twould  ne'er  be  stood  on,'' 

heaven  I 
Tell  me,  what  has  made  thee  eo  melancholy ) 


'  [Edits.,  srotl.] 


»  [Edit*,,  < 
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Ven.  Why,  going  to  law. 

Lcs.  Why,  will  that  make  a  man  melancholy ! 

Yen.  Yes,  to  look  long  upon  ink  and  black  buck- 
ram. I  went  me  to  law  in  anno'piaJragesimo  secutulv, 
:md  I  waded  out  of  it  id  anno  Kxagaimo  tn-tin, 

Lus.  What,  three-and-twenty  years  in  law  1 

Ven.  I  have  known  those  that  have  been  five- 
and-fifty,  aud  all  n]>out  puUen  ^  and  pigs. 

Lus.  May  it    be  possible    such    men    should 
breathe. 
To  vex  the  terms  so  much  % 

Ven.  'Tia  food  to  eome,  my  lord.  There  are  old 
men  at  the  present,  tliat  are  so  poisoned  with  the 
affectation  of  law-worda  (having  had  many  Buita 
canvassed),  that  their  common  talk  ia  nothing  but 
Barbaiy  Latin.  They  cannot  so  much  as  pray  but 
in  law,  that  their  sins  may  be  removed  with  a  writ 
of  error,  and  their  souls  fetched  up  to  heaven  witli 


IIiP.'  It  seems  most  strange  to  me  ; 
Yet  all  the  world  meets  round  in  the  same  bent : 
Where  the  heart's  set,  there  goes   the   tongue's 

consent. 
How  dost  apply  thy  studies,  fellow  1 

Yen.  Study  ?  why,  to  think  how  a  great  rich 
man  lies  a^dying,  and  a.  poor  cobbler  tolls  the  bell 
for  liim.  How  he  cannot  depart  the  world,  and 
see  the  great  cheat  stand  before  him,  when  he  lies 
apeechleBB.  How  he  will  point  you  readily  to  all 
the  boxes ;  and  when  he  is  past  all  memory,  as  the 
gossips  guess,  then  thinks  he  of  forfeitures  aud 
obligations;  nay,  when  to  all  men's  hearings  ' 


'  Poultiy. 

'  A  vulair  corrupliOTi  of  rtrliorari.~Pegj/c. 

'  Mr  Gilchrist  would  subelitole  Luiurioio  for  Ilippolltn 
sre :  but  the  ahiiige  Ib  not  necetuuiry  to  the  MDse,  and  in 
>t  supported  bj  tht  quurios.— Coi/KJ-. 
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whurls  and  rattles  in  the  throRt,  he's  busy  threat- 
ening his  poor  tenants.  And  this  would  lust  m«* 
now  Bome  aeven  years'  thinking,  or  thereabouts. 
But  I  have  a  conceit  a-coming  in  picture  upon 
this  ;  I  draw  it  myself,  which,  i'  faith,  la,  I'll  pri'- 
sent  to  your  honour  ;  you  shall  not  choose  Lut  likf 
it,  for  your  honour  shall  give  me  nothing  for  it. 

Lus.  Nay,  yoa  mistake  me,  tiien, 
For  I  am  pubtieh'd  bountiful  enough. 
Let'a  taste  of  your  conceit. 
Ven.  In  picture,  my  lord  I 
Lus.  Ay,  in  picture. 

Vex.  Marry,  this  it  is — A  vtnring  faOur  to  hf 
hoiling  in  hell,  and  liU  ton  and  AeiV  with  a  whorf 
dancing  over  him. 

Hip.  H'  has  par'd  him  to  the  quick,        [Atiilf. 
Lus.  The  conceit's  pretty,  i'  faith  ; 
But,  take't  upon  my  life,  'tivill  ne'er  be  lik'd. 
Ves.  No  T  why  I'm  sure  the  whore  will  be  lik'd 

well  enough. 

Hip.  If  she  were  out  o'  the  picture,  he'd  like 

her  then  himself.  [Atidn. 

Yen.  And  as  for  t!io  son  and  heir,  he  shall  be 

an  eyesore  to  no  young  revellers,  for  he  shall  W: 

drawn  in  c  loth -of-golil  breeches, 

Lus.  And  thou  hast  put  my  meaning  in  the 
pockets. 
And  canst  not  draw  that  out  %    My  thonght  was 

this: 
To  see  the  picture  of  a  usnring  father 
Boiling  in  hell — our  rich  men  would  never  like  it. 

Ven,  O,  true,  I  cry  you  heartily  mercy. 
I  know  the  reason,  for  some  uf  them  had  rather 
Be  damned  in  deed  than  damned  in  colours. 

Lus.  A  parlous  mel-inehoiy !  h'  has  wit  enough 
To  murder  any  man,  and  I'll  give  him  means, 

[Atidt. 
I  think  thou  art  ill-moneyed  1 


•?■] 
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Vex.  Money  !  ho,  ho  ! ' 
'T  has  been  my  want  so  long,  'tia  now  my  scoff : 
I've  e'en  forgot  what  colour  silver's  of. 

Lus.  It  hits  as  I  could  wish.  [Aiiile 

Yen,  I  get  good  clothes 
Of  thoae  that  dread  my  humour ;  and  for  tabl 

room 
I  feed  on  those  that  cannot  be  rid  of  me. 

Lus.  Somewhat  to  set  thee  up  vathal. 
[Gives  hi 

Ves.  0  mine  eyes ! 

Lus.  How  now,  man  t 

Ven.  Almost  struck  blind ; 
This  bright  unusual  shiuo  to  me  seems  proud ; 
I  dare  not  look  till  the  sun  be  in  a  cloud. 

Lus.  I  think  I  ehall  affect'  his  melancholy. 
How  are  they  now  1  * 

Ven,  The  better  for  your  asking. 

Lua.  You  shall  he  better  yet,  if  you  but  fasten 
Truly  on  my  int*nt.    Now  y"  are  both  present, 
I  will  unbrace  such  a  close  private  villain 
Unto  your  vengeful  swords,  the  like  ne'er  heanl 

of, 
Wlio  hath  diBgrac'd  you  much,  and  injiir'd  ns. 

Hip.  Disgrac'd  us,  my  lord  1 

Lus.  Ay,  Hippolito. 
I  kept  it  here  till  now,  that  both  your  angers 
Might  meet  him  at  once. 

VES.  I'm  covetous 
To  know  the  villain. 

Lds.  Yon  know  him  :  that  slave-pander 


'  ["Mark  tho  tranailion  from  prose  to  verBe."— Jlf5.  nott 
in  former  fht.] 

'  [Like.] 

■  Uoie  art  thou  now  I  the  inquiry  bw  Blood  In  prcvioui 
oditioni,  bill  Hou  are  they  noto  >  i«  the  correct  reading 
restored  from  the  old  copj.  The  ironia  tinre  roference  to 
Vend  ice's  ejca. — Collier. 
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Piato,  whom  we  threaten'd  last 
With  irons  in  perpetual  'prisonmeiit. 

Yen.  All  this  is  I.  [A»!<lt. 

Hip.  Is't  he,  my  lord ) 

Lus.  I'll  tell  joii,  you  first  preferr'J  him  to  mr. 

Yen.  Did  you,  brother  t  [Asidr. 

Hip.  I  did  indeed. 

Lus.  And  the  ungrateful  villain, 
To  quit  that  kindnesa,  strongly  wrought  with  me — 
Being,  as  you  see,  a  likely  man  for  pleasure — 
With  jewels  to  corrupt  your  virgin  sister. 

Hip.  0  \-illain ! 

Ven.  He  shall  surely  die  that  did  it.         [Asii/r, 

Lus.  I,  far  from  thinking  any  virgin  harm. 
Especially  knowing  her  to  be  as  chaste 
As  that  part  which  scarce  suifers  to  be  toucli'd — 
The  eye — would  not  endure  him. 

Ves.  Would  you  not,  my  lord  1 
"Twaa  wondrous  honourably  done. 

Lus.  But  with  some  few  ^  frowns  kept  bini  out. 

Vrn.  Out,  slave!  [Andt.] 

Lua  What  did  me  he,  but  in  revenge  of  that. 
Went  of  hia  own  free  will  to  make  infirm 
Your  sister's  honour  (whom  I  honour  with  my 

soul 
For  chaste  respect)  and  not  prevailing  there, 
(As  'twas  but  desperate  folly  to  attempt  it) 
In  mere  spleen,  by  the  way,  waylays  your  mother, 
MTlose  honour  being  a  coward  as  it  seems, 
Yielded  by  little  force. 

Yks.  Coward  indeed  !  [AtLIf. 

Lus,    He,    proud    of   this   advantage    (as    he 
thought). 
Brought  me  this  news  for  happy.     But  I,  heaven 
forgive  me  for't ! 

Yen.  What  did  your  honour  1 
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Lus,  In  rage  piish'd  him  frnm  me, 
Trampled  beneath  his  throat,  epuni'd  hitn,  and 

bruis'd : 
Indeed  I  was  too  truel,  to  say  troth, 

Hip.  Most  nobly  manag'd .' 

Vkn.  Has  not  heaven  an  ear  1  is  all  the  light- 
ning wasted  1  [An/if. 

LiTS.  If  1  now  were  so  impatient  in  a  moilest 
cause, 
\Vhat  should  you  be  t 

Ven.  Full  mad  :  he  shall  not  lire 
To  see  the  moon  change. 

Lds.  He's  about  the  palnce ; 
Hippolito,  entice  him  this  way,  that  thy  brother 
^lay  take  full  mark  of  him. 

Hip.  Heart !  that  shall  not  need,  my  lord  : 
I  can  direct  him  so  far. 

Lus.  Yet  for  my  hate's  sake. 
Go,  wind  him  this  way.     I'll  see  him  bleed  myself. 

Hip.  What  now,  brother  1  [Asiilc 

Ven,  Nay,  e'en  what  you  will — y'  are  put  to't, 
brother.  [A*uie. 

HlF.  An  impossible  task,  I'll  swear, 
To  bring  him  hither,  that's  already  here.      [Asi'fe. 
[Exit  HiPPOLlTu. 

Lds.  Thy  name  1  I  have  forgot  it, 

Ven,  Vendice,  my  lord. 

Lus.  'Tis  a  good  name  that. 

Ven.  Ay,  a  revenger,  [A»ule. 

Lus.  It  does  betoken  courage  ;  thou  shoufdst  lie 
valiant. 
And  kill  thine  enemies. 

Ven.  That's  my  hope,  ray  lord, 

Lus.  This  slave  is  one. 

Ven.  I'll  doom  him. 

Lus.  Then  I'll  praiee  thee. 
Do  thou    observe   me  best,   and    I'll   best    raise 
thee. 
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Enter  HiPPOLlTO. 

Ven.  Indeed,  I  thank  you. 

LU8.  Now,  HippoUto,  wliere'e  Uie  slave-panjer ) 

HiF,  Your  good  lordfliip 
Would  have  a  loathsome  sight   of  him,   much 

ofTensive. 
He's  not  in  case  now  to  be  eeen,  my  lord. 
The  worst  of  all  the  deadly  eina  is  in  him — 
lliat  beggarly  damnation,  drtinkenDoss. 

Lus.  Then  he's  a  double  slave. 

Ves.  'Twas  well  convey'd  upon  a  sudden  wit. 

Lu8.  What,  are  you  both 
Firmly  resolVd  1  I'll  see  him  dead  myself. 

Ves.  Or  else  let  not  us  live. 

Lus.  You  may  direct  your  brother  to  take  note 
of  him. 

Utp.  I  shall. 

LlTS.  Rise  but  in  this,  and  you  sliall  never  fall. 

Vbn.  Your  honour's  vassals, 

Ld3.  This  waa  wisely  tarried.  '[Aside. 

Veep  policy  in  ua  makes  fools  of  such  : 
Then  must  a  slave  die,  when  he  knows  too  much. 
[Exit  LOSURIO6O. 

Ves.  O  thou  almighty  patience !  'tis  my  wonder 
That  such  a  fellow,  impudent  and  wicked, 
ijhould  not  be  cloven  as  he  stood  ; 
Or  with  a  secret  wind  burst  open  ! 
Is  there  do  thunder  left : '  or  is't  kept  up 
In  stock  for  heavier  vengeance  1  there  it  goes  ! 

Hip.  Brother,  we  lose  ourselves. 

Vkn.  But  I  have  found  it ; 
'Twill  hold,  'tis  sure  ;  thanks,  thanks  to  any  spirit, 
That  mingled  it  'mongst  my  invenliona, 

■  The  stme  thought  occdm  in  "  Othello,"  aot  r.  se.  2— 


J 


TllK   KEVENOEKS   TBAGEDV. 


HtP.  Whatia'tl 
Ven.  'Tis  sound  and  good  ; 
it; 


tltoii  shall  pailakt' 


I'm  hir'd  to  kill  myself. 
Hil'.  True. 
Ven'.  Prytbee,  mark  it; 

And  the  old  duke  being  dead,  but  not  convey'd, 
For  he's  already  misa'd  too,  and  you  know, 
Miu'der  will  peep  out  of  the  closest  husk. 

Hip.  Most  true. 

Ven.  What  aay  you  then  to  this  device  t 
If  we  dress'd  up  the  body  of  the  duke  1 

Hip.  In  that  disguise  of  yours  t 

Ven.  Y'  are  quick,  y'  have  reach'd  it. 

Hip.  I  hke  it  wondroualy. 

Tkn,  And  being  in  drink,  aa  you  have  publish'd 
liim. 
To  lean  iiim  on  his  elbow,  as  if  sleep  had  caught 

him, 
\\liich  claims  moat  interest  in  such  sluggy  men  I 

Hip,  Good  yet ;  but  hero's  a  doubt ; 
We,  thought '  by  th'  duke's  son  to  kill  that  pander, 
Shall,  when  he  is  known,  be  thought  Ao  kill  the 
duke. 

Ven.  Neither  ;  0  thanks,  it  is  substantial ; 
For  that  disguise  being  on  lum  wliich  I  wore, 
It  will  be  thought  I,  which  he  calls  the  pander,  did 
kill  the  duke,  and  fled  away  in  his  apparel,  leaving 
him  so  disguised  to  avoid  swift  pursuit. 

Hip.  Firmer  and  firmer. 

Vkn.  Nay,  doubt  not,  'tis  in  grain  :  I  warrant  it 
holds  colour. 

HtP.  Let's  about  it. 

Ven.  By  the  way,  too,  now  I  think  o 
Let's  conjure  that  base  devil  out  of  ou 


n't,  brother, 
r  mother. 
[Exeunt. 


rcuilB,  mUliouylil.—Ciiltitr. 
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Enter  ihe  DuCHESS,  aim  in  arm  with  SPURIO  ;  he 
Ktmeth  lateinoutlff  Co  looii  on  ktr,  AfUr  Iheni, 
rnler   SuPERVACUO  running,  teith   a   rapier; 

AUBITIOSO  ttopi  him. 

Spu.  Madam,  unlock  joiirself ; 
Should  it  be  seen,  your  arm  would  be  suapected. 

DucH.  Who  is't  that  dares  ausiiect  or  this  i>r 
these? 
May  not  we  deal  our  favours  where  we  please  t 

Spl".  I'm  confident  you  may.  [£xi:u>ii, 

AuB.  'Sfoot,  brother,  hold. 

Sup.  Woult  let  the  bastard  ehame  ubI 

Ame   Hold,  hold,  brother!  there's  fitter  time 
than  now. 

SfP.  Now,  when  I  see  it ! 

.■Vmb.  'Tis  too  luucb  seen  already. 

Sup.  Seen  and  luiowu ; 
The  nobler  she's,  the  baser  is  she  grown. 

AMD.  If  she  were  bent  lasciviously  (the  fault 
Of  mighty  women,  that  sleep  soft)— 0  death  ! 
Must  she  needs  ihoose  such  an  unequal  sinner, 
To  raake  all  worse  1 — 

Sup.   a  bastard  I   the  duke's  bastard '.  shame 
heap'd  on  shame  I 

Amb.  0  our  disgrace  ! 
Most  women  have  small  waists  the  world  through- 
out; 
But  their  desires  are  thousand  miles  about. 


'  In  the  4°  thia  plaj  eoiuiaU  liut  of  four  acta.  But  u 
tbftt  diTJilon  protuililf  kroao  fram  the  dtrcleasneu  of  the 
pHnUr,  I  hare  nude  an  aheralion  hers,  whichappean  to  be 
cueaiary  ane. 
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Sup.  Corae,  stay  not  here,  let's  after,  and  pre- 
vent. 
Or  else  they'll  Bin  faster  than  well  repent  [Extant. 

EuUtYesdice  and  HlPPOLlTO,  hringing  oat  ti.eir 
mother,  one  bff  one  lAoulder,  and  tfit  other  fi;i 
Ae  otiier,  mth  daggcrt  in  their  handt. 

Ven.  0  thoa,  for  whom  no  niune  is  bad  enough  ! 

GsA.    What  mean   my  sons  I    what,  will  yon 
murder  me  1 

Ves.  Wicked,  nnnatnral  parent ! 

Hip.  Fiend  of  women ! 

Gra.  0  1  are  sons  tum'd  monsters  %  help '. 

Ven.  In  vain. 

Gra.  Are  you  so  barbarous  to  set  iron  nipples 
Upon  the  breast  that  gave  you  suck  I 

Vkn.  That  breast 
Is  tum'd  to  quarled  poison.' 

Gra,  Cut  not  your  Jays  for't !  am  not  I  your 
mother  1 ' 

Yen.  Thou  dost  usurp  that  title  now  by  fraud, 
For  in  that  shell  of  mother  breeds  a  bawd. 

Gra.   a  bawd !   0  name  far  loathsomer  than 
hell! 

Hip.  ItshonldboBo,knew'st  thou  thy  office  well. 

Gr.\.  I  hal«  it. 

Vkn.  Ah  !  is't  possible,  you  powers  on  high. 
That  women  should  diaaembie  when  they  die  t 

Gha.  Dissemble  ! 


— Steotnt. 

[The  IVD  words  are  the 
form  of  ^uareU'd.] 

0  the  Fifth  Cjmmandi 


of  quard 
klludins  I 


rtai  being  a  coniraclcd 
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Vex.  Did  not  the  duke'8  son  direct 
A  fellow  of  the  worst '  condition  hitl;er, 
That  did  con-opt  all  that  was  good  in  thee  1 
Alade  thee  uncivilly  forget  thyself, 
And  work  our  sisti^r  to  his  liuti 

Gra.  Who,  I  ? 
That  had  been  monatrous.     I  defy  that  man 
For  any  such  intent !  none  lives  so  pure, 
But  shall   be   soil'd   with    slander.      Clood    son, 
believe  it  not 

Ves.  0,  Tin  in  doubt, 

Whether  I  am  myself,  or  no [Aiidr.] 

Htay,  let  me  look  again  upon  thi^  face. 

Who  shall  he  sav'd,  when  mothers  have  no  grace  J 

Hip.  'Twould  make  one  half  despair. 

Yen,  I  was  the  man. 
Defy  me  now;  let's  see,  do't  modeatly. 

Gra.  0  hell  unto  my  soul ! 

Vex,  In  that  disguise,  I,  sent  from  the  duke's  son. 
Tried  you,  and  found  you  base  metal, 
As  any  villain  might  have  done. 

Gka.  0,  no, 
No  tongue  but  yours  could  have  buwitch'd  u\<- 
so. 

Ven,  O  nimble  in  damnation,  quick  in  m'n  '.  " 
There  is  no  devil  could  strike  (ire  so  soon  : 
I  am  confuted  in  a.  word. 

Gra.  0  sons,  forgive  me !  to  myself  I'll  provf 
more  true ; 
You  that  should  honour  me,  I  kneel  to  you. 

[Knfeli  and  taeejis. 

Ven.    a    mother   to    give   aim   to   her   own 
daughter ! ' 

Hip.  True,  brother ;  how  far  beyond  nature  'tis, 
Though  many  mothers  do't ! 


1  [Ediu 
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Ven.  Xay.aad  yon  draw  tears  once, go  you  to  bed ; 
Wet  will  make  iron  bluah  and  change  to  reii. 
Brother,  it  rains,  'Twill  spoil  your  dagger :  house  it. 

Hip.  'Tis  done. 

Yen.  I'faith,'tis  a  Bweet  shower,  it  does  much  good. 
The  fruitful  grounds  and  meadows  of  her  soul 
Have  been  long  dry  ;  pour  down,  thou  blessed  dew  ! 
Rise,  mother;  troth,  this  shower  has  made  you 
higher ! 

Gra.  0  you  heavens  !  take  this  infectious  spot 
out  of  my  aoul, 
I'll  rinae  it  in  seven  waters  of  mine  eyes  ! 
Make  my  tears  salt  enough  to  taste  of  grace. 
To  weep  is  to  our  sex  naturally  given : 
But  to  weep  truly,  that's  a  gift  from  heaven. 

Ven.  Nay,  I'll  kiss  you  now.     Kias  her,  brother : 
Let's  marry  her  to  our  aoula,  wherein's  no  lust. 
And  honourably  love  her. 

Hip.  Let  it  be. 

Ven.  For  honest  women  are  so  sold '  and  rare, 
'Tis  good  to  cherish  those  poor  few  that  are. 
0  you  of  easy  wax !'  do  but  imagine 
Now  the  disease  has  left  you,  liow  leprously 
That  office  would  have  cling'd  unto  your  forehead  ! 
All  mothers  that  had  any  graceful  hue 
Would  have  worn  masks  to  hide  their  face  at  you  : 
It  would  have  grown  to  this — at  your  foul  name. 
Clreen-colour'd  maids  would  have  turned  red  with 
shame. 

Hip.  And  then  our  sister,  full  of  hireling  -  base- 
neaa 

Ven.  There  had  been  boiling  lead  again. 
The  duke's  son's  great  concubine  ! 
A  drab  of  state,  a  cloth-o'-silver  slut, 

1  Seldom  to  be  met  wilb.     In  Shukeepcare'e  "Corlolnniia" 
ve  have  "leld  leen  flanicns." — Sttrrcnt. 
'  [Old  cojiv,  Aire  and.] 


I 
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To  have  her  traiu  Iwrno  up,  and  her  goul  trail  i'  _ 
th'  dirt !  ■ 

Hip.  Great,  to  be  miserably  great;  rich,  to  be 
eternally  wretched. 

Vem.  0  (utminon  mailoess '. 
Ask  but  the  thrivingest  harlot  in  cold  blood, 
She'd  give  the  worid  to  make  her  houour  good. 
Perhaps  you'll  say,  but  only  to  the  duke's  son 
In  private ;  why  she  first  begins  with  onn, 
Who  afterward  to  thousands  proves  a  whore  ; 
"Break  ice  in  one  place,  it  will  crack  in  more." 

Gra.  Most  certainly  applied ! 

Hip.  O  brother,  you  forget  our  business. 

Ves.  And  well-remembcr'd  ;  joy'a  a  subtle  elf, 
1  think  man's  happiest  when  he  forgets  himself, 
Farewell,  once  dry,  now  holy-water'd  mernl ; 
Our  hearts  wear  feathers,  that  before  wore  lead, 

Gbx.  I'll  give  you  this — that  one  I  never  ktww 
Plead  better  for  and  'gainst  the  devil  than  you. 

Ves,  You  make  me  proud  on't 

Hip.  Commend  us  in  all  virtue  to  our  sister. 

Ven.  Ay,  for  the  love  of  heaven,  to  that  true  maid. 

Gra,  Witii  my  best  words. 

Ven.  Why,  that  was  motherly  said.'     [Extunl. 

Gra.  I  wonder  now,  what  fury  did  transport  me  ! 
I  feel  good  thoughts  Iwgin  to  settle  in  me. 

'  The  word  great  U  added  in  Ihe  4°  to  tliis  line,  but  it 
hcloiiBa  to  Hippolito,  and  arhM  he  saya  hu  been  hitherto 
taisprin  ted .  — (Mlier. 

•  ["The  reilitT  and  life  of  this  dialoena  pu««e  any 
ccenienl  iltiuion  1  ever  felt.  I  never  read  It  but  in;  ean 
Tingle,  tnd  I  feel  &  hat  flush  apre&d  mj  cheeka,  u  if  1  vers 
[iretentlyabouC  to 'rirocUitn' Borne  such  'tnalefnclJonE '  of 
mjielf  u  the  tirothen  here  rebuke  in  Ihii  unnatural 
pueot,  ID  words  more  keen  and  dagger-like  than  tboM 
whioli  Himlel  speak*  lo  his  mother.  Snch  power  baa  the 
panion  of  shaioB,   truly  perionated,   r '" 


guilt;, 
thatai 


3  Ihe  > 


i\,'  bat  to  '  appai '  even  those 
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0.  with  what  forehead  can  I  look  on  her, 
^VliOBe  honour  I've  so  im[noiisly  beset  1 
Anil  here  she  comes 

Enter  Castiza. 

Cas,  Now,  mother,  you  have  wrought  with  niH 
so  strongly, 
That  what  for  my  advancement,  ns  to  calm 
The  trouble  of  your  tongue,  1  am  content. 

Gra.  Content,  to  what  % 

Cab.  To  do  aa  you  have  wish'd  me ; 
To  prostitute  my  breast  to  the  duke's  son  ; 
And  put  myself  to  common  usury. 

Gra.  I  hojw  you  will  not  bo  ! 

Cas.  Hope  you  I  will  not) 
Tliat'a  not  the  hope  you  look  to  be  sav'il  in. 

Gra.  Truth,  but  it  is, 

Cas.  Do  not  deceive  yourself, 
I  am  as  you,  e'en  out  of  marble  wrought. 
What  would  you  now  1  are  ye  notpleas'd  yetwithme  I 
You  shall  not  wish  me  to  be  more  lascivious 
Than  I  intend  to  he. 

Gra.  Strike  not  me  cold. 

Cab.  How  often  have  you  charg'd  me  on  your 


To  be  a  cursed  woman )     When  you  knew 
Your  blessing  had  no  force  to  make  me  lewd, 
You  laid  your  curse  upon  me ;  that  did  more. 
The  mother's  curse  is  heavy ;  where  that  liglits. 
Suna  set  in  storm,  and  daughters  lose  their  rights.' 
Gra.  Good  child,  dearmaid,  if  there  be  anyapark 
Of  heavenly  intellectual  fire  within  thee, 
O,  let  my  breath  revive  it  to  a  flame  ! 
Put  not  all  out  with  woman's  wilful  follies. 
I  am  recover'd  of  that  foul  disease, 
That  haunts  too  many  mothers  ;  kind,  forgive  me. 


'  (Uld  copv,  />3/<(«,and  in  (lie  line  bufore,  Son*— jfjiili.] 


Make  me  not  sick  in  health  !     If  then 

My  words  prevail'd,  when  they  were  wickedness, 

How  much  more  now,  when  they  are  just  and  gowil 

Cas.  I  wonder  what  you  mean  !  are  not  you  ehtt, 
For  whose  infect  peTBuasians  I  could  scarce 
Kneel  out  my  prayers,  Mid  had  much  ado 
Tn  three  liours"  reading  to  untwist  so  much 
Of  the  black  serpent  as  you  wound  about  me  1 

Gka.  Tis  unfruitfnl, child,' [and]  tediousto repeat 
Wliat's  past ;  I'm  now  your  present  mother, 

Cas.  Pish  !  now  'tis  too  late. 

Gka.  Bethink  again  :  thou  know'st  not  what 
thou  aay'st 

Ca5.   No  1   deny  advancement !   treasure !   tin' 

Gra.  0,  cease  !  '  I  spoke  those  words,  and  now 
they  poison  me  1 
^Vhat  will  the  deed  do  then! 
Advancement  1  true ;  as  high  as  shame  can  pitch  ! 
For  treasure  !  who  e'er  knew  a  harlot  rich  } 
Or  conld  build  by  the  purchase  of  her  sin 
An  hoepital  to  keep  her  ^  bastards  in  1 
The  duke's  son!  O.whenwomen  are  young  courtiers, 
They  are  sure  to  be  old  beggars  ; 
To  know  the  miseries  mostnarlots  taste, 
Thou'dst  wish  thyself  unborn,  when  thou  art  un- 
chaste. 

Cas.  0  mother,  lei  me  twine  about  your  neck, 
And  kiss  you,  till  my  soul  melt  on  your  lips ! 
I  did  but  this  to  try  you. 

Gra.  0,  speak  truth ! 

Cas.  Indeed  I  did  but  ;*  for  no  tongue  has  force 
To  alter  me  from  honest. 

Jfmaidenswoulil,men'swordecould  have  no  power; 
A  vii^n's  honour  is  a  crystal  tower 


no 
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Which  (being  weak)  is  guarded  with  good  spirits  ; 
Until  she  basely  yields,  no  ill  inherits. 
Gra,  0  Iiappy  child  !  fiiith,  and  thy  birth  liath 
sav'd  me. 
'Mong  thousand  daughters,  happiest  of  all  others  : 
Ik'  thou  a  gl(is8  for  maids,  and  I  for  mothers. 

[Bxcuat. 

Enter  Vendice  and  HlPPOLlTO. 

Ven.  So,  so,  be  leans  well ;  take  heed  you  wake 
him  not,  brother. 

Hir,  I  warrant  you  my  life  for  yours. 

Ven,  That's  a  cooil  lay,  for  I  must  kill  myself 
Brotber,  that's  I,  that  sits  for  me  :  do  you  mark  it  1 
And  I  must  stand  ready  here  to  make  away  myself 
yonder.  I  must  sit  to  be  killed,  and  stand  tu  kill 
myself.  I  could  vary  it  not  so  little  as  thrice  over 
again ;  't  has  some  eight  returns,  like  Michaelmas 
term.* 

Hip.  That's  enou',  o'  conscience. 

Ven.  But,  sirrah,  does  the  duke's  son  come  single  1 

Hip.  No;  there's  the  hell  on't:  his  faith's  too 
feeble  to  go  alone.  He  brings  flesh-flies  after  him, 
that  will  buzz  against  Kup}ier-tiuie,  and  hum  for 
liis  coming  out. 

Ven,  Ah,  the  fly-flap  of  vengeance  beat  'em  to 

fiieces  !  Here  was  the  sweetest  occasion,  the  fittest 
kour,  to  have  made  my  revenge  familiar  with  him ; 
show  him  the  body  of  the  duke  his  father,  and 
how  quaintly  he  died,  like  a  politician,  in  hugger- 
mugger,'  made  no  man  acquainted  with  it;  and 

'  Tho  *°  reads,  Bu^.—SUetetu. 

'  Michaelmiu  term  now  Yine  but  four  retiirni.  By  tha 
Sutule  16  Car.  I.  c.  tI.  it  vnt  abridged  o(  tvo;  and  ugola, 
by  24  Geo.  IL  c.  llviLi.  of  the  like  number. 

'  la  BeureU  TbianncautbeiprcEBionoccurB  in  "Hamlet," 
aet  iT.  EC  5,  which  manj  modem  editors  have  itltcred  to 
the  more  modern  gihrase  of  i*n  prirnlc ;  but  aa  Dr  JobiiEoii 
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in  catastrophe  slain  him  over  his  fdthei's  breast. 
O,  I'm  mail  to  luse  eut-h  a  eweet  opportunity  1 

Hip.  Nay,  pish !  prythee,  be  content !  tliere's 
no  remedy  present ;  may  not  hereafter  times  open 
in  as  fair  faces  aa  this? 

Vbs.  They  may,  if  they  can  piu»t  so  well. 

Hip.  Come  now  i  to  avoid  all  suspition,  let'K 
forsake  this  room,  and  be  going  to  meet  the  tiuke's 
eon. 

Ven,  Content :  I'm  for  any  weather.  Heart ! 
step  close  :  here  he  coiues. 


Bnter  LUSURIOSO. 

Hip.  My  honour'd  lord  ! 

Ltis.  0  ine  I  you  both  present  I 

Ven,  E'en  newly,  my  lord,  just  as  your  lord- 
ahip  entered  now ;  about  this  place  we  had  notice 
given  he  should  bo,  but  in  some  loathsome  plight 
or  other. 

Hip.  Conic  your  honour  private  1 

Lus.  Private  enough  for  this  ;  only  a  few 
Attend  my  coming  out. 

Hip.  Death  rot  those  few  !  [Aaule.] 

Lea,  Stay,  yonder's  the  slave. 

VeN.  Maae,  there's  the  slave  indeed,  my  lord. 
'Tis  a  good  child :  he  calls  his  father  slave  !  lAiitle. 


obwrm,  "  if  phnueologj'  is  to  be  changed  u  irorda  ^ roii- 
UDCODlh  bf  diflUM,  or  gron  by  rulgaritf,  lUe  hiatorj'  of  every 
language  irill  Im  loil ;  we  shall  no  longer  hSTe  the  words  of 
any  author;  and  aa  these  alterations  will  often  be  unaUil- 
luily  made,  we  ihall  in  time  have  very  hltle  of  his  ineauing. 
Ur  Sleevana,  by  tereral  inetances,  bos  ahown  that  the  tcnna 
were  in  common  use,  and  coureyed  no  low  or  vulgar  ideas, 
and  sereral  olhen  miebt  he  added:  asin  Ascham's  "Toio- 
philua."  1571 :  "  If  ihootinge  fault  at  anyc  time,  it  bydes 
it  not,  it  lutkcB  not  in  corner*  and  huddtr  motlitr." 
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Lus.  Ay,  that's  the  villain,  the  damn'd  vtUuiii. 
Softly.     Tread  easy, 

Ven.  Pult !  I  warrant  you,  my  lord,  we'll  stiHe- 
in  our  breaths. 

LvH.  That  will  do  well : 
Base  rogue,  thou  sleepest  thy  last ;  'tis  policy 
To  have  him  kill'd  in's  sleep ;  for,  if  he  wak'd. 
He  would  betray  all  to  them. 

Ven.  But,  my  lord 

Lrs.  Ha,  what  say's!  J 

Vkn.  Shall  we  kill  him  now  he's  dnink  i 

Lus.  Ay,  best  of  all 

Ven.  Why,  theu  he  will  ne'er  live  to  be  sober. 

Lus.  No  matter,  let  him  reel  to  hell. 

Ven.  But  being  so  full  of  liquor,  I  fear  he  will 
put  out  all  the  fire. 

Lus.  Thou  art  a  mad  beast' 

Ven,  And  leave  none  to  Wiimi  your  lordship's 
golls'  withal;  for  he  that  dies  drimk  falls  into 
hell-fire  like  a  bucket  of  water — qush,  qush  I 

Lus.  Come,  be  ready :  nake  your  swords  : ' 
think  of  your  wrongs;  this  slave  has  injured 
you. 

Ven.  Troth,  bo  he  has,  and  he  has  [luid  well  for't, 

Lua.  Meet  with  him  now. 

Ven.  You'll  bear  us  out,  my  lord  1 

Lus.  Pub !  am  I  a  lord  for  nothing,  think  you  I 
ijuickly  now  ! 

Ven,  Sa,  so,  aa,  thump — there  he  lies. 

Lus,    Nimbly  done. — Ha  I    0  vilUins !    mur- 
derers ! 
'Tis  the  old  duke  my  father. 

Ven.  That's  a  jost. 


'  The  *"  reads  brta/t.—Sltretni, 

■  H>ndB. 

'  i.t.,   uDtlieatlie    tbcm,    Ut  tlicm    1>e    uaktd   kwords.— 


J 
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LuB.  What,  stiff  and  cold  already ! 
0,  pardon  me  to  call  yoii  from  your  Dames  : 
"fis  none  of  your  deed  :  that  TiUain  Piato, 
Whom  you  thought  now  to  kill,  has  murdered 
And  left  him  thus  disguisd. 

Hip.  And  not  unlikely. 

Ven.  0  rascal !  was  he  not  asham'd 
To  put  the  duke  into  a  grenay  doublet  t 

Lus,  He  has  been  cold  and  stiff — who  knows 
how  long  I 

Yen.  Many,  that  I  do.  [Ati,h. 

Lus.  No  words,  I  pray,  of  anything  intended. 

Vkn.  0  my  lord. 

Hip,  I  would  fain  have  your  lordship  think  that 
we  have  email  reason  to  prate. 

Lra  Faith,  thou  say'st  tnie  ;  I'll  forthwith  semi 
to  court 
For  all  the  nobles,  bastard,  duchess ;  tell. 
How  here  by  miracle  we  found  him  dead. 
And  in  Itls  raiment  that  foul  villain  fled- 

Ven.  That  will  be  the  beat  way,  my  lord. 
To  clear  us  all ;  let's  cast  about  to  be  clear. 

Lus.  Ho !  Nencio,  Sordidn,  an<l  the  rest ! 


Elder  All. 

IstNoblk  My  lord. 

2d  Noble.  My  lord. 

Lus.  Be  witnesses  of  a  strange  spectacle. 
Choosing  for  private  conference  that  sad  room, 
We  found  ihe  duke  my  father  geal'd  in  blowL 

1«T  Noble.  My  lonl  the  duke!  run,  hie  tliff, 
Nencio, 
Startle  the  court  by  signif)Tng  so  niiicli. 

Ven,  This  much  by  wit  a  deep  revenger  can  ; 
When  murder's  known,  to  be  the  clearest  man. 
We're  farthert  off,  and  with  as  bold  an  eye 
Sun'ey  his  body  as  tlie  atanders-by.  [,i(n/r.] 


94  THE  REVESGEIt'S  TKAGEDY, 

Lus,  My  royal  fatber,  too  basely  let  bloml 
By  a  malevolent  slave  I 

Hip.  Hark  I  ho  calls  thee  slave  again.      [.Uulf. 

Tkn.  He  has  lost ;  he  may.  [Aiu/r. 

Lus.    0  Bight !    look  hither,  see,  his  lips    nn' 
gnawn 
With  poison. 

Yen.  How  !  his  lips  1  by  the  mass,  they  be. 

0  villain  !  0  rogue  !  0  slave  !  0  rascal ! 

Hip.  0  good  deceit !  he  quits  him  with  like 

terms. 
Amb.  [Within.]  Where? 
Sup.  in'itkin.]  Wliich  way  I 

£nltr  Ambitioso  and  Supervacuo, 

Amb.    Over  what  roof  hangs  this   prodigious 
comet 
In  deadly  fire  1 

Lu8.  Behold,  behold,  my  lords,  the  didce  my 
father's  murdered  by  a  vassal  that  owes  this  habit, 
and  here  left  disguised. 

Enter  Ddchess  and  SpfRio. 

Dt;cH.  My  lord  and  husband  1 

2d  Noble,  Reverend  majesty  ! 

1st  Noble.  I   have    seen  these   clothes  ofti^ii 

attending  on  him. 
Ven.  That  nobleman  has  been  i'  th'  country. 

for  he  does  not  lie.  [Asidf.  ] 

Sup.  Learn  of  our  mother ;  let's  dissemble  too  : 

1  am  glad  he's  vauish'd ;  so,  I  hope,  are  you. 

Amu.  Ay,  you  may  take  my  word  for't. 

Spu.  Old  dad  dead  1 
I,  one  of  his  cast  sins,  will  send  the  Fates 
Moat  hearty  commendations  by  his  own  son  ; 
I'll  tug  in  the  new  stream,  till  streugth  be  done. 


■ 
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Lus.  Whore  be  those  two  that  did  affirm  to  us, 
My  lord  the  duke  was  privately  rid  forth  ) 

1st  Noble,  0,  pardon  us,  my  lords ;  he  gave 
that  charge — 
Upon  our  Jives,  if  be  were  miss'd  at  court. 
To  answer  so  ;  he  rode  not  anj-where  ; 
We  left  him  private  with  that  fellow  here. 

Vkn.  Confirmed.  [Asiile.] 

Lus,     0  heavens  I  that  false  charge  was  hi« 
death. 
Impudent  beggars  !  durst  you  to  our  face 
Maintain  sucha  false  answer  1     Bear  him  straiglit 
To  execution. 

1st  Noble.  My  lonl ! 
Lus.  Urge  me  no  more. 
In  this  the  excuse  may  be  call'd  half  the  murder. 
Ven.  You've  sentenc'd  well  [Jwt/e-l 

Lirs.  Away  ;  see  it  be  done. 
Ven.  Could  you  not  stick  1     See  what  confes- 
sion doth  ! 
Who  would  not   lie,  when  men   are   haoK'd  for 
truth  1  [A  tide.] 

Hip.  Brother,  how  happy  is  our  vengeance ! 

[AiiJe. 
Ven.  Why,  it  hits  past  the  apprehension  of 
Indifferent  wits.  [Aaitle, 

Lus.  My  lord,  let  post-horses  be  sent 
Into  all  places  to  entrap  the  villain. 
Ven.  Postrhorses,  ha,  ha  I  [^»t7f. 

Noble.  My  lord,  we're  something  bold  to  know 
our  duty. 
Your  father's  accidentally  departed  ; 
The  titles  that  were  due  to  him  meet  you. 

Lus.  Meet  mc  !  I'm  not   at  leisure,   my  good 
lord. 
I're  many  griefs  to  despatch  out  o'  th'  way. 
Welcome,  sweet  titles  : —  [AiiUf. 


Talk  to  me. 


my 


lords, 


as 


TirE  revenger's  tracedy. 


(Jf  fiepulchres  and  mighty  emperors'  bones  ; 
Tliat'B  thought  for  me. 

Ven.  So  one  may  see  by  this 
How  foreign  markets  go ; 
Courtiers  have  feet  o'  th'  nines,  and  tongues  o'  tli' 

twelves ; 
Tliey  flatter  dukes,  and  dokes  flatter  themselves. 
[Andc] 
Noble.  My  lord,  it  is  your  shine  must  comfort  iia. 
Lus.  Alas !    1  shine  in  tears,  like   the  sun  in 

ApriL 
Noble.  You're  now  my  lord's  grace. 
Lus.  My  lord's  grace  !  I  perceive  yon'll  have  it 

Noble.  'Tis  but  your  own. 

Lu3.  Then,  heavens,  give  me  grace  to  be  so  I 

Ven.  He  prays  well  for  hiraselt  [Atlde. 

Noble.  Madam,  all  sorrows 
Must  run  their  circles  into  joys.    Xo  doubt  but 

time 
Will  make  the  murderer  bring  fortli  himself. 

Ven.  He  were  an  ass  then,  i'  faith.  [Atide. 

Noble.  In  the  mean  season, 
Let  us  betliink  the  latest  funeral  honours 
Due  to  the  duke's  cold  body.     And  withal, 
Calling  to  memory  our  new  happiness 
Speed  '  in  his  royal  son  :  lords,  gentlemen. 
Prepare  for  revels. 

VeV.   Revels.  [Agide.'] 

Noble.  Time  hath  several  falls. 
Griefs  lift  up  joys :  feasts  put  down  funerals. 

Lus.  Come  then,  my  lords,  my  favour's  to  you  all. 
The  duchess  is  suspected  foully  bent ; 
I'll  begin  dukedom  with  her  banishment. 

[Ej^emtt  DUKK,  Nobles,  ami  DUOHE-SS. 

Hip.  Revels! 

'  [EJits.,  ipiviid.] 
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Vhj),  Ay,  that's  the  word  :  we  are  finn  yet ; 
Strike  one  gtrain  more,  and  theu  we  crown  our 
wit.  [ExeuKt  HiPPOLlTO  anil  Vendile. 

Snr.  Well,  have  at  the  fairest  mark'— ao  saiil 
the  duke  when  he  begot  me  ; 
And  if  I  mUs  his  heart,  or  near  about. 
Then  have  at  any  ;  a.  bastard  acorua  to  be  out. 

Sup.  Note'st  thou  that  Spurio,  brother ! 

Ant,  Tea,  I  note  him  to  our  Bhame. 

Sup.  He  shall  not  live  :  his  hair  shall  not  grow 
mnch  longer.  In  this  time  of  revels,  tricks  may 
be  set  afoot.  See'et  thou  yon  new  moon  1  it  shall 
outlive  the  new  duke  by  much ;  this  hand  shall 
dispossess  him.    Then  we're  mighty. 

A  mask  is  treason's  licence,  that  build  upon  : 

'Tia  murder's  best  face,  when  a  vizard's  on.  [A'j-ii. 

Ahb.  la't  so  t  'tis  very  good  ! 
And  do  you  think  to  be  duke  then,  kind  brother  1 
I'll  see  fair  play  ;  drop  one,  and  there  lies  t'other. 
[Atule.     i'lnt.] 

Enter  Vendic'e  am!  HlPPOLiro,  with  PlERO 
OHd  other  Lorda. 

Yen.  My  lords,  be  all  of  music,  strike  uld  grieftn 
into  other  countries 
That  flow  in  too  much  milk,  and  have  faint  livers, 
Not  daring  to  stab  home  their  discontents. 
Let  our  hid  flames  break  out  as  fire,  as  lightning, 
To  blast    this  villainous    dukedom,   vex'd  with 

sin; 
Wind  up  your  aouls  to  their  full  height  again. 

PlERO,   Howl 

1st  Lord.  Which  way? 

3d  Lord.  Any  way  :  our  wrongs  are  such, 
We  cannot  justly  bo  reveng'd  too  much. 

»  The  1"  nadi,  Wtll,  have  (he/ainit  mark.—C'MUr. 


J 


)  too  taJw  pat- 


Tes.  T<w  iUI  hnc  sD  caooi^ 

Aad  tbow  (nriwUa  Oat  ^re  loi« 

An  bnM  to  tbe  fi 

AoddoaSect 

Tat  DftMm^into  sr  bmhihh 

Hut  wfaKb  »aa  ^id  m  sH 

Of  aU  Uwn  (uIb,  the  colour,  tfintnin^.  bsUon, 

Ken  te  an  andntiBganli'd  bair  aliMst : 

l^en  entering  int,  ohaerring  the  true  fbrai. 

Within  ft  atniD  or  two  n  abll  find  kimre 

To  Meal  ow  aToidi  out  baodMnelj- ; 

And  when  Oxj  think  their  pleMore  sweet  and 

good. 
Id  mldja  of  aD  their  jofs  they  ritall  n^Uood. 
PiSBO.  Wei^ttlr,  eSectnaOy ! 

Third.  Before  the  t'other  masqaen  come 

Vkn.  We're  gone,  all  done  anil  past, 
PlERO.  Bat  how  for  the  doke's  gnanl  I 
Ven.  Let  that  alone. 
By  one  and  one  their  etrengths  shall  be  drunk 
down. 
Hip.  There  are  five  handred  gentlemen  in  thf 

That  will  apply  themeelyes,  and  not  stand  idle. 

PlERO,  O,  let  us  hng  yoor  bosonjB ! 

Ves.  Come,  my  lords, 
Prepare  for  deeds  :  let  other  dmea  have  words.' 

r  cdiu.  aoEgeala,  (» 
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In  n  dumb  ihow,  tke  protettion  '  af  tUe  j/OHrtff  dtikf, 
teiih  all  hi*  mMet;  then  toumiinj/  mviie.  A 
furnxtlteil  table  it  brought  forth ;  tlien  eater  tite 
linlce  and  hit  nobler  to  t/m  bftnqttel.  A  !if/ninff 
Xar  apjiearelh. 

1st    Noble.       Many   harmonioua    hours    ah 'I 
choiceet  pleasures 
Kill  np  the  royal  number  of  your  years  ! 

Lus.    My    lorda,    we're  pleas'd  to   thank   yon, 
though  we  know 
'Tia  but  your  iluty  now  to  wish  it  so. 

1st  Noble.  Tliat  shine  makea  us  all  happy. 
3d  Nobi^  His  grace  frowua. 
2d  Noble.  Yet  we  must  say  he  smilee. 
1st  Noble.  I  think  we  must, 
Lus.  That  foul  incoutinent  duchess  we    have 
banish'd ; 
The  bastard  shall  not  live.     After  these  revels, 
I'll  begin  strange  ones  :  he  and  the  step-sons 
tiihall  pay  their  lives  for  the  first  subsidies  ; 
We  must  not  frown  so  soon,  else't  had  heeu  now. 
[Andf.] 
1st  Xoble.  My  gracious  lord,  please  you  pn-- 
pare  for  pleasure. 
The  masque  is  not  far  off. 

Lus.  We  are  for  pleasura 
Keshrew  thee,  what  art  thou)  [thou]  niiid'st  mc 

start  1 
Thou    hast    committed     treason.       A     blazing 
star! 
IST  Noble.    A  blazing  star!     0,  where,  my 

lord  I 
Lus.  Spy  out 


'   [Old  COpj,  (W«ICMtllJ-J 
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Sd  Noblr    See,   see,  my   lords,  a   wondrous 

dreadful  one  I 
Lus.    I    am    not  pleas'd  at   that   ill-knotted 
fire. 
That  bushing,  flaring  star.     Am  not  I  dtilce  1 
It  should  not  quake  me  ituw.     Had  it  appear'd 
Before,  I  might  then  have  justly  fear'd  ; 
But  yet  they  say,  whom  art  and  learning  weds, 
When  stars  wear  locks,  they  threateu  great  men's 

heads : 
Is  it  so  1  you  are  read,  my  lords, 

IST  NuBLB.  May  it  please  your  grace, 
It  shows  great  anger. 
Lu3.  iTiat  does  not  please  our  grace, 
2d  Noble.  Yet  here's  the  comfort,  my  lord ; 
many  times, 
When  it  aeema  most  near,  it  threatens  fartliest 
off. 
Lus.  Faith,  and  I  think  so  too. 
lax  NOBLK  Beside,  my  lord. 
You're  gracefully  eatablish'd  with  the  lores 
Of  all  your  subjects ;  and  for  natural  death, 
I  hope  it  will  be  threescore  years  a-coming, 
Lus.  Do  you  1  •  no  more  but  threescore  years  1 
1st  NoBLl::.  Fourscore,  I  hope,  my  lord. 
2d  Noble.  And  fivescore,  I. 
Sd  Noble.  But  'tis  my  hope,  my  lord,  you  shall 

ne'er  die. 
Lus,    Give  me  thy  hand ;   these  others  I  re- 
buke: 
He  that  hopes  so  is  fittest  for  a  duke  : 
Thou    shale    sit    next    me ;    take    your    places, 

lords } 
We're  ready  now  for  sports ;  let  'em  set  on ; 
You  thing  !  we  shall  forget  you  quite  anon  ! 
3d  Noble.  I  hear  'em  coming,  my  lord. 

1  [Old  copy.  True] 
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Kater  tlie  mtuque  of  Reeengert,  t!te  two  bivl/iln^  tpid 
tun  LariU  more. 
[The  Reventjert'  dance  :  at  the  end  iteal  out  t}ieic_ 
steordi,  anil  thetefonr  kill  the  four  at  tlie'  - 
table,  in  thrir  eliair*.     It  thuitdert, 

Ven.  Mark,  thunder ! 
Dost  know  thy  cue,  thou  big-voic'd  crier  J 
Dukes'  groans  are  thunder's  watchwords. 

Hip.  So,  my  lords,  you  have  enough. 

Ven.  Come,  let's  away,  no  lingering. 

Hip.  Follow  !  go  I  [ExeunL 

Vex.  No  power  ia  angry  when  the   lustful  die  ; 
When  thunder  claps,  heaven  likes  the  tragedy. 

[Exit  Vendice. 

Lus.  0,  0  I 

Enter  the  otlier  masque  of  intended  mwderers,  ste/t- 
tont,  Battard,  and  a  fourth  man,  coming  in 
dancing.  The  diike  recrvert  a  little  in  voice,  and 
gron)i*,  colli,  A  guard  !  treason  !  at  which 
they  all  ttait  out  of  their  meature,  nad,  turning 
toicarde  the  table,  they  Jind  thtm  all  lo  he  mur- 
dered. 

Shu.  Whose  groan  was  that  1 
Lus.  Treason  I  a  guard  ! 
Amb.  How  now  1  all  murder'd  [ 
Sup.   Murder'd  ! 

■fiTi  Noble.  And  those  hifi  nolilee  I 
Amb.  Here's  a  labonrsaTd  , 
I  thought  to  have  sped  him      'f^blood,  how  came 
this) 
Spu.  Then  I  proilsim  myself,  now  I  am  duke. 
Amb.  Thou  duke  '  brother,  thou  liest. 
Spu.  Slave !  so  doet  thou 

4th  Noble.  Base  \dlain!    hast  thou  slain  my 
lonl  and  master  I 
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Enler  thefint  men. 

':    Yen.  FistoUI  treason!  murder!    Help  !  gu.inl 
my  lord  the  duke ! 

Hip.  Lay  hold  npon  these  traitors. 

Lvs.  0  ! 

Vkn.  Alas  !  tlie  duke  is  murder'd. 

Hip.  And  the  nobles. 

Ven.  Surgeons !    surgeons !    Heart !   does   he 
breathe  so  long!  {AtiiU. 

Ant,  a  piteous  tragedy  !  able  to  make ' 
An  old  man's  eyes  blooiishot, 

Lus.  0! 

Yen.  Look  to  my  lord  the  duke.     A  venBeant'i^ 
throttle  him  !  [^Aiide. 

Confess,  tbou  murd'rous  and  unhallow'd  man, 
Didst  thou  kill  all  these  1 

4th  Noble.  None  but  the  bastard,  I. 

Yen.  How  came  the  duke  slain,  then  J 

4th  Noble.  We  found  him  so. 

Lus.  0  villain ! 

Yen.  Hark  ! 

Lus.  Those  in  the  mosque  did  murder  uu. 

Yen.  La  you  now,  sir — 
0  marble  impudence !  will  you  confess  now  ? 

4th  Noble.  'Shlood,  'tis  all  false. 

Aj*t.  Away  with  that  foul  monster, 
Dipp'd  in  a,  prince's  blood. 

4th  Noble.  Heart  I  'tis  a  lie. 

Ant.  Let  him  have  bitter  execution. 

Yen.  New  marrow  !  no,  it  cannot  be  express* d.- 
How  fares  my  lord  the  duke  f 

Lus.  Farewell  to  all ; 
He  that  climbs  highest  has  the  greatest  fall. 
My  tongue  is  out  of  office. 
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Yen.  Air,  gentlemeu,  air. 
Now  thoii'lt  not  prat«  ou't,  'twas  Veudice  jnur- 
der'd  thee.  [W&itpers  in  Am  ear.] 

Lrs.  O! 

Vex.  Murder'il  thyfetber.  IWhiifM-rt.] 

Ltis.  0 !  [Difn. 

Yen.  And  I  am  he  t  tell  nobody — so,  so,  the 

duke's  departed. 
Ant.    It  was  a   deadly  liand    that   woundcl 
liim. 
The  rest,  ambitians  who  should  rule  aiid  away 
After  his  death,  were  so  made  all  away. 

Yen.  My  lord  was  unlikely 

Hip.  Now  the  hope 
Of  Italy  lies  in  your  reverend  years. 

Yen.     Your    hair   will    niake    the   silver  age  | 
agfUQ,  I 

^Vhen  there  were  fewer,  but  more  houeat  men.         I 
Ant.  The  burthen's  weighty,  and  will  press  age  i 
down ;  \ 

May  I  so  rule,  that  heaven  may  keep  the  crown  I 
Yen.   The  rape  of  jour  good  lady  has  been 
quitted 
With  death  on  tleatli. 

Ant.  Just  is  the  law  above. 
But  of  all  things  it  put  me  most  to  wondt^r 
How  the  old  duke  came  murder'il ! 
Yes.  0  my  lord ! 
Ant.    It  was    the    strangeliest  <;arried:    I  not 

heard  of  the  like. 
Hip,  'Twas  all  doue  for  the  beat,  ray  lord. 
Yen.  All  for  your  grace's  good.    We  may  b.; 
bold  to  speak  it  now, 
'Twas  somewhat  witty  carried,  though  we  say  it — 
"Twas  we  two  murder'd  him. 
Ant.  You  two  T 

Yen.  None  else,  i'  faith,  my  lord.     Nay,  'twas 
Willi -man  ag'd. 
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Ant.  Lay  hands  upon  those  villains ! 

Ven.  How  !  on  us  I 

Ant.  Bear  'em  to  apeedy  execution. 

Ven,    Heart !    wiis't  not  for  your  good,   my 
lord? 

Ant.  My  good  !    Away  with  'em ;  such  an  ol<I 
man  as  he  I 
You,  that  would  murder  hiraj  would  murder  me. 

Ven.  la't  come  about ) 

Hip.  'Sfoot,  brother,  you  begun. 

Ven.  May  not  we  set  as  well  as  the  duke's  son  ? ' 
Thou  hast  no  conscience,  are  we  not  reveng'd  ) 
Is  there  one  enemy  left  alive  amongst  those  ) 
'Tia  time  to  die,  when  we  ourselves  our  foes :  * 
When  murderers  shut  deeds  close,  this  curse  does 

seal  'em : 
If  none  disclose  'em,  they  themselves  reveal  'em .' 
This  murder  might  have  slept  in  tongueloss  braes 
But  for  ourselves,  and  the  world  died  an  asa. 
Now  I  remember  too,  here  was  Piato 
Brought  forth  a  knavish  sentence  once ; 
No  doubt  (said  he),  but  time 
Will  make  the  murderer  bring  forth  himself. 
'Tis  well  he  died ;  he  was  a  witch. 
And  now,  my  lord,  since  we  are  in  for  ever, 
This  work  was  ours,  which  else  might  have  been 

slipp'd  I 
And  if  we  list,  we  could  have  nobles  clipp'd, 
And  go  for  less  than  beggars  ;  but  we  hate- 
To  bleed  so  cowardly ;  we  have  enough, 
r  faith,  we're  well,  our  mother  turn'd,  our  sister 


n  nest  of  A 


Adieu.        [£xrunt. 
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Ant.  How  subtlely  was  that  murder  closM !  ^ 

Bear  up 
Those  tragic  bodies  :  'tis  a  heavy  season  ; 
Pray   heaven   their   blood    may   wash    away   all 

treason !  [Exif, 


*  Cloid  for  diiclos'd. — Gilchi'Ut. 


FINIS. 


I 


THE   DUMB   KNIGHT. 


EDITIONS. 

The  damhe  Ktiight.  A  kistorieatl  Gomedij,  actal  tnHilry 
timti  by  the  children  of  hii  MaUitie*  Rvad».  London, 
Vrinied  by  Ificholai  Oka,  for  lohn  Baehe,  and  are  ta 
In  laid  at  hit  ihap  in  Popa-ktad  Ptdaee,  itetre  to  th< 
Royall  Exchangt.     1608.     4".' 

77ir  Dumht  Kniyht.  An  Jlutoricall  Oomedy,  acUd 
tundTy  times  by  the  diildren  of  hit  MajuHtt  Revalls. 
Landoa,  PritUml  by  A.  il.  for  William  Sheara,  aitd 
are  to  be  told  at  hit  ihoppt  in  Chaneer\i  La*t,  nwir 
HeriayiU  Iiim.     1633.     i°. 

'  Tbia  editioa  had  u  diSerent  tille-page  to  Home  of  Ihe 
eopiea,  but  in  all  otber  rcapucU  tbe;  wcra  gimilir  :  it  vm 
U8  rollowB- 

"  The  durabe  Knight.  A  pleasant  Comedy,  acted  sundry 
timoB  li.v  tbc  children  oF  hie  MaicEtlcB  Reucla.  Written  by 
luniiB  Mark  ham."     [Imprint  the  enme  aj  above.] — Collitr. 


A 


[MR  COLLIER'S   PREFACE.'] 


Lewes  Macbih  was  asdslcd,  as  lie  atatcs,  in  wriUu^> 
tliifl  play,  iy  one  "w}iose  worth  hath  been  often 
npproved,"  and  it  is  singulat  that  until  verj  recently 
the  name  of  his  coaJjiilor  Ehould  have  remained  un- 
known, when  in  the  Ganick  Collection,  always  occeA- 
sihle  is  the  British  Mnseiini,  is  a  copy  of  "The  Dumh 
Knight,"  edition  of  1608,  with  the  name  of  his  "  partner 
in  the  wrong"  on  the  title-page,  viz.,  Jervis  or  Gervoae 
Morkham.  Another  copy,  with  tlie  snmc  ilistinction, 
was  sold  in  Mr  Rhodes'  collection.  Why  it  was  after- 
wards altered  cannot  now  he  ascertained ;  perlinps 
Hnrkhom  wished  to  avoid  the  conBetiuences  of  the 
"itnu)ge  constructions"  on  the  play  to  which  Macliin 
in  his  epistle  refers,  and  therefore  withdrew  his  naniv. 
Nevertheless  the  address  of  Mschin  "to  the  under- 
standing reader"  is  pre5xed  to  the  copies  with  and 
withoat  the  name  of  his  assistant. 

Although  Morkbant  was  a.  voluniinous  writer,  little 
or  nothing  is  known  regarding  llie  events  of  his  life. 


■  [To  tlje  f\ty,  M  printed  i: 
••OMPUji."] 


thv  last  edition  of  Dodiley'i 


110  MR  collier's  preface. 

A  l^urio^s  anecdote  of  a  Gorvase  Morlcliani  is  quoted  by 
Kir  E.  Brydgea,  in  his  edition  of  Phillijis'a  "  Tlieatrum 
Poetamm,''  p.  279  ;  but  in  all  proliability  it  is  not  the 
fame  individual,  as  that  person  was  high  sherilf  of 
NotdDghaDiBhire  in  1626,  and  was  robbed  of  /fiOOO. 
(ierrageMarkbani  the  poet  and  book-maker  never  conld 
liave  possessed  any  such  sum.  He  is  said  to  have  been 
the  son  of  Robert  Markham  of  Cotham ;  but  this  is  very 
ijuestionable.  When  and  where  be  was  bom,  and  died, 
yet  remains  to  be  discovered.  He  began  bia  career  of 
uuthor^bip  late  in  the  teigti  of  Elizabeth,  vi/.,  in  1Q9[3, 
when  hb  "Thyrsis  and  Daphne,"  a  jiiece  no  longer 
known,  was  revised  fur  the  press.  In  the  some  year  he 
produced  "A  Discouiee  of  Horsemanship ;"  and]  in 
LIBS  he  published  "The  Moat  Honourable  Tragedie  of 
Sir  Richard  Grinvile  (GrenvUle),  Knight."  By  this 
M-ork  be  seems  to  have  acquired  much  repatation.' 
Though  coUcl  a  trofffdn,  it  is  only  a  narrative  and 
(■legiac  poem  in  the  octave  rhyme, 

Riteon  also  assigns  to  Markliiim  a  tranalation  of 
Solomon's  Song,  in  the  same  year,  but  it  has  only  the 
initials  L.  M.  on  the  title-page.  In  1597,  he  printed  a 
iriinulation  from  the  French, called  "  Devoreux,  Vertne* 
Tears  for  the  Loss  of  tbe  M.OHt  Christian  King  Henry 
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His  only  other  dnunntic 
ftllfd  "  Htrod  nnd  Anti- 
I  1622,  and  in  the  com- 


In  16(18  ntipeared  a  translation  of  AriostoV 
''Satires,''  with  his  name  on  the  title-pi^'e,  but  the 
work  was  subseijuentlj  ckimed  by  Robert  Tofie.  The 
Maine  belonged,  perhups,  to  some  knAvieh  bookseller 
who,  having  obtained  the  MS.,  availed  himself  of 
HoTkham's  popularity.  [Bamaby  Rich's  "Alarm  to 
England,"  woa  reprinted  iii  162fi  under  tlie  title  of 
"Vox  Miiitii,"  with  a  poem  by  Markhain  prefixed,  and 
without  ony  mention  of  the  true  writer.]  He  continued 
to  write  various  works,  some  on  agriculture  and  farriery, 
[■luring  the  reign  of  James  I.'] 
jierfoTRiance  was  a  tragedy  c 
pater,"  which  was  printed  ii 
position  of  which  he  was  joined  by  W.  Sampson. 

Of  I«wiB  Machin  merely  the  name  has  romp  down 
to  US  in  connection  with  Markham  and  WiUinm 
Barkslead.  The  latter  in  1607  printed  "  Mirrha,  the 
Mother  of  Adonis,"  and  at  the  end  of  it  were  placed 
*'  three  Eglogs "  hy  Lewis  Mauhin.  The  first  of 
"Menalcasand  DapbniB,"and  the  two  others  of  "Apollo 
'  and  Hyaranth."  U  isimposaiblc  now  to  ascertain  what 
share  he  had  in  "The  Dumb  Knight,"  which  apiieais  to 
have  been  a  successful  play,  although  its  merits  are  by 
no  meana conspicuous.  It  is  mentioned  in  the  following 
lerme  in  Shirley's  "  Example,"  1637,  sig.  A  4  :— 

"Vainman.  You  will  give  me  leave  to  answer  you. 
If  yon  ahonld  a«k  me  anything  1 


'  A  penoD  of  the  name  of  Robert  Markbam  «TOt«  and 
printed  in  132S  "A  dcscriplion  of  that  ever-to- be. famed 
knight  Sir  John  "Burgh."  Whether  he  iras  in  any  »■; 
relawd  Co  Gerriue  Msrkhim  is  nol  known. 
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"Jacistha,  Not  a  sj-llaUe, 
Tliougli  1  (lesir'J  to  know  what  o'clock  'tis  ; 
There't  your  obedience  :  at  eii  months'  end 
I  may  reword  your  silence. 

" PPMICE-STOSB.  Shell  make  him  the  Dimili  Eni<,'ht. 

"  Jaciktba.  I  will  not  engaj^c  you  to  be  a  mute  m 
long." 

"  The  l}uinb  Knight "  was  entered  on  tlie  ttationuns' 
hooka  on  the  6th  October  160S,  in  which  year  it  vaa 
fint  printed.  It  was  reprinted  in  1S33,  perhap«  on  ii» 
revival  at  one  of  the  theatres,  whicb  led  Shirley  t" 
allude  to  it  in  1637.  The  edition  of  1633  is  a  copy  of 
thnl  of  1608,  with  all  the  original  erroTB,  and  the  »d- 
tiition  of  Bome  othera.  It  aometimea  happens  that  nil 
obscure  reading  is  explained  or  a  misprint  corrected  iit 
later  copies,  even  if  the  miatakee  generally  arc  multi- 
plied ;  but  this  is  not  the  case  with  "The  Bomb 
Knight."  Mr  Beed  «eem.s  to  have  uslkI  the  edition  of 
1633,  and  therefore  included  most  of  the  errors  of  Ixith 
of  the  old  copies.  He  also  introduced  several  con- 
jectural alterations  of  hia  own,  and  in  a  manner  not 
easily  juatified,  since  he  gave  no  intimation  of  the 
liberty  he  had  taken  with  the  author.  The  play  lias 
now  been  carefully  collated,  and  the  more  important 
IS  pointed  out  in  the  notes.> 


'  [Yet  njan;  erron  and  misprints  remBiDcd  in  the  form 
editioD,  of  whiGh  eame  were  readily  set  rigbt,  nhile  othe 
seem  to  bid  defiance  to  a  reriaing  hand.  It  is  not  evt 
easy,  in  every  cue,  to  delect  where  the  corruption  lies.] 


HI 

p 

■ 


TO  THE  UNDERSTANDING  READER. 

RuMOUB,  that  Hydra- headed  monster,  with  u 
tongues  than  eyes,  by  help  of  his  intelligencer 
Envy,  hath  made  strange  constructions  on  this 
Dumb  Knight,  which  then  could  not  answer  for 
himself;  but  now  this  publication  doth  untie  his 
tongue,  to  answer  the  objectionB  of  all  sharp  criti- 
cal censures,  which  heretofore  have  undeservedly 
passed  upon  him.  And  for  my  part,  I  protest  the 
wrongs  I  have  received  by  Bome  {whose  worths  I 
will  not  traduce),  with  a  mild  neglect  I  have 
laughed  at  their  foilieB ;  for  I  think  myself  happy, 
because  I  have  been  envied,  since  the  best  now  in 
gracp  have  been  subject  to  some  slanderous  tongues 
that  want  worth  themselves,  and  think  it  grent 
praiu  to  them  to  detract  praise  from  others  that 
deserve  it;  yet  Living  a  partner  in  the  wrong, 
whoM  worth  hath  been  often  approved,  I  count 
the  wrong  but  half  a  wrong,  because  he  knows 
best  how  to  answer  for  himself;  but  I  n 
abseuoe  make  this  apology,  both  for  him  and  mi 
Thus  leaving  you  and  the  book  together.  I  evf 
real  yours, 

Lewis  Macuin. 
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p  Em 


'o  J'falr. 


AtFHOSaO. 

pBAte,  on  Orator  [laieger]. 

MKCH4NI,  J 

Velodrs,  >   dUnli 

Dbap,  J 

I'RCCKDKNT,  Cltrt  ta  Prate, 

Cmlio,  MariAalfor  the  $ii«b. 

Cbif  and  SHATiVoa,  Carpcnttri, 

Heraldt,    Walehntn,    Otnthman-  I'ther,   Phgiiciai 


QuKEX  or  SlCILT. 

MaBiani,  her  Companion,  and  -Sutcr  lo  the  Vuhe  of  Ejiir 

I.uLi.iA,  Wifa  to  tht  Orator. 

COLLAQITlITtDA,  d  BaiCll, 

A  Itemlanti,  A-t. 

Scent,  Sicilj/. 
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ACTUS  I.,  SC,«XA  1.^ 

Eiitrr  t/tt  King  of  Cyprus,  Poilocles,  Floriu, 
and  Attendants  in  armt.  [Mmki-:. 

EnoUCR  ;  these  loud  soumls  deaf  my  passions  : 
How  long  shall  love  uake  me  a.  slave  to  hoiMt, 
And  mix  my  calm  desires  witli  tynuiny  t 
O  Philocles  !  this  '  teresy  I  hold, 
Thought  and  affection  cannot  be  controir<L 
Phil.    Yet  may't  be  bent   and  Bujipled  with 
extremes, 
Sith  few  foresee '  the  end  of  violence. 
What  m)ikes  the  skilful  leech  *  to  use  the  fire. 
Or  war  her  engines,  or  states  policy, 

>  LsDfluine  obeervra  tint  MVcral  inddrnli  in  this  pity 
ITS  borraweil  from  noceli.  u  tlie  story  of  H>ri*ait  awiiuLnj; 
Fbllocle*  to  be  dumb,   from  Bandcllo'g  Naruls  ;   Alfoneo 


1  "  Tbc  (.'omplalBiDt  Conpinion,"  £ 
■  here  inserted  in  lh«  4°,  ICOS,  and 


™ri»  keray  I  *«W— edit,  of  1B08. 
•  [Did  copies, /dm  >m1 

'  An  old  wotd  need  by  Chaucer,  Spen»er,  Fnirtm,  i 
other  writerr,  elgnifjiiig  h  pbjuciun. 
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But  to  recover  thiags  most  deejierate  1 
Revolt  is  recreaot,  when  pursuit  ia  brave, 
Never  to  faint  doth  purchase  what  we  crave. 

CvP.  True,  my  PUilocles,  yet  my  recreant  soul, 
SUv'd  to  her  beauty,  would  renounce  all  war, 
And  yield  her  right  to  love,  did  not  thy  spirit, 
Mix'd  with  my  longing,  fortify  these  anos. 
But  I  am  now  resolv'd,  and  this  sad  hour 
Shall  give  an  end  to  my  diatemperature. 
Summon  a  parley. 


EiitT  aloft  the  QUEES  OF  SiClLY,  Mauiasa,'  the 
Ddke  of  Epibe,  Alphosso,  atiii  4tUii'Iattls. 

QUEES.  What  says  our  tyrant  suitor,  our  disease 

in  love, 
That  makes  our  thoughts  a  slave  unto  liis  sword : 
"What  says  my  lord  1 

Cyp.  Madam,  attend  me,  this  is  my  latest  Bum- 

mons  : 
The  many  suns  my  sorrows  have  beheld, 
And  my  sad  nights  of  longings,  all  through  hope 
T'  enjoy  the  joy  of  earth  (your  own  dear  self), 
Are  grown  so  infinite  in  length  and  weight, 
That  like  to  wearied  Atlas  I  enforce 
These  ware,  as  Hercules,  to  bear  my  load  : 
Briefly,  I  must  enjoy  you,  or  else  lose 
The  breath  of  life  which  to  prevent,  behold 
My  Bword  must  be  my  Cupid,  and  with  feather'd 

st«el 
Force  pity  from  your  breast.    Your  city's  walls. 
Chidden  with  my  cannons,  have  set  ope  a  path. 


'  The  enlrance  of  Mariana  *ilh  the  queen.  4e.,  ia  not 
mentioned,  though  bar  erii  ia  noticed  :  Iit  llie  dialof^uc, 
which  fotloTS  llit'ir  cieparture  from  Ihe  whIIb,  it  ia  evident 
Uiftt  lbs  ought  to  be  named,  though  hitherto  oniltcd. — 
CalUtr. 
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Auil  boldly  bid  me  enter  :  all  j-our  men  of  war, 
Feebled  with  famine  aud  a  weary  eiege. 
Take  danger  from  mine  actions  :  only  yourself. 
Strong  in  your  will,  oppose  even  destiny. 
And  like  tne  guuits'  war  otfeud  the  heavens. 
Which  to  prevent,  do  but  descend  and  give 
Peace  to  my  love-auit,  and  aa  o'ercome  thereby 
I'll  yield  myself  your  priaoner,  and  be  drawn 
A  thrall  in  your  triumphant  victory. 
If  otherwise,  behold  these  fatal  swords 
Shall  ne'er  be  sheath'd  till  we  be  conquerors : 
And,  not  respecting  innocence  nor  sex. 
The  cries  of  infanta,  nor  the  prayers  of  age, 
All  things  shall  perish,  till  within  my  arms 
I  fold  yourself,  my  thrall  and  conqueror 

Queen.  Thou  moy'st  be  master  of  luy  body's 
tomb  J 
But  for  my  soul  and  mind  they  are  as  free 
As  their  creation,  and  with  angel's  wings 
L'on  soar  beyond  thy  reach  ;  trust  me,  King  of 

Cyprus, 
Those  coals  the  Roman  Portiii  did  devour 
Are  not  burnt  out,  nor  have  tli'  Egyptian  worms  ^ 
Vet  lost  their  stings  ;  steel  holds  his  tamper  still, 
And  these  are  ransoms  from  captivity. 
But  art  thou  uoble  1  hast  thou  one  royal  thought  T 

Cyp.  Approve  me  by  your  queatiou. 

Queen,  'rhen  briefly  thus : 
To  shun  the  great  eff'usion  of  their  bloods. 
Who  feel  no  toucb  in  mine  affections. 
Dare  you  to  single  combat,  two  to  two, 
Hefer  your  right  in  love) 


I 


'  Dr  JohnMn  obMrvea  that  worm  ii  tlie  Teutonic  ironl 
for  Mrpcnl ;  and  Dr  Percy,  Ihat  in  tbe  narllx^m  countin 
the  ume  word  i«  gtill  dbgiI  in  th&t  ecnu.  Sec  their  acTcnil 
notes,  »tid  &!m  Mr  ToII«('s  lo  "  Anion;  and  Clcopalra,"  act 
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Cyp.  Who    are    your    cointatants  ?     we    love 
equality. 

Queen.  This  is  the  first,  the  Epire  duke,  a  man 
Sprung  from  the  lino  of  famous  Scaiiderbeg. 
Thf)  next  Alphoneo,  spnuig  from  noble  blood ; 
Who,  laden  with  rich  Lusitanian  prize. 
Hath  rode  through  Syracuse  twice  in  pomp. 

Cyp.  Their  Ukiugs  to  the  motion  1 

Epire.  Tliey  are  like  wrath, 
Never  irnarmM  to  beat  weak  injury. 

Alph.  Nay  more,  we  are  the  sons  of  destiny  : 
Virtue's  our  guide,  our  aim  is  dignity. 

Phil.  'Sfoot,  king,  shalt  not  forsake  'em  :  this  I 
sec. 
Love,  figiit,  and  death  are  ruld  by  destiny. 

Cyp.  My  spirit  speaks  thy  motion, 
Madam,  although  advantage  might  evade. 
And  give  my  love  more  hope,  yet  my  bent  will, 
Bow'd  to  your  pleasure,  doth  embrace  your  law. 
We  do  accept  the  combat,  and  ourself 
Will  with  that  duke  try  fortunes  ;  this  my  friend, 
The  more  '  part  of  myself,  my  dearest  Philoolee, 
One  of  an  angel's  temper,  shall  with  that  lord 
Try  best  and  worst.     The  place  1  the  time  (  tin- 
sword  T 

Epire.  They  are  your  rights,  we  claim  as  chal- 
lengers. 

Cyp.  And  we  would  lose  that  'Tantag«;   but 

Makes  virtue  dullard,*  we  embrace  our  rights  : 
The  place  before  these  walla,  the  hour  next  sun, 
The  pole-axe  and  the  hand-uxe  for  the  fight. 

Queen.  It  is  enougb ; 
My  hostage  is  my  person  and  my  love, 


'  [Greater,  better.] 
-  [Pormer  edits.,  diihl,  wliieh  c 
ing.] 
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my  hope,  my  faith,  and  ruyalty. 
re  of  poise  aufficit<ut,  aud  od(< 


Ctp.  Andmh 
Kpike.   They 
light 
Shalt  at  one  instant  give  us  duy  aud  night. 

[BxeTiut  QcEKN,  Mariana,  £riRE, 

ALPHO^*SO,  Ac 
Cyp.  She's  gone,  my  PhUotles  :  and  as  she  goes, 
even  bo 
The  sun  forsakes  the  heavens  to  kiss  the  sea ; 
Day  in  her  beauty  leaves  us,  and  luethinks 
Her  absence  doth  exile  all  happiness 
Tell  me,  my  Philocles,  nay,  prytUee, 
Tell  me  true,  even  from  that  love 
\Vhich  to  us  both  should  blend  one  sympathy, 
Discharge  an  open  breast :  dost  thou  not  think 
She  is  the  mirror  of  her  beauteous  sex, 
Unporallel'd  and  imcompanioued  1 
Phil.   Envy  will  say  she's  rare ;  then  truth  must 
vow 
She  is  beyond  compare,  sith  in  her  looks 
Each  motion  hath  a  speaking  majesty ; 
She  ia  herself  compared  with  herself : 
For,  but  herself,  slie  hath  no  companion.' 
But  when  I  lliuik  of  1>eauty,  wit  and  grace. 
The  elements  of  native  *  delicacy, 
Those  all-eye-f  leasing  liarmonies  of  sight, 

'  If  Tiuabald  bid  iMCti  u»  woll  read  in  oar  Ancient  in- 
mMie  writers  w  be  protended  to  be,  be  trouid  bave  produced 
tbls  pMUtgc  in  justification  of  the  ccUbriLcd  line  m  "  The 
Double  FkUhood  "— 


It  It  «erUib,  ii  autburitics  woultl  unDtify  absurdity,  bo 
tnigbt  have  mode  •  better  defence  ngainat  Mr  Pope  tban 
that  which  he  pablisbed.  He  tnlfht  alsa  hkvo  quoted  tha 
follovlng  line  from  Mauingcr'a  "  Uuko  of  MiliD,"  act  jv. 


*  [Former  edits.,  otdie.l 
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Wbkh  do  enchaot  mm'a  &DoeB,  snd  atir  up 
The  Itfe-blaod  of  dall  eaitfa— <^  then  nuthinki 
Fair  Manam  luth  an  equal  place^ 
And  if  not  ootahine,  duoin  '  mora  beaati&iL 

Crr.  Hore  tbaa  mj  qtK«n  I 

Pbu.  Hoie  ia  tbe  glon  of  beanty;  hsa  in 
worth. 
In  wisdom  and  great  thoughts',  the  one  I  find 
Woa  made  for  wooder,  the  other  for  admire. 

Cyf.  Thine  eqnal  praises  make  my  fancies  rich : 
And  I  am  pleas'd  with  thy  comparisona; 
Things  of  Uke  nature  lire  in  best  concent, 
Scanty  with  subjects,  majesty  with  kings. 
Then  let  those  two  ideas  lively  more 
Spirit  beyond  all  spirit  in  our  breasts, 
Triat  in  the  end  of  onr  great  victory 
We  may  attain  both  love  and  majesty. 

Fril.  Although  my  first  creation  and  my  birtli, 
My  thoughtH  and  other  temj^erii  of  my  soul, 
Tuok  all  their  noble  beings  from  the  sword. 
And  made  me  only  for  the  use  of  wara ; 
Yet  in  this  combat,  something  (melhinks)  appears. 
Greater  than  the  greatest  glory,  and  doth  raise 
My  mind  beyond  nerself : 
'Sfoot,  methinks  Ciesar's  PharsaUa, 
Nor  Scipio's  Carthnge,  nor  Enulius'  acta, 
Were  worthy  chairs  of  triumph  :  they  o'er  men's 
Poor  mangled  bodies,  and  fire-wasted  climes, 
Made  their  triumphant  passage ;  but  we  two 
Must  conquer  thoughts  and  love  more  than  the 
gods  can  do. 

CVP.  True,  and  therein 
Consists  the  glorious  garland  of  our  praise — 
But  we  neglect  th'  alT&irs  of  jjreparation. 
Florio,  be  it  your  charge 
To  see  th'  erection  of  the  squared  lista, 

'  [Pormer  edits.,  if  a/iDUTi.j 
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Fit  ground  fur  either  army,  and  whnt  else 
llelongs  unto  such  royal  emiuence. 

Flo.  How  near  will  your  majesty  have'  the 
iJBls  extend 
Unto  the  city  walls  T 

Cyp.  So  as  the  dullest  eye 
May  see  the  heedfuU'et  pasaa^'e  in  the  figlit, 

i  LO.  What  square  or  circuit  1 

Cyp.  Threescore  pace  each  way. 

Flo.  Your  majesty  shall   have  your  will  per- 
form'd. 

Phil.  Do,   and  you  do  us  grace.    And  now, 
thou  sun, 
That  art  the  eye  of  heaven,  whose  pure  eight 
Shall  be  our  guide  and  Jove's  great  chronicler, 
Look  from  thy  sphere ! 
No  guilt  of  pride,  of  malice,  or  of  blood, 
Puts  on  our  armour;  only  pure  naked  love 
Tutors  our  hopes,  and  doth  our  actions  move. 

Cyp.  Enough,  my  Philoclea,  thine  orisons  arc 

Come,  let's  away.  [Exfimt. 


Enter  LOLLI.V,  t/if  U'lfe  <]f  Prate  the  Orator.- 

LOL.  Xow  fie  upon't,  who  would  be  an  orator's 
wife,  and  not  a  gentlewoman,  if  she  could  choose  ? 
A  lady  is  the  niost  sweet  lascivious  life,  congies 
and  kisses — the  tire,  0  the  tire,  made  castle  ujion 
utstle,  jewel  upon  jewel,  knot  upon  knot;  crowns, 
garlands,  gardings,*  and  what  not  ?  the  hood,  the 

'  [EdiU.,  Majaij^i  hand.  The  emendaLioD  was  »ug- 
getlcd  b;  Collier.] 

*  There  ■raoil  no  reason  tor  omitting  these  eip1»nalorj 
matten,  which  Mve  n  rcf<;reaec  lo  the  Dramati'i  Ftrnma. 
—VoUitr. 

'  [Former  edil«.,  garjtni.^ 
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rebate,'  the  French  fall,^  the  looae-boJied  gown, 
the  pin  in  the  hair ;  no  cUwiug  the  pat«,  then 
picluug  the  teeth,  and  everyday  change;  when  we 
poor  aouls  must  come  aad  go  for  every  man's 
pleasure  :  and  what's  a  tody  more  than  another 
body  1  we  have  legs  and  hands,  and  rolling  eyes, 
hanging  lips,  sle<^  browsi,  cherry  cheeks,  and 
other  things  as  ladles  have — but  the  fashion  carries 
it  away. 

Enter  Miitrea  COLLAQUINTIDA. 

Col.  Why  how  now,  Mistress  Prate  !  i'  th'  old 
disease  still!  will  it  never  l>e  better  I  cannot  a 
woman  find  one  kind  man  amongst  twenty  ?  0 
the  days  that  I  have  seen,  when  the  law  of  a 
woman's  wit  could  have  put  her  husband's  purse 
to  esecutiou ! 

Loi..  0  Mistress  CoUaq^uiiUida,  mine  is  eyea 
the  unnaturallest  man  to  his  wife 

Col.  Faith,  for  the  most  part,  all  scholars  are 
so,  for  they  take  so  upon  them  to  know  all  tilings, 
that  indeed  they  know  nothing ;  and  besides, 
they  are  witli  study  and  ease  grown  so  unwieldy, 
that  a  woman  shall  ue'er  want  a  sore  stomach 
that's  troubled  with  them. 

Loi.  And  yet  they  must  have  the  governmeut 
of  all. 

Col.  True,  and  creat  reason  they  have  for  it : 
Imt  a  wis<>  man  will  jiut  it  in  a  woman's  hand : 
what  \  she'll  save  what  he  spends. 

LoL.  You  have  a  pretty  ruff,  how  deep  ia  it) 

Col.  Nay  this  is  but  shallow ;  marry,  I  have  a 
ruff  is  a  quarter  deep,  measvired  hy  the  yard  ? 

far  the  neck,  ■  ooltar-b*Dil,  or  kind  of 


ruff.    Fr.  Rabat. 

'  [AUuiivdj  t. 
ladlee.] 
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Lor.  Ituleed !  by  tli«  yard } 

Col.  fiy  tiie  Etandanl,  I  aasure  ,vou:  you  have  u 
pretty  s«t  too  I  how  big  is  the  sU-el  you  set  with  t 

LoL.  As  big  as' is'  reasonable  suffir.ient ; — [lity 
of  my  lite,  I  have  forgot  myself;  if  luy  husband 
should  rise  from  his  study,  and  miss  me,  we 
should  have  such  a  coU. 

Col.  a  coil,  why  what  coil  I  if  he  were  my 
husband,  and  did  but  thwart  me,  I  would  ring 
him  so  many  alarums,  souud  him  so  many  brass 
trumpets,  beat  him  so  many  drums  to  his  confusiou, 
and  thunder  him  sueh  a  peal  of  great-shot,  that  I 
would  turn  his  brain  in  the  pan,  and  make  him 
mad  with  an  eternal  silence. 

LOL.  0  Mistress  GoUaquintida,  but  my  hus- 
band's anger  is  the  worst-favouredst,  without  all 
conscience,  of  any  man's  in  all  Sicily ;  he  is  even 
as  peevish  as  a  sick  monkey,  and  as  waspish  as 
an  ill-pleas'd  bride  the  second  morning. 

Col.  Let  your  wrath  be  reciprocal,  and  pay 
him  at  his  own  weapon — but  to  the  purpose  for 
which  I  tame.  The  party  you  wot  of  commends 
him  to  you  in  this  diamond;  he  that  met  thf> 
parly  you  know,  and  said  the  party's  party  was  a 
party  of  a  partly  pretty  understanding. 

LoL.  O,  the  Lord  Alphonso. 

Cou  The  very  same,  believe  it :  he  loves  you. 
and  swears  be  so  loves  you,  tliat  if  you  do  not 
credit  him,  you  are  worse  than  an  infidel. 

IiOL.  Indeed,  Mistress  Collaquintida,  be  hatli 
the  right  garb  for  ^parel,  the  true  touch  with  the 
tongue  in  the  kiss,  and  he  dances  well  but  falls 
heavily :  but  my  husband,  woman,  my  husband  ! — 
if  we  could  put  out  lus  cat's  eyes,  tlkere  were  aome- 
thing  lo  be  said  ;  but  tliey  are  ever  peeping  and 
prying,   that  they  are  able  lo  pierco   through  a 

'  [Old  copy,  U.J 
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millstone :  besides,  I  msy  say  to  you,  he  is  n  little 
jealous  too  ;  And  see  where  he  comes  1     We  shoU 
have  a  coil  now. 

Etilrr  Prate  the  Oi-ator. 

Col.  Begin  you  to  jjout  first;  for  that's  a 
woman's  prevention. 

Prate.  \Vhat,  Lollia,  I  say,  where  are  you  i 
my  house  looks  you,  my  men  lack  you,  I  seek  you, 
and  a  whole  quest  of  inquiry  cannot  find  you  ;  fie, 
tie,  fie  !  idleness  is  the  whip  of  thrifCi  a  good  house- 
irife  should  ever  be  occupied. 

LoL.  Indeed  I  have  much  joy  to  be  occupied  in 
anybody's  company. 

Prate.  Why,  what's  the  matter ) 

LoL.  Why,  orators'  wives  shortly  will  be  known 
like  images  on  water-stairs,  ever  in  one  weather- 
beaten  suit,  as  if  none  wore  hoods  but  monks  and 
ladies :  nor  feathers,  but  fore-horses  and  waiting 
gentlewomen ;  nor  chains,  but  prisoners  and  lords' 
officers ;  nor  periwigs,  but  players  and  hot-braJna — 
but  the  weakest  must  to  the  wall  stilL* 

Prate.  Go  to,  you  shall  have  what  you  wilL 

LoL.  Nay,  nay,  'twas  my  hard  fortune  to  be 
your  wife ;  time  was  I  might  hare  done  otherwise. 
But  it  matters  not :  you  esteem  me,  as  you  do 
yourself,  and  think  all  things  costly  enough  that 
cover  shame,  and  that  a  pair  of  silken  fore-sleevea 

>  Tbii  proverb  it  alio  iiuoted  in  "  The  BIooiIt  Banquet." 
by  T.   D,.    1639,  *hicU   Mr  Maloue   [wrongly]   givM  w 
K.  Darenport- 

There  vnu  a  pky  Snt  printod  in  1800,  under  the  title  of 
"Tbo  Weakest  goeth  to  tlio  Wall,"  the  plot  of  whkb  is 
taksn  willt  much  aerrility  from  B.  Riclr>  "  Farerell  to  the 
UiliUrie  rrofeuioD,"  IfiSl  and  lUOS,  which  t)ook  alM  fur- 
niahed  Shakespeare  irith  the  plot  of  hii  "Tvtlflh  Hight." 
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to  a  B&tiii  breastplate  is  a  garment  good  enough 
for  a  capitol ;  but  is  AlaeUsr  Wrangle,  Master 
Tangle,  or  Master  Trolbear,  of  tLat  opiuiout  in 
faith,  sir,  no. 

There's  never  a  gallant  in  our  state 

That  goes  more  rich  in  gaudy  bravery ; 

And  yet  (I  hope)  for  quality  of  speech, 

Audacious  words,  or  quirks  or  quiddities, 

You  are  not  held  their  much  inferior. 

Fie,  fie !  I  am  ashamed  to  see  your  baseness. 

Cou  Indeed,  Master  Prate,  she  tells  you  truly  ; 
I  wonder  that  you,  being  a  proper  man  and  an 
orator,  will  not  go  brave,'  according  to  the  custom 
of  the  country. 

Prate.  Go  to,  neighbour ;  he  that  will  rise  to 
the  top  of  a  high  ladder  must  go  up,  not  leap  up  : 
but  be  patient,  wench,  and  thou  shalt  shortly  see 
me  gallant  it  with  the  best,  and  for  thyself,  my 
Lollia— 

Not  Lollia  Paulina,  nor  those  blazing  stars. 

Which  make  the  world  the  apes  of  Italy, 

Shall  match  thyself  in  sun-bright  splcndency. 

LoL.  Nay,  verily,  for  myself  I  care  not,  'tis 
you  that  are  my  pride  ;  if  yon  would  go  like  your- 
self, 1  were  appeased. 

Prate.  Believe  it,  wench,  so  I  will : — but  to 
the  purpose  for  which  I  came.  The  end  of  this 
great  war  is  now  brought  to  a  combat,  two  to 
two,  the  Duke  of  Epire  and  Alphonso  for  our 
queen,  against  the  king  and  Prince  Philocles  : 
now,  wench,  if  thou  wilt  go  see  the  tight,  I  will 
send  and  provide  thee  of  a  good  standing. 

LoL.  Indeed,  for  you  have  ne'er  a  good  one  of 
your  own.  [Aside. 

Prate.  What !  Precedent,  I  say  ! 

Pre.  [WitKin.]  Anon,  anon,  sir. 
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Prate.  Why,  when,  I  aay  1  tke  vIUmb'b  Iwlly  is 
like  a  bottomless  pit— ^ver  filling,  mid  yet  empty  ; 
at  your  leisure,  sir. 

Enter  PRECEDENT,  PRATE'S  man,  ffainff. 

Pre.  I  can  make  no  more  haste  than  my  teeth 
ivill  give  me  lenve, 

Pratb.  Well,  air,  get  you  without  the  town  to 
the  place  of  the  comtiat,  and  provide  me  for  my 
wife  some  good  stautling  to  see  the  conflict. 

Pre.  How.  master,  how  I  must  I  provide  t 
good  standing  for  you  for  my  mistress )  truly, 
master,  I  thiiik  a  marrow-bone  pie,  candied  erin: 
goes,  preserved  dates,  marmalade  of  canthnrides, 
were  much  better  harbingers ;  cock-sparrow  stewed, 
doves'  brains,  or  swans'  pizzles,  are  very  provoca- 
tive ;  roasted  potatoes  ^  or  boiled  skirrets '  are 
your  ouly  lofty  dishes  ;  methinka  those  shouhl  fit 
you  better  than  I  can  do. 

Prate.  What's  this,  what's  this  t  I  say,  provide 
me  a  standing  for  my  wife  upon  a  scaffold 

Pre.  And  truly,  master,  I  think  a  private 
chamber  were  better. 

Prate.  I  grant  you — if  there  were  a  charaber 
convenient. 

Pre.  Willing  minds  will  make  shift  in  a  simple 
hole ;  close  windows,  strong  locks,  liard  bed,  and 
sure  posts,  are  your  only  ornaments. 

PRATK.  I  tliiok  the  knave  be  mad  ;  Hirrali,  you 
chopdogic  blockhead,  you  that  have  your  brain- 
pan made  of  dry  leatlier,  and  your  wit  ever  wet- 

>  Sea  Mr  Colline's  note  la  "  Troiliia  and  CrcsMda,"  |^ot 
Djea'g  "  Shikeipeira  Olonaty,"  art,  Potato.'i 

'  "  Stirr«t,  SiHamm,  quui  skirwart,  i.t.,  alsir-worL 
Tiberil  Aug.  delicite:  credo  patios  a  Belg.  luscker-iForUi, 
idem  sifrnante.  .  .  ."—Stlnnrr.  Coniimrc  13o(ni»n  biuI  C. 
PHbU  "  Nat  Hisl.-  lib.  xii.  c.  S. 
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Bhod,  pack  about  your  business,  or  I'll  pack  jour 
pen  and  inkhom  about  your  eon. 

Pre.  Well,  sir,  I  may  go  or  so,  but  would  my 
mistreM  take  a  stauding  of  my  prefenaent,  I 
would  so  mount  her,  she  should  love  strange 
things  the  better  all  her  life  ader.  [A»idt. 

Prate.  Why,  when,  sir  I        [E^eit  PREtEDEST. 
And  come,  sweet  wife ;  and,  neighbour, 
Let  us  have  your  company  too.  [£Veuii(. 

£nler  at  one  door  a  1/tralJ,  and  FLORIO,  ntarshal 
/or  the  Kin</,  with  offinn  beaj'iiur  the  littt;  «( 
die  other  door  a  Herald,  and  U.KLlo,  mart/ial 
/or  tht  Quten. 

C.f-  Holla  !  what  are  you  ? 
Flo.  Higli  marshal  for  the  king.     Vour  char- 
acter 1 
C*.  I  likewise  for  the  queen ;  where  lies  your 

equal  ground  1 
FLa  Here   underneath  tliesi'  walls,  and  ihei.- 
and  there 
Ground  for  the  battles, 

C.s.  Place  there  the  queen's  seat. 
And  there  and  there  t.'liairs  for  die  combatants. 
Flo.    Place  here   Uie  lists;  fix  every  joint  as 
strong. 
As  twere  a  wall ;  for  on  this  foot  of  earth 
This  day  shall  stand  two  famous  monuments  ; 
The  one  a  throne  of  glory  bright  as  gold, 
Bumtsh'd  with  angels'  lustre,  and  with  stars 
Pluck'd  from  the  crown  of  conquest,  in  which  fih.ill 

sli 
Men  made  half-gods  through  famotis  victory  : 
The  other  a  rich  tomb  of  memorable  fame. 
Built  by  the  curious  thoughts  of  noble  minds. 
In  which  shall  sleep  these  valiant  souls  in  peace, 
Whom  fortune's  hand  shall  only  overthrow. 
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}{eavcn,  in  tliy  palm  thia  day  the  balance  liinga,' 

^V^lich  makes  kuigs  gods,  ov  men  more  great  thai) 

kings. 

Cs.  So,  now  let  the  heralds  give  the  champions 

sign 

Of  ready  preparations.  [A'xtimt  I/eralJa. 

2Vie  eomtis  tovnd ;  atid  enter  at  one  end  of  the  ttage 
a  Herald,  two  Pagei,  one  uiilh  •pole-axet,  (he 
oUter  uith  liand-axet,  the  DuKK  OF  Epire  ami 
AlPHONSO,  like  eombatantt;  tlie  QpKKN  and 
Mariana  ;  Prate,  Lolua,  Collaquintida, 
and  Precedent  aloft. 

Flo.  What   are  you    that  appear,  and  what 
devoir 
Draws  you  within  tliese  lists  ? 

Epire.  I  am  the  Duke  of  Epire,  and  the  mine,* 
Which  doth  attract  my  spirit  to  nm  tliia  marshal " 
course 

Is  the  fair  guard  of  a  distressed  queen,  would  wed 
To  hate  and  inequality,  and  brutish  force  ; 
\Vhich  to  withstand  I  boldly  enter  thus, 
And  will  defail,*  or  else  prove  recreant. 

Flo.  And  what  are  you,  or  your  intendimentsj 

Axpn.  I  am  Alphonso,  marshal  of  this  realm. 
Who  of  like-temper'd  thoughts  and  like  desires 
Have  grouuded  thia  my  sanctimonious  zeal, 
And  will  approve  the  duke's  assertions. 
Or  in  this  field  lie  slain  and  recreant. 

Flo.  Enter  and  jirosper,  as  your  cause  deserves. 

'  [An  old  form  of]  hanffi.  Seethe  Qlossarj  to  Dauglu'a 
"Virgil,"  roce  Hingan  [or  Hnlliwoll's  "Diet."  in  t.J 

■  The  magnet,  fur  in  Kent  tliey  call  Ihe  ironetone  nine, 
quui  mintral.—Peggt, 

'  [Unrtial.] 

•  ».«.,  Prove  defective,  f»il  in  mjetrengtb  :  dr/ailltr,  Ti. 
— Stetrcni. 
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Tluf  coruitt  »ound;  uad  e,iln-  at  llif  olhrr  end  of  the 
ilofft  a  fitralff,  firo  Paget  with  \Jiaml-ytxet  and 
poit-axtt;  thru  the  KiNG  OF  CvPItUS  ami 
PaiLOCLES,  like  comhalanti,  and  thtir  array.^ 

C.«.  What  are  you  that  appear,  and  what  devoir 
Draws  you  withiu  the»e  lista ) 

CyP.  I  am  the  King  of  Cyprus  who,  led  on 
By  the  divine  instinct  of  heavenly  love, 
Cuue  with  my  sword  tu  beg  that  royal  maid. 
And  tti  approve  by  gift  of  heaven  and  fate 
She  is  alone  to  me  appropriate  : 
Which  to  maintain,  1  ch^enge  entrance  hc're, 
Where  I  will  live  a  king  or  recreant, 

Ca  And  what  are  you  or  your  intendimeuta  ? 

Phil.  I  am  less  than  my  thoughts,  more  tliiiii 
mysyelf, 
Yet  nothing  but  tlie  creature  of  my  fate  ; 
By  name  my  nature  only  is  obscur'd. 
And  yet  the  ivorid  baptiz'd  me  Philoelea  ; 
My  entrance  here  is  proof  of  holy  zeal, 
And  to  maintain  that,  no  severe  disdain, 
False  ehape  of  chastity,  nor  woman's  will, 
Negtoctive  petulance  or  uncertain  hope, 
Fonl-visor'd  coyness,  nor  seducing  fame, 
Should  rob  the  royal  temper  of  true  love 
From  the  desired  aim  of  bis  desires, 
Wliich  my  best  blood  shall  witness,  or  this  field 
Entomb  my  body,  made  a  recreant, 

C*.  Enter  and  prosper,  as  your  cause  deaen-es. 

[Draws  two  mmr.lt. 

TlO.  Princcs,lay  your  hands  on  these  swords'points. 

Here  you  shall  swear'  by  hope,  by  heaven,  by  Jove, 

'  {Edlta..  army,'  but  tbo  king  would  Hurcetj-  Lring  au 
KTtny  to  nich  nn  ^iicouDler,  even  it  Bliige-iinnj',1 

*  When  the  cnmlol  wa«  ilemuiidcil  aad  alloved,  it  Wat 
the  custom  for  eucli  partr  lo  take  an  oaili  t«  tUo  fuilowiiit' 
purport,   Tiz.,  "  Ibat  llicy  bad  not   br:>uglil  iulu  tbc  lists 

VDI„  X.  I 


ISO 
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And  hf  tbe  ri^t  joa  thaHeage  in  tnu  Cune, 

That  heie  ro*>  "t>i>d  »<*  am  <i  wiUi  aaj'  guile, 

UnUgMHt  hftto,  or  uurpotdon 

Of  pHiltcn,  cbarnu,  or  nighrspells ;  characters. 

Or  other  black  icfemal  Tanb^cs ; 

Bot  ereD  with  thongfau  u  pan 

A«  yonr  pure  valoars  or  the  nm's  pure  beams, 

T  approve  the  ri^t  of  joiir '  affection  ; 

And  Iwrwsoe'er  yenr  fortunes  riae  or  fall. 

To  break  no  faith  in  yoar  conditions. 

So  Iii'lp  you  Jove  ! 
All.  We  swear ! 

QlEEX.  How    often  do    nij-   niniden    thoughts 
correct 
And  cliidc  iny  froward  will  for  this  extreme 
Pursuit  of  blood  t  believe  me,  fain  I  would 
Recall  mine  oath's  vow,  did  not  my  shame 
Hi>ld  fast  my  cruelty,  by  which  is  tanght 
Thoae  gems  are  priiwd  best  are  dearest  bonght, 
Sleep,  my  love's  soilness  then,  waken  my  flame, 
■Which  guards  a  vestal  sanctity  1     Princes,  behold, 
Upon  those  weapons  sits  my  gotl  of  love. 
Anil  ill  their  [wwers  my  love's  security.' 
If  them  yon  conquer,  we  are  all  your  slaves  : 
If  they  triumph,  we'll  mourn  upon  your  graves. 

MAlt.  Now,  by  my  maiden  modesty,  I  wish 
(lood  fortune  to  that  Philocles :  my  mind 
Preugcs  virtue  in  his  eaglet's  eyes. 
'Sfoot,  he  looks  like  a  sparrow-hawk  or  a  wanton 
fire. 

olhor  armour  or  weapon  than  was  allowed,  neither  any 
engine,  inatrumriit,  /itrtn.  charm,  or  enehantiHtnl,  and  lli«t 
neitlicr  of  thciii  iliiiiild  pat  afSanni  or  trust  in  anything 
oilier  tlicin  tiod  and  their  own  valann,  as  Qod  nnd  the  hol.v 
Kvuniii'liaia  aliniilJ  help  tUeni."— Se^pir's  "  Honour  Slllf- 
iBiy,  *e.,"  I'.  134. 

ams  alao  Ur  BtcGVi^m'H  note  oii  "  MucbeCh,"  act  v.  b&  7, 

'   lOlil  eopj.  pure] 

■  [t'uimfroan*.,  .m.iVl 
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KA.  flash  of  lightning  or  a  glimpse  of  dny : 
f  Hia  aye  steals  lo  my  lieart,  niti]  lets  it  see 
I  More  than  it  woiild :  jieace  1  blab  no  aecreoy ; 
[He  must  hare  blows. 

Flo.    Sound    cornets,    princes,    respect    your 
giurds, 

[Ifere  thtff  fight,   ami   PHrtOCLES   oi'Ttliroits 
Alphonso,  and  Efire  ovtrlkrow  Cyprcs, 
PniL.  I   crave  the  queen's  conditions,  or  tliia 
blow 
^  Sends  this  afflicted  soul  to  heaven  or  hell. 
Speak,  niitdnm,  will  you  yield,  or  shall  he  die  I 
£pm&  Neither,  bold  prince ;  if  thou  but  toucli 
a  hair. 
The  king's  breath  shall  redeem  it :  madam,  your 

I         love 
Jb  safe  in  angels'  guarding  ;  let  no  fear 
Shake  hands  with  doubtfulness  :  you  are  as  safe 
As  in  a  tower  of  diamonds. 
Phii-  0,  'tis  but  glass, 
And  caunot  bear  this  axe's  massiness. 
Duke,  thy    brave  words,  that    second   thy  bravo 

deeds, 
Fill  me  with  emulation  :  only  we  two 
Stand  equal  victors ;  then  if  thou  hast  that  tie 
And  bond  of  well-knit  valour,  which  unites 
Virtue  and  fame  together,  let  us  restore 
Our  captives  nnto  freedom,  and  we  two 
In  single  combat  try  out  the  mastery. 
Where  whoso  falls,  each  other  shall  subscribe 
\Se  every  clause  in  each  condition. 

B-IBE.  Thou    art    the    index   of    mine    ample 
thought, 
^Lnd  I  am  pleas'd  with  thine  elertion. 
Efoeak,  madam,  if  ever  1  deserved  grace, 
KCirace  me  with  your  consent. 
I     QlTEB*).  Tis  all  my  will. 
VTby  noble  hand  erect  and  perfect  mc. 
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Phil.  What  says  liia  majesty  1 
Jlj-  stars  are  writ  in  heaven  :  nor  death  nor  fate 
Are  slaves  to  fear,  to  hope,  or  human  atate. 

Cyp,  I  neither  fear  thy  fortune  nor  my  ruin  ; 
But  hold  them  all  beyond  all  prophecy. 
Thou  hast  my  free  consent,  and  on  thy  power 
Lies  my  life's  date  or  my  death's  hour. 

Epirk.  Then  rise  and  live  with  safety. 

Phil.  Alphonso,  here  my  hand. 
Thy  fortune  lends  thy  peace  no  infamy. 
And  now,  thou  "lorious  issue  of  Jove'a  brain,' 
That  burnt  the  Telamonian  ravisher, 
Look  from  thy  sphere,  and  if  my  heart  contain 
An  impure  tliought  of  lust,  send  tliy  monsters  forth 
And  make  me  more  than  earthly  miserable. 

[Here  the  corned  tuund,  tJiey  fy/it,  and  Philo- 
CLES  overcvme*  the  DUKE.  3'he  QlJEK>f 
deactndt,^ 

Phil.  Yield,  recreant,*  or  die  ! 

Epirk  Thine  axe  liath  not  the  power  to  wound 
my  thought. 
And  yields  a  word  my  tongue  could  never  sound. 
I  say  thou'rt  worthy,  valiant,  for  my  death  ; 
Let  the  queen  speak  it — 'tis  an  easy  breath. 

Queen.  Not  for  the  world's  larye  circuit ;  hold, 
gentle  prince. 
Thus  I  do  pay  his  ransom  :  low  as  the  gi'ound, 
I  tender  my  unspotted  virgin  love 
To  thy  great   will's  commandment :  let  not  my 

care, 
My  woman  tyranny,  or  too  strict  guard, 
In  bloody  purchase  take  away  those  sweets 
Till  now  have  govcm'd  your  amaz'd  desires  ; 


^  ('.«.,  Miiiert-i,  nho  killed  Ajaz  OileaB  with  a  tbunderlMlt 
far  MvUbiDg  Cnnsandra  in  her  temple. — Stuetnt. 
'  (liolhlheediM..  d:/c«rf..] 
'  [EdiU.,reeanl.] 
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For  trust  me,  king,  I  will  redeem  my  l)lame 
With  as  much  love  as  Philoclos  liath  fame, 

Cyp.  Thus  cornea  a  calm  unto  a  sea-wreck'd  soul, 
Ease  to  the  pained,  food  unto  the  etarv'd. 
As  you  to  me,  my  best  creation. 
Trust  me,  my  queen  j  my  love'a  large  chronicle 
Thou  never  ahaJt  o'erread.  because  each  day 
It  shall  beget  new  matter  of  amaze. 
And  live  to  do  thee  grace  eternally. 
Next  whom  ray  Philocles,  my  bounteous  friend, 
Author  of  life,  und  sovereign  of  my  love, 
Uy   heart  shall   be    thy    throne,    thy   breast  tiie 

shrine, 
Where  I  will  sit  to  study  gratefulness. 
To  you,  and  you,  my  lords,  my  best  of  tliou'^lits. 
Whose  loves  have  show'd  a  duteous  carefulness ; 
To  all,  free  thanks  and  graces.     This  unity 
Of  love  and  kingdoms  is  a  glorious  sight. 
Mount  up  the  royal  chanipjon,  music  and  curtiets 

sound : 
Let    shouts  and    cries   make  heaven   and  earth 

rebound,  [£reuiil. 

Epire.  How  like  the  sun's  great  bastard  oVr 

the  world 
Rides  this  man-mounted  engine,  this  proud  prince, 
And  with  his  breath  singes  our  continents. 
Sit  fast,  proud  Phaeton,  or  '  by  heaven  I'll  kick 
And  plunge  thee  in  the  sea  ;  if  thou'lt  needs  ride, 
Thou  ehouldst  have  made  thy  seat  upon  a  slave, 
And  not  upon  mine  honour's  firmament. 
Thou  hast  not  heard  the  god  of  wisdom's  tale, 
Nor  can  thy  youth  curb  greatness,  tilt  my  hate 
Confound  thy  life  with  villain  policy. 
I  un  resolv'd,  since  virtue  hath  disdain'd 
To  dothe  me  in  her  riches,  henceforth  to  prove 
A  villain  fatal,  black  and  ominous. 

'  [Uld  COpJ,  (ur] 


Ui 
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Thy  virtue  ia  the  ground  of  my  dislike  ; 
And  my  disgrace,  the  edge  of  envy's  sword, 
Which  like  a  razor  shall  unplume  thy  crest, 
And  rob  thee  of  thy  native  excellence. 
When  great  thoughts  give  their  homage  to  disgrace. 
There's  no  respect  of  deeds,  time,  thoughts,  or 
place. 


ACTUS  n.,  SC-ENA  1. 

Enter  pRATE,  LoLLLi,  CoLLAQUINTroA,  and 

Precedent. 

Pbate.  Come,  wife,  methought  our  party  stoo<l 
stifly  to  it. 

Pre.  Indeed  they  were  stiiT,  whilst  tliey  stood ; 
hut  when  they  were  down,  they  were  like  men  of 
n  low  world.  A  man  might  have  wound  their 
worst  anger  about  his  finger. 

Lou  Go  to,  sirrah,  you  must  have  yoar  fool's 
bolt  in  everybody's  quiver. 

Pre.  Indeed,  mistress,  if  my  master  should 
break  hh  arrow  with  foul  shooting  or  so,  I  would 
be  glad  if  mine  might  supply  the  hole,^ 

Prate.  I  find  you  kind,  sir. 

Pre.  True,  sir,  according  to  my  kind,  and  to 
pleasure  my  kind  mistress. 

Prate.  Go  to,  sirrah,  I  will  not  have  your  kind- 
ness to  intermeddle  with  her  kind ;  she  is  meal 
for  yoiir  master. 

Pre.  And  your  man,  sir,  may  lick  your  foul 
trencher. 

Col.  A)',  but  not  eat  of  hia  mutton. 

Pre.  Yet  I  may  dip  my  bread  in  the  wool. 
Mistress  Collaqiiinlidft. 

I  [EJiU.,  irhdc] 
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Prate.  Go  to,  sirr&b,  you  will  lie  ofeeoue,  ami 
tlieu  I  shall  knouk  yuiL  But  to  the  combRt.  Me- 
thougbt  our  side  were  tlie  moat  proper  men. 

LoL.  True,  and  therefore  they  had  the  worse 

iiirtune  :  but  see,  here's  the  Lord  Florio. 


£nUr  Flokio. 

Flo.  Master  Orator,  it  is  the  king  and  queen's 
ujajesties'  ijleasure  that  you  presently  repair  unto 
the  court,  touching  the  drawing  out  of  certaiu 
urticles  for  the  benefit  of  both  the  kingiloms. 

Prate.  My  lord,  I  will  iuat«ntly  attend  their 
majesties. 

Flo.  Do,  for  they  expect  you  seriously. 

[£xit  Florio. 

Prate.  Wife,  you  can  have  my  eervice  no 
longer.  Sirrah  Precedent,  attend  you  upon  your 
loifitress  home ;  and,  wife,  I  would  liave  you  to 
hold  your  journey  directly  homeward,  and  not  to 
imitate  princes  in  their  progress ;  step  not  out  of 
your  way  to  visit  a  new  gossip,  to  see  a  new 
ganlen-house,  to  smell  the  perfumes  of  court 
jerkins,  or  to  handle  other  tools  tlian  may  l)e  lit 
for  your  moilcsty.  I  would  not  have  you  to  step 
intu  the  suburbs,  and  acquaint  yourself  either  with 
monsters  or  motions,'  but  holding  your  way 
directly  homeward,  show  yourself  still  U>  be  a  rare 
housewife. 

LoL.  r  faith,  i'  faith,  your  black  outside  ivill 
have  a  yell  aw  lining.* 

Pbatb.  Contetit  thee,  Avife,  it  is  but  my  love 
that  ^ves  thee  good  counsel  But  here  comes  one 
4iT  my  clients. 


'  i.t.,  Pappcl-sliowe. 


'[AUudiiig  to  hiejcaiousy.] 
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EaCer  Dbap,  a  countiff  ^fnllfmnn. 

Drap.  Sir,  master  orntor,  I  am  bold  to  troulile 
you  about  my  suit. 

Pbate.  Sir,  master  country  gentleman,  I  am 
now  for  present  business  of  the  king's. 

Drap.  You  may  the  bettpr  remembrir  mc. 

Prate.  Heyday  !  I  shall  mix  your  busines.-* 
witli  the  king's! 

Drap.  No,  but  jou  may  let  liis  majesty  know 
my  necessity. 

Prate.  Sir,  sir,  you  must  not  confine  me  hi 
your  seasons.  1  t«ll  you,  I  will  seleut '  mine  own 
leisures. 

Enter  Veloitrs,  a  cUiiat. 

Vki..  Master  orator.  Is  it  your  pleasure  I  attend 

you  about  my  iluupatchea  1 

I'RATE.  Sir,  it  is  my  pleasure  you  liespatch  your- 
self from  mine  encumbrance  ;  1  tel!  you,  1  am  for 
instant  Imsineas  of  the  king's. 

Vbl.  Sir,  I  have  borne  my  attendanee  long. 

Prath  Bear  it  till  your  bones  ache,  I  tell  you ; 
1  cannot  bear  it  now,  I  am  for  new  business. 

Drap  and  Vel  Yet  the  old  should  be  des- 
jiatched  ;  it  was  first  paid  for. 

Prate.  If  you  be  gentlemen,  do  not  niakeme  mad. 

Drap  ami  Vel.  Sir,  our  suits  are  of  great  weighL 

pR.tTE.  If  you  Imj  Christians,  do  not  make  mo 
an  atlieist.     I  shall  profane  if  you  vex  me  thus. 

Entrr  the  LOKD  Mbchant. 

What,  more  vexation  1  My  lord,  my  lord,  save 
your  breath  for  your  broth  ;  I  am  not  now  at  lei- 
sure to  attend  you. 

■  lOld  cop;-,  colUrt.] 
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Mech.  a  word,  gooil  master  oi-ator. 

Peate.  Not  a  word,  I  beseech  your  lordship.  I 
Hm  for  the  king's  business ;  you  must  attend  nui 
At  my  chamber.  [Exit  Prate, 

Mech.,  Drap,  and  Vkl.  And  everywhere  else  : 
wo  will  not  leave  you.  [Exeunt. 

Pbk.  Now  (methiuka)  my  master  is  like  a  horse- 
leech, and  these  suitors  so  niauy  siuk  uf  the  gout, 
that  come  to  have  him  suck  their  blood.  0,  'tis  a 
mad  world ! 

LoL.  Go  to,  sirrah,  you  will  never  leave  your 
i-rabtree  similes;  but,  pity  of  me,  whom  liave  vv 
ben?  I 

EiiUi-  AmroNso. 

O,  lis  the  Lord  Alphonso. 

Alph.  Mistress,  God  save  :  nay,  your  lip,  am  I  * 
a  Stranger,  and  how  doth  Mialross  Collaquintida  1 
O,  yoH  are  an  excellent  seaaoner  of  city  storaaelia, 

UoL.  Faith,  my  lord,  I  have  done  my  best  to 
make  somebody  relish  your  sweetmeats.  But 
harkee  you,  my  lord,  I  have  struck  the  stroke,  1 
have  done  the  deed ;  there  wants  nutliing  but 
time,  place,  and  her  consent. 

Alph.  Call  you  that  nothing  T 

Col.  a  tiifle,  a  trifle ;  upon  her,  my  lord  ;  bIki 
may  seem  a  little  rough  at  the  first,  but  If  you 
stand  stittly  to  her,  she'll  fall.  A  word  with  you, 
Master  Precedent.  [7'Aey  v>hitper. 

Alph.  ?)Iisti-eas  Prate,  1  am  a  soldier,  and  can 
better  act  my  love  than  speak  it.  My  suit  you 
know  by  your  neighbour,  my  love  you  shall  prove 
by  my  merit ;  to  both  which  my  tokens  have  been 
petty  witnesses  ;  and  my  body  shall  seal  and 
deliver  ujwu  thee  such  a  brave  confirmation,  that 


•[E,iiti 
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a  Sii'ily  sball  be  able  to  cancel 


not  all  the  oratora  ii 
the  deed. 

LoL.  Truly,  my  lord,  methiuksyou.beingwitty, 
should  be  honest. 

Alph.  Nay,  vreneh,  if  I  were  a  fool,  there's  no 
(lueslion  but  I  would  be  honest ;  but  to  the  pur- 
pose; say,  wencli,  shall  I  enjoy,  shall  I  possess  1 

LoL.  To  eiijoy  my  lovo,  is  not  to  possess  my 
body. 

ALPn.  Tut,  wencb,  they  be  words  of  one  signifi- 
cation, and  cannot  be  sepsraUrd. 

LoL.  Nay,  then,  I  should  wrong  my  husband. 

Alph.  'Sfoot,  Ihou  shouldst  but  do  for  him  as  he 
does  for  the  whole  world.  Why,  an  orator  were  a 
needless  name,  if  it  were  not  to  defend  wrong ; 
then,  wencli,  do  as  he  doth,  write  by  a  precedent 

LoL.  O,  my  lord,  I  have  a  hnsbuid, 
A  man  whose  waking  jealousy  survives. 
And  like  a  lion,  sleeps  with  open  eyes  ; 
That  not  a  minute  of  mine  hours  are  free 
From  the  intelligence  of  his  secret  spies. 
I  am  a  very  covert '  Danae, 
Thorough  whose  roof  suspicion  will  not  let 
Gold  showers  haie  passage,  nor  can  I  deceive 
His  Argus  eyes  with  any  policy : 
And  yet  I  swear  I  love  you. 

Ai.PH.  Dearest '  affection  I  if  thou  lov'st  nie^  as 
thou  say'st  thou  dost. 
Thou  canst  invent  some  means  for  our  delight. 
The  rather  sith  it  ever  hath  heeu  said 
That  walls  of  brass  witlistaiid  net  willing  minds : 
And    women,  when    they're    pivne,    make    love 
admir'd 


■  The  edition  af  1008  reads  louaiii,  which  may  l«  right. 
Thd  edition  of  ICltS  reads  covard;  bat  protubljr  antrt  i* 
l\it  correct  vuTd.—  CMier. 

'  [l^dilB.,  dealh  of,  Hbicli  U  utEurcdIy  n 
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Fop  quvnt  eudenvours  :  come,  instrnct  tliy  wit, 
And  find  some  scale  to  our  high  height  of  bliss. 

LoL.  Then  briefly  thus,  my  lord. 
To-morrow  doth  the  sennte  sit  to  judge 
Causes  both  criminal  and  of  the  state  ; 
Where  of  necessity  my  hiisbsud's  place 
Must  bo  fill'd  by  himself,  because  his  tongue 
Must  gild  bis  clients'  causes.     Now  if  you  please 
All  tluit  self-hour,  when  ho  is  turmoiled 
About  those  serious  trifles,  to  vouchsafe 
To  visit  me,  his  absence  and  my  care 
Shall  give  us  liberty  of  more  delight. 
You  know  my  meaning,  and  I  am  asham'd 
My  love  should  thus  betray  my  raodfsty  ; 
But  make  the  use  aucording  to  your  fancy. 

Alph.  What  hour  assures  his  ubsuuce  % 

LoL.  Eight  is  the  latest  time. 

AU'H.   This  kiss  [shall]  leave '  my  f^tith  with 
thee :  farewell. 
Thou  lia«t  given  me  double  glory  from  thy  breath, 
Nothing  shall  lose  mu  time  but  terlaiii  death. 

[A'j-iV  Alphonsu. 

Pre.  Tnily,  Mistress  Collaquintida,  you  are  an 
excellent  niece  of  sweet  gall. 

Loi..  Well,  sir,  will  you  lead  the  way  homewanll 

Pkb,  To  your  bed^'bamlwr,  mistress,  or   your 
privy  lodging  1  [Exeunt. 


Eiiier  PlULocLES  atunf. 

Phil.  Night  clad  in  black  mourns  for  the  !'>>!' 
of  day. 
And  hides  the  silver  spangles  of  the  air, 
That  not  a  spark  is  left  to  light  tlie  woiUl ; 

'  Ttie  metre,  Hnd  unis  also,  vould  bo  impmrcd  ooulil 
«ny  KBrrant  be  found  for  rtsdlns',  Thlt  tin  iliall  lean,  Ac. 
—CollUr. 
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Whilst  quiet  sleep,  the  nourisher  of  life, 
Takes  full  ])oaseasioii  of  mortality. 
All  creatures  take  their  rest  in  soft  repose, 
^ve  malcontents  and  we  accursed  lovers, 
^^1los^  thoughts  perturbed  make  us  passion's  slarra, 
And  rob  us  of  the  juice  of  happuiess. 
Dear  Mariana,  shap'd  in  an  angel's  mould, 
Thou  thrall'st  my  senses,  and  inflam'st  my  bloo<l : 
Love's  power  by  wisdom  cannot  be  withstood. 
But  see,  thu  inorning-star  breaks  from  the  east, 
To  tell  the  world  her  great  eye  '  is  awak'd, 
To  take  bis  journey  to  the  westeru  vales : 
And  now  the  court  begins  to  rise  with  him. 

[Here  pal*  i/ver  the  lUige  a  phgtician,  a  gmttf- 
man-tuher,  anrl  a  teaiting-maid. 
There  goes  the  physician,  the  waiting-maid. 
And  a  fine,  straight-legg'd  gentleman-usher. 
The  preface  to  a  kirtle  all  puff-paste ; 
One  tliat  writes  sonnets  in  his  lady's  praise. 
And  hides  her  crimes  with  flattering  poesy. 

E"lri-  MARtANA. 

But  peac«  !  amazement  I  see  the  day  of  life. 
Nature's  best  work,  tlie  worlil'a  chief  paragon  ! 
Madam,  one  word. 

Mar.  Ay  ;  so  now,  farewell. 

Phil.  You  do  mistake  me. 

Mar.  That  yourself  can  telL 
You  ask'd  me  one  word,  which  I  gave,  said  ay  ; 
A  word  of  least  use  in  a  virgin's  breath,' 
Urge  not  my  patience  then  with  fond  reply. 

Phil.  Dear  lady,  lend  an  ear  unto  my  voice. 
Since  each  were  made  for  other's  happiness  : 
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My  tongue's  not  oil'd  with  courtly  flatterings, 

Nor  CUD  1  paint  my  [jiisEions  to  thu  life  ; 

But  by  that  power  which  shap'd  thU  heavenly 

form, 
I  am  your  bondslave  forc'd  by  love'e  coniiuunii ; 
Then  let  soft  pity  with  such  beauty  dwell. 
Madam,  I  love  you. 

Mar.  As  I  am  a  virgin,  bo  do  I. 

Phil.  But,  tnadan),  whom  t 

Mas,  Myself  no  lady  better. 

Phii.  But  will  you  love  me  I 

Mar,  No,  by  my  chastity. 

Phil.  I  hope  you  do  but  jest. 

Mar.  Nay,  I'll  keep  mine  oath. 
Men  shall  abandon  pride  and  jealousy 
Ere  I'll  be  bound  to  their  captivity  : 
They  shall  live  continent,  and  leave  to  range, 
But  men  (like   to   the   moon)  each  month  must 

change; 
Yet  we  muBt  seek  that  nought  their  sight  dis- 
pleases. 
And  mix  our  wedlock  sweets  with  loath'd  dis- 

\Vhen  we  consume  ourselves  and  our  best  beauty. 
All  our  reward  is — why,  'twas  but  our  duty. 

Phil,  Judge  not  so  liard  of  all  for  some  iif- 
feiidere ; 
For  you  are  subject  to  the  selfsame  crimes. 
Of  men  and  women  always  have  been  had 
Some  good  of  each 

Mar.  But  for  the  most  part  bad  ; 

Therefore  I'll  have  none  at  all,  but  die  n  perfect 
miud. 

Phil,  That   humour  like  a    fiower  soon  will 
fade; 
Once  did  mine  own  thoughts  sing  to  that  delight, 
Till  love  and  you  reform'd  my  barbarousness  : 
Therefore,  dear  lady,  pity  my  wounded  heart. 
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Mah,  a   surgeon  Iiere   for  this  Inve-woandec 

How  deep's  jonr  ulcer'd  orifice,  I  pray  you  tell ' 

PiiiL,  Quite  thorough  my  lieart.  . 

Mar.  TU  stmnge,  wul  look  so  well ! 
Yet  ladies'  sj'es  have  power  to  murder  men. 
And  with  one  smile  to  make  them  whole  again. 
Achilles'  lance  to  ft  hair;  but  do  you  love  iup, 
prince? 

Phil.  Dearer  than  my  soul. 

Mar.  Would  I  could  love  you  ! 

Phil.  Madam,  bo  you  may. 

Mar.  As  yet  I  cannot  :  therefore  let  me  go. 

Phil.  0,  do  not  leave  nte,  grant  me  but  one 

And  here  I  vow  by  that  divlnest  power, 

The  aalt-sea's  glorious  issue,  whose  bright  sphere 

Rules  my  sick  neart,  and  knows  my  chaste  intent. 

That  if  you  please  to  impose  on  me  that  task 

Which  neither  man  nor  monster  can  achieve, 

Which  even  angels  have  a  dread  to  touch, 

Deeds  which  outstretch  all  possibility, 

'Sfoot,  more  than  can  he  thought — and  I'll  effect. 

Or  else  I'll  perish  in  th'  accomplishmeut. 

Mar.  Let  your  request  fit  virgin -modesty, 
And  you  obey  your  vow,  I  am  content 
To  give  your  thoughts  contented  happiness. 

Phil.  'Tis  but  a  kiss  I  ask,  a  minute's  joy. 

Mar.  Now  Cupid  help  thee ;  is  thy  grief  for  this  J 
Keep  thy  strong  vow,  and  freely  take  a  kiss, 

[lie  titMS  her. 

Phil.  I  have  obtain'd  my  heaven,  and  iti  this 
touch 
I  feel  the  breath  of  all  deliciousness  : 
Then  freely  give  the  sentence  of  my  work, 
Muster  up  all  the  engines  of  your  wit. 
Teach  Jnno  rules  bevond  maliciousness  : 
Whuto'er  it  be,  I'll  d'ie  luit  1*11  jierfonn  it. 


THE   DUMB   KNIGHT,  143 

Tliou  shalt  not  kill   thyself,  nor  figlit 
wilh  moDKters, 
Nor  bring  the  great  Turk's  beard '  to  show  thy 

zeal : 
Tby  life  thou  shalt  not  hazard  for  my  love, 
Xor  will  I  tie  thee  to  an  endloss  task  : 
But  even  with  ease  and  gentle-tangled  knots, 
TliDU  shalt  entwine  thy  clue  of  miseries. 

Phil.  Let  it  have  passage,  madam  :  give  me  my 

doom. 
Mak.  Then,  Philocles,  knit  silence  to  my  words, 
And  mark  thy  doom  ;  for  thus  my  stricter  will 
Loads  grief  upon  thy  vainer  levity. 
Henoe,  for  the  space  and  compass  of  one  year. 
Thou  shalt  abjure  the  lilwrty  of  speech  ; 
Thou   shalt    not  speak   for  fiilly   twelvemonth's 

space. 
For  friend  nor  foe,  for  danger  nor  for  death  ; 
But  live,  like  air,  with  silent  empiiiiess. 
Breiik  tliou  this  vow,  I'll  hold  thee  for  a  villain : 
And  all  the  world  shall  know  tliy  perjury, 

Phil.    Be  heaven  and  earth  a  witness  of  my 

And  mine  eternal  silence  ! — I  am  dumb, 

Mak.  Why  so,  now  sliall  I  not  be  troubled  with 

Or  iiUe  prate  of  idle  wantonness  : 
For  love  I  cannot,  therefore  tis  in  vain  ; 
Would  all  my  auitora'  tongues  1  thus  could  rein  ! 
Then  should  I  live  free  from  feign'd  sighs  and 

groans. 
With,  0,  take  pity,  'tu  .vow  servant  moans. 
And  such  harsh  stuff,  that  frets  me  to  the  heart ; 
And  sonnets  made  of  Cupid's  bnrning  dart, 
Of  Venus'  lip,  and  Juno's  majesty  ; 

t  Bird  In  the  <int  vdil.,  Ehoirins  ^oif  tbo  vord  was  ihcii 
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Then  were  I  freed  from  fools  and  fooleri-. 

Id  May  the  ciiukoo  sings :  then  she'll  eome  hithtr. 

Her  voice  anil  yours  will  rarely  tune  together. 

[Aji(  Mariana. 

£ttlei-  Florio. 

Flo.  Prince  Pliilotles,  the  king  would  speak 
with  you.  [Speala  louder  attd  lavder. 

Prince  Philocles,  the  king  would  speak  with  yoii. 
Prince  Philocles,  the  king  would  speak  with  you. 
[Philocles  gtrikft  Florio,  andfelU  Ai««. 
Flo.  Tlio  pox  rot  off  your  fingers  for  this  blow  t 
It  is  coronation-day  thorough  all  my  skull. 
There's  such  a  fatal  ringing  in  my  brain : 
H'  has  won  the  set,  lins  laid  iive  lingers  on : 
But  'twas  a  knaviali  part  of  Idm  to  pliiy  so. 
Hear  me,  ye  goda  :  for  this  my  open  wrong, 
Make  short  liis  fingers,  as  you  have  his  tongue 

[Ej^C  Flokki. 

i'nier  Mf.cHANT  alonf. 

Mecil  'Tis  not  man's  fortune,  eu^7.  ur  neglect. 
Which  makes  him  miserable ;  but  'tis  mean  tate, 
Even  sole  predestination,  a  firm  gift 
Fix'd  to  his  birth,  before  the  world  was  made. 
For  were  it  otherwise,  then  witldii  our  lives 
We  should  find  some  distractions,  various '  change, 
And  other  toys  of  much  uncertainty  ; 
But  my  mishaps  are  fix'd  so  to  my  blood. 
They  have  no  sir©  but  my  creation : 
The  queen,  out  of  suspicion  that  Riy  love 
First  set  an  edge  upon  the  king's  desires. 
And  made  him  woo  her  with  a  victor's  swoni, 
(.^ast  nie  from  favour,  seizes  all  my  kinds. 


[Cdiu.,  (IIW..J, 
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And  turns  my  naked  fortimus  to  tlie  cuM. 
The  king,  made  proud  with  purchase  of  his  wisli. 
Neglects  my  sufferanct)  for  him,  and  o'erlooks 
The  low  tide  of  my  fortunes  ;  lest  my  woes 
Shouhl  speak  my  wrongs  to  his  ingratitude  : 
The  whilst  those  lords,  whose  supple  hama  havi- 

bow'd 
To  do  me  formal  reverence,  now  despise 

I  And  alight  me  in  their  meannst  compliments. 
0,  'tis  a  torment  more  than  hell  yet  Knows, 

'  To  be  an  honeat  flatterer,  or  to  live 
A  aaint  in  limbo,  wliich  that  1  may  prevent, 
I'll  he  nor  beat  nor  worst,  but  all  indifferent, 
But  here  comes  a  noideman ;  I  must  turn  peti- 
tioner. 

L'nter  FloRIO. 

I  My  lord,  may  I  nnt  see  the  king  ? 
I      Flo.  You  may  not 

I  Uis  majesty  is  now  down-preas'd  with  Beriousuesa  ; 
C  Afl  for  your  suit,  it  is  with  Prate  the  orator, 
[  I  heard  his  highness  give  him  a  special  ciiarge 
I  For  your  despatch  with  favour. 
ilECH.  O,  but  be  doth  neglect^ 
And  slights  me  like  his  weak  orations  : 
And  by  yonr  lordslup's  leave  I  do  not  think 
His  wisdom  worthy  of  the  conference. 

Flo,  Nay,  if  you  will  correct  the  king's  coin, 
you  are  not  for  my  conference,  farewell 

fi'/Ti  Florio. 
XIech.  Wliy,  and  fare  you  well !   sfoot,  this  is 
more  than  strange. 
That,  being  griev'd,  1  may  not  say  I'm  pain'il. 

Enter  Alphonso. 

But  here  comes  another  ;  mine  honourable  lord, 
May  I  not  have  some  confcn^nce  with  thu  kin;;  I 

VOU  X,  K 
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Alph.  You  may  not ;  business  of  greater  weight 
Imports  both  him  and  us :  iiay,  pray  you  cease ; 
Aa  for  your  suit,  'tis  with  the  orator, 

Mech.  Yet,  methinlcs,  'twere  meet 

Alph.  That  you  would  rather  trouble  him  than 

me. 
Mech.  It's  strange. 

Alph,  It's  strange,  indeed,  to  see  you  wrong 
your  ease. 
I  am  not  now  for  idle  conferences.     Adieu. 

[Exit  Alphoxsci. 
Mech.   Why  this  is  court-gnwe'  to  men  in 
misery, 
And  thus  these  tail-less  lions  with  their  roar 
Affright  the  simple  herd  :  0,  I  coulil  now 
Turn  reljel  'gainst  their  pride. 

Etiltr  Epire. 

But  here  comes  the  duke  : 

My  gracious  lord,  vouchsafe  to  hear  my  griefs. 

Epire.  For  God's  love,  cease  your  trouble,  we 
are  all 
Troubled  with  griefs  of  stranger  qualities. 

Mech,  Words  are  no  heavy  burthen. 

Epire,  No,  had  I  no  other  weight ; 
But  we  are  all  press'd  down  with  other  poise  : 
As  for  your  suit,  it  is  referr'd  to  Prate : 
And  he  must  give  you  fair  despatcli  with  favour  ; 
Which  if  he  slight  for  envy  or  for  bribe, 
Bepair  to  me,  and  I  will  not  forget 
To  give  you  ease,  and  chide  his  negh'geuce ; 
Mean  space,  I  pray  you  leave  ine,  for  we  all 
Are  troubled  now  with  greatest  miraoles.- 

'  [A  play  on  the  double  mcnuiiig  of  llie  woid.l 
*  [The  epeuker  refers,  w  we  Bball  preaentlj  sue,  to  Ihe 
iiCH'l}' -feigned  liumliuesa  of  I'Liloclcs,] 
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M.  Your  grace  doth  do  me  comfort,  aud  I 

Study  with  service  to  deserve  your  favours, 

And  80  I  take  my  leave.  [Esnl  MechaKT. 

Enter  Uco  Doctors. 

Epire.  Your  own  contentments  follow  you. 
Now,  gentlemen, 
UTiat    news    within  t     can   this    dumb    woudiir 

speak t 
Have  you  cut  off  those  lets  tliat  tied  his  speech. 
And  made  your  fames  to  sound  through  Sicily ') 

IST  Doc.  All  hopeful  means  that  man  or  nrt 
can  find 
Have  we  made  trial  of,  but  'tis  in  vain  : 
For  8til],  my  lord,  the  cure's  invincible. 

3d  Doc.  Those  organs  nature  gave  to  move  the 

He  fully  doth  possess  as  well  as  we  : 
Which  makes  us  think  his  sudden  apoplexy 
Is  either  will,  vow,  or  a  miracle. 
Epire.    I  should  think  strangeh-,  had  we  not 
stranger  things 
On  earth ;  but  wonders '  now  are  most  familiar  : 
But  here  comes  his  majesty.     Now  we  shall  see 
If  this  dumb  beast  can  speak  before  the  king. 

ComrU,  and  enter  Cyprus,  Qukex,  Pmr.ocLES, 
Mariana,  aud  atUndanU. 

Cyp.  My  best  of  friends,  my  dearest  Philocles, 
Thy  griefs  run  iu  my  spirit,  make  me  sad. 
And  dull  my  sense  with  thiite  affliction. 
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My  floul  with  thine  doth  Bynipathise  in  woe, 
And  passion  governs  him  that  should  nile  all, 

[Philocles  dou  not  repi;/.] 
What  say  you,  doctors,  is  there  no  hope  of  help  1 

1st  Doc.    No  hope,  my  lord;  the  cure  is  deR- 
pernte. 

Cyp.    Then  I  am   king  of  grief;  for  in  his 
words 
Found  I  more  music  than  in  choirs  of  angels. 
It  was  as  silver,  as  the  chime  of  spheres. 
The  breath  of  lutes,  or  love's  deliciousneaa : 
Next  to  my  queen,  he  is  my  joy  on  earth  : 
Nor  shall  the  world  contain  that  happy  good, 
Which  with  my  tears  I  will  not  woo  for  liim. 
My  Lord  of  Epire,  let  it  be  straight  prodaim'il 
Through  all  the  cities  in  our  kingdom's  verge, 
That  whoso  will  avow  to  cure  this  prince, 
And  bring  his  work  to  wish'd  eifectualness, 
•Shall   have   ten   thousand   crowns   and  our   Iiest 

love; 
But  if  he  fail  in  his  great  enterprise, 
His  daring  is  the  loss  of  present  life. 
Since  no  man  hitlierto  could  do  him  good. 
The  next  shall  help  him,  or  else  lose  his  blood. 

Epire.  Your  majesty  shall  have  your  will  per- 
formed. 

Mar.  Not  all  so  soon,  dear  brother ;  what,  if  a 

Now  should  turn  j5)sculapiu8,  and  I'estore 
This  dumb  llippolitus  1     Nay,  do  not  look  strange, 
I  dare  avow  and  undertake  the  cure, 
Efirb.  You,  sister  !  are  you  in  your  wits  I 
Mar.  Faith,  of  the  outside  of  them,  brother; 
yet  a  woman's  tongue, 
Whose  burthen  still  is  superfluity, 
May  lend  a  man  an  age's  complement. 

Cyp.  Madam,  I  would  not  liave  you,  with  the 
lark, 
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Play  yourself  into  dare-net ;'  this  great  cure, 
1  fear,  ia  far  beyond  your  physic's  help. 

Mab.  My  lord,  you  know  not  how  ApoUo  loves 
me; 
I  have  been  thought  as  fair  as  Oeuon  was, 
And  dare  be  bold  to  claim  this  miracle. 

Cyp.  Mariana,  attend ; 
Gloiy  and  niin  compass  thee  about, 
This  hand  shall  raise  thee  to  a  golden  throne, 
And  grace  thee  with  all  styles  of  dignity : 
This  cast  thee  down 

Lower  than  life's  misfortime,  and  overwhelm 
Thy  beauties  with  thy  grave.     Perform — be  great : 
Fail,  and  be  worse  than  worst  calamity. 

QcEEff.  Stay,  gentle  friend,  my  love  doth  bid 
thee  atay ; 
Attempt  not,  and  be  safe  from  misery. 

Epir&  Sist«r,  you  shall  not  grasp  with  mischief 
thus; 
My  blood  doth  challenge  interest  in  your  ill. 
And  I  conjure  you  from  this  deaperateness, 

Mar.  Brother,  content  yourself,  words  but  ang- 
ment  our  strife ; 
I  will  perform,  or  else  my  pawn's  my  life. 

Cyp,  Proceed,  fair  vii^n. 

Mar.  Vouchsafe  me  privacy:  now  Venus  be  spe.ed. 

[She  walks  aside  urilli  PhiloclF-s.] 

Speak,  gentle  Phdoclos,  thine  oath's  bond  I  untie, 

And  give  thy  vows  a  free  enfranchisement ; 

Thy  well-kept  league  hath  show'd  thy  strength  of 

truth, 
And  doth  confirm  me  in  tliy*  virtuousness : 
Thy  martyrdom  and  sulTerance  is  too  long, 

'  The  qiurtoB,  diiy-ntl,  we  should  rod  dun  nrl.  Samj. 
In  "Henry  VUl,"«cl  iii.  k.  3,  «ir«:  "And  dure  ni  with 
bt(«ip-l>kcUrkB."  See  Hlone'«"<lcnt1emiin'slt<crestion." 
—Ptggf.    [See  alio  Dvce'B"ShBkeipeiireOIosaary,"v. Dim, 

•  [KdiU..  my.] 
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And  I  restore  it  to  new  liberty. 

Then  speak,  my  Philocles,  speak,  gentle  prince. 

To  her  whose  love  respects  and  houours  thee. 

Cyp.  How  how,  what  virtue  from  thy  charme  1 

Mar.  No  hope  ta  left ! 
Dear  Philocles,  regard  my  miseries. 
Untie  that  wilful  let  which  holds  in  apeecli. 
And  make  me  happy  througb  thy  noble  pity. 
I  see  the  face  of  mine  ill-ahapdd  contempt, 
Where  like  with  like  hath  quit  most  Injm^  : 
Then  ajteak,  my  lord  :  utter  one  angel  breath 
To  give  me  joy,  and  save  me  from  strange  death. 
What,  not  a  word !  hath  this  small  silence  brought 
An  utt«r  detestation  to  thy  speech  ] 
Wilt  thou  not  hear,  nor  apeak,  nor  pity  me  J 
The  gentle  gods  move  thee  to  more  remorse. 

Cyp.  What,  wilt  not  bel 
Fond  maid,  tliou  haat  drawn  affliction  on  thy  head, 
And  thrall'd  thyself  to  worse  calamity  ; 
Till  morrow's  sun  thy  incantations  use, 
But,  then  effectless,  all  hope's  despcmte  : 
Wert  thou  my  bosom-love,  thoii  di'st  the  death ; 
Best  ease  for  madness  is  the  loss  of  breath. 

[Exeant  ail  but  PhilocLES  and  Marian.4. 

Mar.  0  Philocles,  I  am  no  court's  disgrace, 
No  city's  prostitution,  country's  shame. 
Nor  one  shall  bring  "Trey's  fire  unto  thy  house  : 
Turn  not  away,  hard-hearted  myrmidon. 
See,  on  my  knees  I'll  follow  thee  in  court, 
And  make  the  world  condemn  thy  cruelty. 
Yet  if  my  tears  may  mollify  thy  heart, 
lieceive  them  as  the  flood  of  strangest  tides  ; 
Turn  not  thy  face  from  her  that  doats  on  thee. 
Love  now  hath  made  me  subject  to  thy  will, 
And  pale  disdain  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  me. 
Behold,  my  knecs^  I'll  wear  upon  this  earth. 
And  fill  this  roof  with  lamentations. 
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What !  (lost  thou  smile  ?  hath  fury  so  much  sway 

As  even  to  banish  poor  civility  1 

Then  be  thyself,  and  break  thine  itching  spleen  ; 

For  I  disdain  thy  ransom's  victory. 

Life,  thou  art  weary  brought :  welcome  my  death, 

Sweet,  because  wish'd-for,  good,  because  my  choice  :] 

Yet  when  I  am  dead,  this  of  me  shall  be  said, 

A  cruel  prince  murder'd  a  loving  maid  ; 

And  aft«r-ages  to  th'  unborn  shall  tell 

Thy  hate,  my  love  :  thy  envy  and  my  hell. 

Nay,  do  not  speak,  I  charge  thee  :  go,  let  nothing 

move  thee. 
Death  is  my  glory,  since  thou  wilt  not  love  me. 

[Exeunt. 


ACTUS  III.,  SC^XA  1. 
Enter  tlu  DuKE  OF  PIpire  and  Alphonso. 

Epire  Grief,  which  controls  the  motions  of  our 
thoughts, 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  makes  mo  passion's  slave. 
My  sister's  misery  torments  my  soul. 
And  breaks  my  gall,  when  I  but  think  of  her  : 
She  was  bewitch'd  with  spells  to  her  misfortune. 
Or  else  bom  hapless  under  a  lowering  star. 
And  *tis  her  fate  to  be  thus  miserable. 
O  Philocles,  ha<lst  thou  no  other  scale 
To  mount  thy  heaven  but  by  our  miseries  1 
Must  all  the  noble  fame  of  our  great  house 
Waste  do;^  her  royal  pillars,  to  make  steps 
For  thee  to  climb  to  glory  1  Well,  I  see 
Thou  plott'st  our  shames  in  thy  great  dignity. 

Alph.  Patience,  great  lord ;  methinks  these  ill- 
rais'd  storms 
Have  not  more  violence  than  may  be  borne  : 


If.l 
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(."oine,  we  will  both  go  sue  unto  tlie  king, 

Wo  there  will  kneel  and  pray  eternally, 

And  never  rise  till  he  remit  his  doom. 

It  shall  be  so,  I  will  unto  the  king. 

To  bey  great  favour  for  a  small  offence  : 

But  if  she  die  for  this,  then,  king,  take  heed  : 

Thou'  and  thy  fortunes  by  this  linnd  shall  bleed. 


Knitr  Chii',  Shaving,  and  othn-s  uilh  a 


eafoU. 


CuiJ'.  Come,  my  heart-s,  let's  make  all  things 
ready  for  the  execution ;  here's  a  maiitenhead  muet 
lie  cut  off  without  a  feather-bed. 

SiiA,  It's  a  sign  ahe  deals  with  sharp  tools  and 
a  cruel  headsman. 

Chip.  If  I  had  been  her  judge,  she  should  have 
Iteen  tossed  to  death  in  a  blanket. 

Sua.  No,  I  would  have  had  her  smothered  in  a 
featlior-bed. 

Chip.  They  say  she  would  not  plead  at  her  trial. 

Sua.  No,  that's  true,  for  she  had  a  great  desirK 
to  bo  pressed' 

Chip.  And  I  have  known  some  of  her  sex  have 
got  that  favour  to  be  pressed  for  speaking. 

Sha.  Then  she  was  unwise  to  hold  her  tongue. 


Chip.  What  is  her  crime,  that  she  must  lose  her 
headi 

Sha.  Because  she  lived  honest,  contraty  to  the 
statute. 

Chip.  Tliei-e  is  a  great  number  of  my  neighbours 
will  never  suffer  for  that  fault. 

Sha.  No,  nor  thou  neither,  if  the  truth  were 
known  ;  for  my  part  I  shun  that  danger. 

>  [Edits.,  fAef,] 

*  Alluding'  In  Ihe   old   law   for  preuting  priaooc 
refused  to  plead. 
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Chip.  1  thuik  we  are  all  out  of  <l»iif,'er  of  tlifi 
law  for  that  crime. 

Sua.  I  know  I  am  free,  for  I  am  a  knave,  if 
I  have  not  forgot  what  wench  had  my  maiilen- 
head. 

Enter  FlorKi. 

Flo.  Make  room  there :  his  majesty  is  cominy 
to  the  execution. 

Chip.  Come,  now  all  things  are  ready,  let's 
Hway.  YExewil. 

Enter  EpiltE  and  Alfhonso. 

Epire.  Mercy  i«  banitih'tl  courts  ;  the  king,  like 
flint, 
Hardens  his  royal  temper  'gainst  our  'plaints, 
And  makes  our  woes  most  unavoidable. 
What  inauspicious  star  reign'd  at  her  birth, 
That  heaven  thus  frowns  upon  her  misery  ! 
And,  my  good  lord,  now  innocence  must  die, 
A»  white  as  untrod  snow  or  culver  down. ' 
Kings'  words  are  laws,  and  cannot  be  withstood ; 
Yet  'tis  false  greatness,  which  delights  in  blood. 

Alph.  Patience,  my  lord ;  I,  do  not  think  this 
ill 
Is  yet  so  big,  as  [to  be]  unrecoverable. 
The  king  doth  hold  you  in  most  choice  respect, 
And  whom  kings  love,  they  study  to  oblige  ; 
Then  call  your  reason  home,  make  not  this  civil 

war, 
To  suffer  makes  woes  lesser  than  they  are, 

Epirk.  How  well  the  sound  can  salve^  the  sick 
man's  grief ! 


'  tt.,  DoTe'a  dofcn. — Sifetfnt. 

*  Another  allusion  to  tbe  book  mentioned  in  "  EaitwsH 
Ho«  1 "  Since  the  note  on  that  puuge  vu  irritten,  1  hsrc 
diKorered   llial   tlicro   wtrc  two  books  with   titles  norly 
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But  O,  how  ill  be  can  digest  his  pills  1 ' 
O  my  good  lord,  you  &hiul  not  ioie  a  sister, 
Tli&t  in  the  joy  and  comfort  of  your  br»th  ; 
'Tis  not  jour  blood  shall  issue  from  her  Toond  ; 
But  mine  that  nina  in  rivers  from  her  tears, 
And  drown  my  face  in  her  calamity. 
Well,  let  her  perish,  since  her  soul  is  clear, 
And  for  her  death  I'll  make  a  maraacre. 


I 


finter  C'TPRrs,  Qi'eex,  Philocles,  Mariaka 
liouttd,  a  guard  of  liaJbertt,  and  an  executioner. 

Cyp,    Your    suits  are    bootless ;   for  my   vows 
have  glued 
And  clos'd  mine  ears,  that  they  retain  no  soimcl 
Of  your  entreatiea ;  and  even  now  the  time 
Doth  niu  upon  his  latest  minutes,  and 
Save  but  by  speech,  there's  no  recovery. 

Queen.  Have  mercy,  good  my  lonl :  0,  let  my 
tears  intrude 
Itetwixt  your  vows  and  her  calamity  : 
III  her  you  take  from  me  my  best  of  Hfe, 
My  joy,  my  comfort,  and  my  playfellow. 

Cyp.    Content   you,   madam,   for   my  vow   is 

jVnd  is  like  fate  still  unrevocahle  : 
Ascend,  poor  model  of  calamity. 


■imilir;  one  of  Ibem.  "  Tlie  Sickmsn's  Sslte,"  lij  Thomas 
Decon,  S°,  1691;  and  Ihe  other,  "The  Salve  for  a  Siek- 
mto ;  or,  A  treatise  eoncemfng  the  nature,  diflerenoe,  and 
kinds  of  doalb,"  by  WilUam  Ferkiai,  S",  1GS5.  [It  doea 
nut  appear  at  all  ncccaeaiy  to  conclude  that  aaj  particular 
liook  ia  referred  to.] 

I  Mr  Reed,  without  any  autliority  from  tlie  old  eopiea, 
and  without  llic  Hlighteat  notice,  gsre  the  lines  thai  follow 
[o  Alphonao,  and  Inserted  hit  nime  according!;:  Ihejare 
nia«t  oleorly  a  continuation  of  Erire'a  speech  :  he  dmwa  the 
-i\li: 


distinction  betwi^ 


.  their 


i.—CoUitr. 
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Mar.    As  lightly  burdcn'd  with  tho  weight  of 

crimes, 
As  Bpotlesa  infanta  or  poor  hannless  Inmbs, 
Thus  1  ascend  my  heaven.     This  first  step  lower 
Mounts  to  this  next ;  this  thus  and  thns'  Iiatli 

brought 
My  body's  frame  unto  its  highest  throne  : 
Here  doth  her  olSve  end,  and  hence  my  soul 
With  golden  wings  of  thought  shall  mount  the 

Bky, 
And  reach  a  palace^  of  pure  sanctity. 
Farewell,    ray  sovereign  I    Madiiin,  within  your 

thoughts 
Make  me  a  tomb,  and  love  my  memory. 
Brother,  farewell ;  nay,  do  not  mourn  my  death, 
It  is  not  I  that  die  tu  npot  our  house, 
Or  make  you  live  in  after- obloquy. 
Then  weep  no  more,  but  take  my  last  adieu  : 
My  virtues,  not  my  iaults,  preserve  with  you. 
Lastly,  to  you  that  are  my  last  of  hope — 
Nay,  do  not  hide  your  eyes,  I  love  them  still. 
To  part  friends  now  is  greatest  charity. 
0,  be  thy  days  as  fniitful  In  delights, 
As  Eden  in  clioice  flowers :  thine  honours  such 
As  all  the  world  may  strive  to  imitate. 
,  Be  master  of  thy  wishes  :  only  this, 
■'When  the  sad  nurse,  to  still  the  wrangling  babe. 
Shall  sing  the  careful  story  of  my  ileath. 
Give  me  a  sigh  from  thy  heart's  purest  breath  : 
And  so  farewell. 

ExE.  Madam,  kneel  here  ;  forgive  me  for  your 

death. 
Mar.  With  all  my  heart,  thou  art  but  law's 

poor  hand. 


I  ...u  uu...«.^ii  of  thU  repetition  of  the  vonic  aitd  Mm, 

hu  bilherlo  spoiled  tho  mesaure. — CalUrr. 
'  flw/i  n  jMfnce  in  both  quarloa. — Collier. 
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Thua  to  my  death  I  bow,  and  jet  ^nse ; 
Angels,  protect  my  spirit  in  the  skiec 

[He  qjTfTt  to  tlrii*. 

Phil.  Hold,  or  thine  hand  shall  be  thine  owii 
destruction '. 

Cvp.  Never  did  music  Bound  with  better  Toice  ! 
Unbind  the  lady. 

Flo,  The  fear  of  death  hath  broaght  lier  to  a 
swoon. 

Cyp,  Endeavonr  her  recoverj-. 

Efire.  Sister,  dear  sister,  caJI  thy  spirits  back  : 
Sister,  0  sister !  hearhea  to  my  woes. 
Recover  breath,  and  live  with  happiness. 

Ql'Eex,  She  stirs ;   give  way  to  air,  that  she 
rosy  breathe  r 
S|M!ak,  Slariana,  thy  woes  are  cancelled. 

Mar.  You  are  not  charitable  unto  my  moans. 
Thus  to  afflict  me  with  a  double  punishment. 
One  death  for  one  poor  fault  might  well  suffice  ; 
They  are  most  wretched  who  twice  hve  and  die. 

Phil,   Madam,  to  save  your  life,  I  kill  my  soul. 
And  speckle  that  which  was  immaculate. 
Black  perjury,  that  open-ey'd  disease, 
Which  is  the  plague-sore  of  society, 
Brands  me  with  mischief,  and  protests  1  hold 
Nothing  within  me  but  unworthiness ; 
An<I  all  these  ills  are  your  creation. 

Mab.  Which  to  wash  off,  lo,  here  I  yield  myself 
An  humble  sacrifice  to  love  and  thee  : 
All  my  best  hopes,  my  fortunes  and  my  love, 
My  faitli,  my  service,  and  ray  loyalty, 
Shall  as  thy  slaves  attend  on  thy  commands. 
And  make  me  famous  in  thy '  suffrages. 

Cyp.   Receive  her,  Philocles,  for  it  pleaseth  us. 

Phil.  But  not  me,  my  thrice-royal  sovereign  ; 
I'd  rather  wed  a  sooty  blackamore, 


■  [EditB,.  I 


y-l 
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A  leper,  monster,  incubus,  or  bag  : 
A  wretch  ilefonn'd  in  nature,  loath'd  of  men. 
TbaD  lier  that  hath  bemonster'd  my  pure  sotil. 
Her  scorn  and  pride  had  almost  lost  her  life  ; 
A  maid  so  faulted  seldom  proves  good  wife. 

QUEKN.  WTiat  is  the  reason  you  not  love  her  no«-. 
And  were  bo  p.issionate  in  love  Iwfore  I 

Phil.  Not  that  I  love  her  less,  but  rather  mon-, 
Hun  I  this  backward  course  ;  only  ray  vow 
8ith  unperform'd  craves  satisfaL'tion  : 
Which  thus  I  reconcile  :  when  this  fair  maid 
Shall  with  as  strong  a  love,  as  firm  a  zeal, 
A  faith  as  constant,  and  a  shame  as  strong. 
Requite  my  care,  and  show  as  ample  proof 
In  mine  extremes,  as  I  have  in  her  de^th, 
Then  will  I  love,  enjoy,  and  honour  her ; 
Till  when  I  will  not  think  a  loving  thought. 
Or  give  the  easy  temper  of  my  mind 
To  lovesick  passion  or  deliciousness  ; 
Only  with  those  which  do  adore  the  sun, 
I'll  give  her  all  respect  and  reverence. 

Mar.  I  am  well  pleas'd,  and  with  a  doubtful  fw- 
You  have  good  reason  thus  to  capitulate  : 
Then  hang  your  colours  forth,  extend  your  thought. 
Muster  your  strongest  powers  of  strictest  wit ; 
And  when  your  reason's  beat  artillery's  bent. 
Love  not  my  love,  ift  be  not  excellent. 

Gyp.  I  have  not  seen  a  war  breed  better  wit. 
Or  passion  draw  on  more  delightfulness  : 
Proceed  in  your  contention,  for  we  boast, 
That  love  is  best  which  is  approved  most. 
Sut  now  to  revels,  since  our  tragic  scene 
Is  tiim'd  to  comic  mirthful  constan<7 ; 
Instead  of  mourning,  we  will  dance  and  biinijuet. 
And  fill  our  empty  veins  with  all  delighis  : 
For  oft  we  find  that  storms  and  sorrows  prove 
The  best  forerunners  of  a  happy  love. 

[£xtiiiU  iiH  but  El'lRE. 
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Epire,  He  will,  but  he  will  not ;  loves,  but  wiri- 
Dot  like. 
Will  and  aSection  in  this  prince  arc  like 
Two  buckets,  which  do  never  both  ascend  ; 
Or  those  star-twius  wluch  shiiie  out  in  one  sphere. 
O  Philocles,  I  see  thy  soul  grows  fat. 
And  feeds  upon  the  glories  of  thy '  fiime  ; 
But  I'll  forestall  thine  epileptic  fita  ; 
And  by  my  plots  breed  thy  destruction. 
Revenge  uow  rules  as  sovereigu  of  my  blood. 
And  others'  ruins  shall  advance  my  good, 
Which  once  attain'd  to,  I  will  prove  nmbitioue, 
(ireat  men,  like  gods,  are  ne'er  thought  vicious, 
^^ow,  Pliilocles,  stand  fast ;  king,  guard  thy  crown, 
For  by  this  brain  you  both  shall  tumble  down. 

L'liifr  Velours  ani/  Drap,  Precedent  siniiiff  ui 
hii  d<aL 

Vel.  This  is  his  charal>er ;  let's  enter,  here's  his 
Pre.  Fondling,  taid  the,  «sm  /  Jiave  hfmm'il  l/i(e 

Withiii,  tlie  circKit  of  thii  irori/  pale.^ 

Drap.  I  pray  you,  air,  help  us  to  the  speech  of 
your  master. 

Pre.  ni  bt  a  park,  and  tfwH  dtalC  lie  tag  deer  : 
He  is  very  busy  in  his  study. 
Ferd  where  thou  wilt,  i»  mountain  or  on  dale : 
Stay  awhile,  he  will  come  out  anon, 
Orme  oh  my  liptt,  and  when  thoae  tnounU  are  dry, 
Scraj/  lawtr,  wlKre  the  pUatant  fuuntain*  lie. 
Go  thy  way,  thou  best  book  in  the  world  ! 

>  [Ed  its. ,  iH^.] 

'  These  Ituea  ire  the  SSlh  ittnm  of  "  Vonos  and  Adoni^" 
lij  Shakespeare, 
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Vkl  1  pray  you,  sir,  wlint  book  do  you  rewl  i 

PtiE.  A  book  that  never  an  orator's  cierk  in  thiit 
kinKilom  but  U  beholden  unto  ;  it  is  called  "  Maid»' 
Pliilogopliy,  or  Venus  and  Adonis."  Look  you, 
gentlemen,  I  have  divers  other  {>retty  books. 

Drai*.  Yon  are  very  well-atored,  sir  ;  but  I  lioi>e 
your  master  will  not  stay  long. 

Pre.  No,  he  will  come  presently. 

Enter  Mechant. 

Vel.  Whom  have  we  here  )  another  client,  aunv 
CroWB  flock  to  carcases  :  O,  'tis  the  Lord  Mectuuit. 
Mech.  Save  you,  gentlemen  j  sir,  iflyourmttst^ii- 
Bl  luiy  leisure  1 
Pbk.    litre   tit    thet  doicn,    tclure  never  lerptnt 
huta, 
And  Irtitig  set,  I'll  muttktr  tltee  until  ktMes} 
His  businesses  yet  are  many,  yon  must  needs  attend 
awhile. 
Mech.  We  must  attend ;    umph  !    even    sniiils 
keep  state, 
Wheu  with  slow  thrust  their  horns  peep  forth  the 

gate. 
Wo  must  attend  !  'tis  custom's  fault,  not  mine, 
To   make  men   proud,  on  whom   gre».t   favom-N 

shine  : 
Tis  somewhat  'gainst  my  nature  to  attend, 
But  when  we  must,  we  must  be  patient ; 
A  man  may  have  adinittouce  to  the  king 
As  soon  as  to  these  long-robes,  ami  as  cheap. 
Come,  gentlemen,  ahatl  we  walk  ? 
Thus  are  the  pavement-stones  before  tlie  doors 
Of  these  great  tongue-gilt  orators  worn  smooth 
With  clients  dancing  'fore  *  them. 

jinnil  Adonis." 


100  TIIE  DUMB  KNI(;HT. 

Vel.  It's  strange  to  see  how  the  world  waitfi 
ujion  them :  therein  they  are  the  only  men  now, 

Mecr.  0,  only ;  they  of  all  men  in  request. 
Your  physiciaD  ia  the  lawy<^r  for  jour  health, 
And  moderates  unruly  humours  besL 
Uthers  are  nobody  compar'd  with  him  ; 
For  all  men  neglect  their  health  in  regard  of  their 
profit 

Drap.    True,   and  that's  it  makes  thei^e   men 
grow  BO  fat — 
irSwell  with  rich  purchases  ? 

Mech.  Yea,  with  golden  fees 
And  golden  titles  too ;  they  can  work  miracle^). 
And,  like  creators,  even  of  empty  nothing 
Erect  a  world  of  goodly  livingB,  fair  demesnes 
And  gallant  manors,  heap'd  one  on  another. 

Veu  They  ^ain  indeed  excessively,  and  are  not 
like  us  citizens, 
Expos'd  to  hazard  of  the  eean  and  traffic. 

Mecu,  Why,  here's  a  fellow  now,  this  orator, 
Even  Prate — you  would  little  think  it,  his  fatherwas 
An  honest  proiner '  of  our  countiy  vines ; 
Yet  he's  shot  to  his  foot-cloth.* 

Drap.    0,  he  is!    he  proined  him  well,   ami 
brought  him  up  to  learning. 

Mech.  Faith,  reasonable  learning;  a  smattering 
in  the  Latin  tongue. 
A  little  rhetoric,  with  wrangling  sophistry, 
Were  his  preparatives  unto  his  an;. 

Veu  JUter  these  preparatives(if  you  call  thorn 
bo) 
The  physic  wrought  well ;  for  a  few  years'  practice 


"  He  kcmbeUi  him.  bt  profiKUl  hti 
'  Haraa  villi  liguBitigs. — SUmnt, 
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Brought  him  in  wondroiia  credit,  and  preferments 

Came  tumbling  in :  0,  such  a  sudden  ri^e 

Hath  Fortune  for  her  minions !    blame  him  not 

then, 
Though  lie  look  high  on't. 

Mech.  Kay.   for    his    pride,   of  weaker   eouls 
term'd  atat*, 
It  hurts  none  but  himself. 

Drap.  Yet  to  my  seeming  it  is  very  strange, 
That  from  so  buse  beginning  men  can  breathe 
Such  soaring  fames. 

Mech.  Strange  !  it's  not  strange  a  wliit, 
Dunghills  and  raarish  bogs  dart  store  of  vapours 
And  viscous  exhalations  against  heaven, 
Which  borrowing  lustre  there  (though  basely  bred) 
Seem  yet  like  glorious  planets,  fairest  stars, 
To  the  weak  eyes  of  wond'ring  ignorance. 
When  wise  men  know  they  are  but  meteor& 
But  here  comes  the  orator. 

EiUa-  Prate. 

Prate,  What,  Precedent,  I  say  ! 
Come  and  attend  ne  to  the  senate-house. 

Pre.  I  am  ready,  air;   if  you  Itave  copia  vtr- 
borum,  1  have  copia  rerum  in  a  buckram  bag  here. 
Prate.  Your  lordship's  pleasure  1 
Mech.  Master  orator,  'tis  not  unknown — my 

suit 

Prate.  Nay,  your  lordship  must  be  brief,  I'll 

not  attend 
The  shallow  sleight  of  words— your  suit,  your 

suit. 
Mech.  The  restoration  of  my  lands  and  honours. 
Prate.  They  are  confiscate. 
Mech.  My  lands  confiscate,  and  my  body  free  t 
Pbatk.  My  lord,  my  lord,  the   queen's  more 

merciful. 
VOL.  X.  I. 
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Mecu.  Sir,  you  forget  my  place. 

Prate.  Sir,  you  forget  your  faith : 
'Twas  known  unto  the  queen,  the  Etate,  and  us. 
Your  malcontented  spirit,  your  disease  in  duty. 
Your  diligent  perturbanee  of  the  peace  I 
Your  passages,  occurrences,  and 

MecH.  Sir! 

Prate.  Sir  me  no  sirs, 
Do  not  I  know  you  were  the  chief  of  those, 
Which  rais'd  the  war  In  Sicil  1  and  long  since 
Wrought  in  the  king's  laws'  bloody  business] 
Did  not  you  hold  fair  quarter  and  commerce 
With  all  the  spies  of  Cyprus  1  fie,  I  am  asham'd 
Blind  impudence  should  make  you  be  so  bold, 
To  bear  your  face  before  authority. 

MecH.  But  hear  me. 

Prate.  I  will  hear  no  reply; 
Go  home,  repent,  pray,  and  die. 
Come,  gentlemen,  what's  your  businesses  1 

Vel.  Your  confirmation  to  his  highness'  grant 
touching  our  trade  with  Spain,  in  which  if  it  please 
you  to  assist  us,  we  have  a  thousand  crowns  which 
shall  attend  you. 

Prate.  0,  1  have  you  in  my  memory  :  the  suit 
is  great,  and  I  must  squeeze  forth  more  than  a 
thousand  crowns,  [jlnt^]  Well,  attend  me  to 
the  senate ;  you  sbaQ  have  fair  despatches. 

[jExcunt  all  btU  MecHANT. 

Mech.  I'll  not  attend  t/te  »kallou>  tleigkt  of  wordt. 
Go  Itome,  repent,  pray,  and  dte  I 
Excellent  precepts  for  an  orator's  chamber. 
\Vhere  speech  must  bathe  a  handful  deep  in  gold. 
Till,  the  poor  giver's  conduit  being  dry. 
The  wretch  goes  home,  doth  curse,  repent,  and 

die. 
It  is  thy  counsel,  orator,  thy  stale  ^  breath. 


'  [EdiM.,  Unxt-y 


>  [Ediii,  (ofe.] 


< 
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Good  only  but  to  season  infamj-. 

But '  this  reproach,  this  uncareBsing  humour 

Hath  taught  niy  seul  a  new  philosophy. 

I  will  go  nome,  and  there  repent  all  good 

Done  to  thy  name  or  thy  profession ; 

I  will  go  home,  and  there  new-frame  myself 

More  thirstily  pernicious  to  thy  state 

Than  war  or  unabated  mutiny. 

As  for  my  prayers,  orator,  they  are  for  thee. 

Thou  hast  a  pretty,  lovely,  witty  wife : 

0,  may'st  thou  live  both  to  be  knowa  and  know 

Thyself  the  greatest  cuckold  in  our  land ; 

And  yet  not  dare  to  amend  or  grieve  at  it ! 

May'st  tliou  embrace  thy  shame  with   thankful 

arms. 
Hug  ihy  disgrace,  make  thy  black  poison  wine, 
And  cap  and  crouch  to  thy  dishonour  I 
May  thy  remembrance  live,  upon  my  knees  I  pray, 
All  night  in  bellmen's  mouths,  with  Pasquil  ^  in 

the  day !  yMtlires. 

Enter  AlPHONSO  uiibi-acefl, 

Alpu.  Day  be  my  speed,  night  slutll  not  cloak 
my  sin, 
If  I  have  nought  to  do,  it's  by  the  sun, 
The  light  gives  leave  to  all  mine  idleness. 
Quick  business  and  ope  eyes  seize  on  mine  orator, 
Whilst  I  create  him  homy  precedents. 


EnltT  COLLAQUlNTtDA. 

But  here's  my  bed-broker.     Now,  my  great  arm- 
ful of  good  intelligence,  where  is  my  mistresH  1 
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Col  Fast  locked  in  her  bed,  with  a  cltHO  vuA 
to  devour  thee,  mj  brave  Paraquito  :  •  bat  hush ! 
BO  words ;  there  ia  a  calm  before  the  tempest. 

Alph.  Tut,  tell  me  of  no  storms ;  but  direct 
me  to  her  l)ed-chainber,  lay  noble  firelock  of  a 
flesh  pistol 

Col.  Follow  thy  colours,  mj'  brave  worthy, 
mount  up  thy  standard ;  so  enter  and  prosper. 

[She  puts  AlphoNSO  into  the  orator'*  houte. 
Thou  host  a  rich  room,  safe  locks,  sweet  sheets,  a 
choice  armful,  with,  0,  the  rare,  rare  thought  of 
imaci  nation. 

Mech.  What's  this,  what's  this)  Doth  this 
Lord  Alphonao  turn  the  orator  to  an  antelope  1 
'Tia  more  than  excellent, 

And  ftom  the  juice  of  this  despite  I  suck 

Delight  more  great  than  all  my  miseries. 

Observe,  dear  eyes,  observe.  [.^tw2e.] 

Col.  Nay,  go  thy  way  for  a  camel  or  a  came- 
lion ;  thou  mayest  compare  with  all  Europe,  Afric, 
and  Asia ;  and  one  that  will  change  tricks,  though 
thou  wert  worthy  to  be  schoolmaster  either  to 
Proteus  or  Al'etine  :  what  an  excellent  giil  did 
God  give  unto  man  when  he  gave  liim  woman ; 
but  how  much  more  when  that  woman  was  made 
fair  I  But  0,  the  most  of  all  when  she  hod  wit  to 
use  every  member  of  her  creation.  Well,  I'll 
stand  to't,  there's  nothing  but  beauty,  use,  and  old 
age  that  puts  women  of  my  rank  out  of  request ; 
and  yet  like  old  bucklers,  though  few  of  your 
gallant  cavaliers  will  wear  us,  yet  many  of  your 
stale  ruflians  will  employ  us,  and  that's  our  com- 
fort still. 

MscH.  Was  ever  heard  a  bawd  more  damnable  ! 


*  A  pnrroquet,  er  Bmil)  «ort  oE  ptrrot.  Ste  Altieri's 
"  Itktinn  Dictionary."  in  Ibe  English  jwirl.  She  gives  him 
thii  name  an  account  of  his  prating, — Peggt. 
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A  very  mountebank  of  wench-ttesli,  an  empiric, 
A  dog-leech  for  the  putrified  sores 
Of  these  luat-canker'd  great  ones.     0,  I  could 
Even  mad  myself  with  railing  at  their  vites. 

[Atide.    Prate  knoch  at  the  door. 
But  hark  !  one  knocks  :  0,  for  the  orator  I 
Heavens,  I  beseech  th»e,  0,  for  the  orator ! 
Col.  How  now,  who  knocks  so  rudely  at  the 

door  7 
Prate.  'Tib  I,  I  say :  open  the  door :  I  am  in 

haste. 
Mech.  'Tis  he,  juBt  heavens,  'tis  he,  'fore  God, 
the  orator.  [vlnt/c] 

Col.  Soul  of  my  bawdy  office;  how  are  we 
betray 'd  I 
Anon,  anon,  sir.     What,  Mistress  Prat?,  I  say ; 
Arise  for  shame,  your  husband's  at  the  door, 
I  come,  I  come ;  Lord  God,  how  dull  you  are 
"When  danger's  at  your  heels !  rise  quickly. 
Prate.  Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  ope. 
Col.  I  come,  I  come ;  1  think  he's  mad  with 
bastf^. 
What,    John ;    what,   Thomas,   Robert,    where'a 

these  knaves } 
What,  Julian,  Mary.  Cicely,  ne'er  a  maid  within  ) 
IiOL.  For  God's  love,  stay ;  I'll  find  the  key 
straightway. 


£tUer  LOLLU,  and  Alphonso  (»  hii  ihirt. 

0  Mietresa  Collaqiiintida,  what  shall  become  of 
usi 
Col,  Nay,  Pm  at  my  wit's  end,  and  am  made 
Duller  than  any  spur-gidl'd,  tired  jade. 

Alph.  'Sfoot,  if  he  enter,  I  will  break  his  neck. 
LOL.  Not  for  a  world,  dear  love,  step  into  my 
closet. 
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Alph.  Did  ever  slave  come  tims  unluckily  t 
Lot.  Nay,  how's  iLo  time  for  passion;  good  lord, 
in.  [Ent  Alpuonso. 


Col.  Fie !  I  have  almost  broke  my  heart  with 

rumiiiig. 
LoL.  How  now,  dear  husband,  what  hath  mor'd 

this  haste  i 
Prate.  I  think  I  was  not  bless'd  this  moniing 
when  I  rose ;  for  tlirough  my  forgetfulness  I 
have  left  behind  me  in  my  study  the  breviates  of 
all  my  causes,  and  now  the  senate  is  fain  to  dance 
attendance  on  my  leisure  ;  fie,  fie,  fie ! 

[Exit  Peate. 

LoL.  Nay,  if  he  smell  nothing  hut  papers,  I 

care  not  for  his  dry  foot-huiiting,'  nor  shall  1  need 

to  puff  pepjier  in  his  nosti-ils ;  i>ut  see,  he  comes 

again. 

Enter  pRATE,  and,  itumbUjig  ai  hi»  wife'i  bed,  net 
AlphoNSO'S  ricli,  apiiarel  (ying  tlierton. 

pRAix  I  think  the  devil  Lath  laid  his  horns  in 
my  way. 

Mech.  Yes,  and  if  you  had  wit,  you  might  con- 
jure him  out  of  your  wife's  closet.  \AtiiU,} 

Prate,  Sanete  BenedicUe,  what  have  we  here  ? 
Hath  the  golden  snake  cast  his  skin  upon  our  bedl 
Go  to,  wife ;  1  smell,  I  smell !  methinks  your 
plain  rug  should  not  agree  with  this  rich  counter- 
point. 

>  To  draw  dry  foot,  at  Dr  drs;  abBervu,  is  when  (be  dog 

EaisDEa  Ihe  game  \ty  the  acenl  of  llie  foot,  for  which  the 
loodhound  ia  famed.  See  Mr  Steevena'e  note  to  the 
"  Comedy  of  Errors,"  ui;t  iv,  bc.  i. 
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Lou  Hiisbaiid,  either  I  have  fitted  you  now,  or 

else  I  shall  never  fit  you,  whilst  I  breathe. 
You  oft  have  told  me,  that  like  those  of  your  rank, 
Who  both  adoru  their  credits  and  themselves, 
Yea,  even  their  causes  with  their  costly  clothes, 
Yourself  in  like  sort  would  strive  to  imitate ; 
And  now  my  neighbour  here  hath  brought  this  * 

suit, 
Which  if  you  please  to  buy.  'tis  better  cheap 
Than  e'er  'twas  made  by  full  five  thousand  crowns. 
Pbatk.  Say's!  thou  me  so,  wench  1  a  kiss  for 

that,  i'  faith ; 
'Fore  God,  it  is  a  delicate  fine  suit, 
Rich  stuff,  rare  work,  and  of  the  newest  fashion  : 
Nay,  if  the'senate'a  business  were  never  so  hasty, 
1  Will  stay  to  try  it  on  ;  come,  help  ; 
Good  wenchefl,  help.     So,  there,  there,  there. 

[The  orator  puw  on  Alphonso's  appard. 
Mech.  'Sfoot,  will   the   ox  put  on  the  lion's 

hide! 
He  will,  he  will,  'tis  more  than  excellent : 
So  gild  the  tomb  that  holds  but  rottenness  ! 
Laughter,  I  fear,  will   burst  me ;   look  liow  he 

struts. 
0  Ood.  that  ever  man  should  look 
Upon  this  maumet,'  and  not  laugh  at  him  ! 

[Asidt.l 
PsATR.  Fit,  fit,  excellent  fit,  as  though 
The  body  it  was  made  for  wore  my  mould. 
Wife,  I  will  have  it :  we'll  dispute  no  price. 


'  A  puppet.  Mr  Toilet  auppoaea  it  to  be  a  corruption  of 
Ufthoin«t.  8ee  Hevenil  iniUDces  of  the  uae  of  tbit  word  ia 
MrSteercn«'Biioteon"Tho  Fint  Part  of  KingHeDi?  IV.," 


Ejiier  Velours. 

Vel.  Master  orator,  the  aenat*  are  aet,  and  can 
despatch  no  causes  through  your  absence  ;  there- 
fore they  eomeetly  entreat  your  presence. 

Prate.  I  come,  I  come  ;  good  friend,  go,  say  I 

And,  wife,  see  that 

You  pay  for  this  suit,  whatsoe'er  it  cost. 

[Exit  Prate. 
Mech.  Ilot  above  making  you  cuckold :  that's 

the  most. 
LoL.  Whai,  is  he  gone ) 
Col.  He  is. 

Enter  AlphoNSO  in  liis  shirt. 

LOL.  Why,  then,  come  fortli,  poor  naked  lord.  ■ 

Alph.  What,  is  lie  jgone  t  May  the  devil  and 
his  horns  both  follow  him ! 

LoL  He  ia  gone ;  but  yet  he  hath  discover'd 
your  treason. 

Alph.  How) 

Col!  Yes,  and  in  revenge  thereof  hath  vowed 
that  in  this  naked  sort  as  you  are  you  shall  do 
penance  through  the  city  for  your  sin  of  unchnstityi 

Alph.  I  pray  thee,  leave  thy  woman's  phrase, 
and  speak,  like  a  man,  plainly,  plainly. 

LoL.  Then  pUinly  thus — he  is  gone,  and  hatb 
taken  away  your  apparel 

Alph.  Upon  what  accident  i 

LoL.  This :  wheii  your  negligence  had  left 
your  clothes  upon  my  bed,  he  espied  them,  tasked 
me  for  the  owner ;  I,  in  excuse,  told  him  it  was  a 
suit  brought  by  my  gossip  to  bo  sold  ;  he  straight, 
like  a  cliild  proud  of  a  new  coat,  presently  puts  it 
on,  presently  ia  sent  for  to  the  senate,  and  at  this 
present  hath  left  you,  that  the  world  may  behold, 
your  nakc<l  doings. 


ft 
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Alph.  I  would  it  were  washed  in  the  blood  of  a 
centaur,'  thut  when  he  puts  it  off,  his  skin  might 
follow  it :  but  how  shall  I  get  to  my  chamber  ) 

LoL,  Truly,  I  know  not,  except  you  will  wear  a 
smock'a  upper  coat. 

Alph.  What,  a  petticoat?  you  mad  me  with 
your  mirth. 

LoL.  Then  seriously  thus :  as  he  hath  ta'ea 
your  clothes,  you  must  take  his ;  and  let  the  world 
know  you  have  had  more  than  tiddler's  fare,  for 
yon  have  me-at,  money,  and  cloth. 

AtPH.  'Sfoot,  how  shall  I  look  iii  this  devil'a 
suit  1  sure,  I  shall  grow  sick  to  see  my  shajw. 

Lot.  Well,  extremity  must  then  be  your  pliysic; 

but  come,  you  shall  attire  yourself  in  my  chamber. 

[ExcuiU  Alphonso,  Lollia, 

and  Collaquintida: 

Mecii.  Are  these  the  winding  turns  of  female 

Loose  womaa'a  gambols,  and  the  tricks  of  sin  1 

And  are  we  boru  to  bear  these  suffrages  t 

0,  he  that's  tied  unto  a  brothel  bed 

Feels  his  worst  hell  on  earth,  and  may  presume 

There  ie  no  sickness  like  his  pestilence. 

Well,  what  the  issue  of  this  jest  will  prove, 

My  wit  but  yet  conceives,  aud  aftertimo 

Shall  perfect  it  and  give  it  liberty, 

In  such  sort  that,  if  it  true  firo  strike, 

A  world  of  apes  shall  study  for  the  like.        [ExiC, 

Enter  the  DuKE  OP  EptRE  alone. 

Epire.  My  thoughts  are  troubled,  joy  forsakes 

me  (juite, 
And  all  my  meditations  are  revenge  : 
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Ambition  antl  fell  murder  join  in  one, 

And  aid  each  other  to  untwine  a  state, 

And  make  whole  tDillions  prore  unfortunate. 

Now  muBt  I  practise  courl-art,  flattery, 

And  wisely  temporise  with  blackest  deeds  : 

I'll  smile  and  stab :  now  weep,  then  laugh,  then 

frown. 
And  with  sty  tricks  of  stAte  kill  all  suspicion  ; 
Devils  must  seem  like  angels,  saith  ambition. 
The  blackest  thoughts  I'll  study  to  excel ; 
Crowns  and  revenge  have  made  men  dive  to  helL 
My  plot  is  current,  and  it  cannot  miss, 
Whilst  wisdom  winds  me  on  the  clue  of  bliss. 
The  king  shall  kill  the  queen  ;  that  acted  right, 
I  soon  will  turn  liis  brightest  day  to  night. 
He's  simple,  honest,  and  loves  downy  rest; 
Then  he  must  fall :  'tis  policy  in  state 
To  hurl  them  down  are  bless'd  with  happy  fate. 
Thus  each  shall  scourge  himself  with  his  own  rod ; 
Who  is  all  policy  avows  no  God — 
Who  is  within  there,  ho  t 

Enter  Florio. 

Flo.  Did  your  grace  call  'I 

Epirb.  I  did  ;  Where's  the  king  ? 

Flo.  He's  in  his  privy  chamber  playing  at  chess. 

Efire.  Go  straight,  and  tell  him  I  must  spe&k 
with  him, 
And  say  my  business  doth  import  great  haste. 

Flo.  I  go,  my  lord.  [JSxit. 

Epirb.  Be  a  bless'd  Mercury  :  now  mount  thee 
up,  my  spirit. 
And  show  thyself  a  politician ; 
Let  slander  rule  thy  tongue,  envy  thy  heart, 
And  let  destruction  be  the'  i>eriod 


Of  what  thou  speak'at ;  for  this  my  maxim  is  : 
But  rule  no  heaven,  and  but  revenge  no  bliss. 


Enter  CYPRUS,  Florio,  and  AUmdanU. 

Here  comes  the  king.     My  lord,  we  must  be  pri- 
vate.' 
Cyp.    Remove   your   hearings  from   our   con- 
ference. '  [Ejceunt  Florio,  (tft 
Now  speak,  my  lord,  speak  freely,  as  to  heaven, 
Epibe.  First  with  my  knee  I  kiss  this  proatmtfl 
eartli, 
And  humbly  beg   that  which  my  tongue  shall 

spt'.ak, 
So  it  proceed  &om  love  and  vassalage, 
May  bear  a  pardon  or  forgetfujiiess. 
Cyp.  Yon  nave  it;  rise,  discharge  an  open  breast, 
ErtKE.  0  my  dread  liege,  my  s]>eech  will  make 
you  sad — 
And  kings  do  seldom  relish  their  distastes — 
And  from  that  sadness  snch  a  storm  will  rise 
Ab  will  even  drown  up  all  credulity. 
O,  that  my  loyal  heart  could  cover  sin, 
Or  that  my  tongue,  inured  unto  grief. 
Might  lose  its  s]>leen,  ere  it  distem|)er  you  ! 
But  love  and  mine  allegiance  bid  me  speak. 

Cyp.  Thpn  sjwak,  and  do  not  rack  rae  with 

delay. 
Efirb.  Women,  why  were  you  made  for  man's 
affliction  I 
The  first  that  ever  made  us  taste  of  grief, 
And  lost  of  whom  in  torments  we  complain  : 
Yon  devib  shap'd  like  angels,  through  whose  deeds 
Our  forked  shames  are  made  most  visible  ! 

'  Id  the  qairtot  of  ISDS  >nd  of  1633,  thia  line  ii  bj  mU- 
t«ke  auiined  to  Cvprua.     The  ail  of  Florio,  who  obTiomlj 
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No  soul  of  sense  wxiold  wrong  bright  majeety, 
Nor  stain  their  blood  with  such  impurity. 

Ctp.  Nay,  good  lord,  leave  this  allegoric  speech, 
And  give  me  knowledge  from  a  plainer  phrase. 

EpraE.  Then  plainly  thus  :  your  bed  is  press'd 
with  lust, 
I  know  you  do  not  credit — nay,  what's  more, 
I  know  you  hate  me  for  my  virtuousness  : 
Your  queen  behaves  her  like  a,  courtesan  : 
I  know  you  hold  me  for  a  vile  impostor  ! 
0  foolish  zeal,  that  makes  me  be  so  fond 
To  leave  my  faith  unto  black  censuring. 
O,  she  hatli  sinn'd,  and  done  a  double  wrong 
To  you  and  to  her '  sacred  cliastity, 

Cyp.    Duke,    thou    art    valiant,    and   with   a 
valiant  mind 
Slander  is  worse  than  tlieft  or  soerilege, 
Nay  more,  than  murder  or  the  height  of  treason — 
A  step  beyond  the  utmost  plagues  in  hell. 
Theu  tUou,  which  in  that  nature  wrong's!  a  queen, 
Deserv'st  a  scourge  beyond  their  punishments ; 
Virtue  should  kill  thee  now. 

Epirb.  Nay,  do  :  my  breast  is  bare  unto  thy  steeL 
Kill  me,  because  I  love  thee  and  speak  true. 
Is  this  the  merit  of  a  Roman  faith  f 
For  this  have  I  observ'd,  pry'd  in  unto. 
And  search'd  each  secret  shift  of  vanity  } 
Nay,  pray  you  kill  me  ;  faith,  I'll  patient  stand. 
Live  still  a,  monster,  hold  shame  in  your  hand. 

Cyp.  Speak  a  word  more  I  a  king  shall  be  thy 
death. 

Epire.  Death  is  a  slave  to  him  that  is  resolv'd, 
And  my  soul  loathes  this  servile  flatter}', 
Nor  will  I  cover  such  intemperate  sin, 
But  to  the  world  make  tiiem  and  that  transparent^ 
Unless  yourself  will  seek  to  right  yourself. 

»  [EdiU.,i(o«,  w/.er,  ami.] 
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Ctp.  Thou  hast  awatd  me, and  thy  piercing  words 
Have  split  my  senae  in  aunder  :  yet  what  ground 
Bemains  whereon  to  ground  suspicion  1 
A  cuckold,  cuckold,  lia ! 

EPIR&  Your  absence  is  the  bawd  to  her  desires, 
For  their  masques,  danciuga,  gaming,  banquetting, 
Strange  private  meetings,  and  all  toils  in  love, 
Aa  wanton  speeches  to  stir  appetite. 
And  all  enchantments  that  infiome  desire : 
"When  you  return,  then  nil  is  Imsh'd  and  still. 
And  she  demurely  walks  like  virtue's  ghost. 
Before  your  face  she's  like  a  puritan  : 
Behind  your  back  a  blushless  courtesan. 

Cyp,  0, 1  have  drank  in  poison  at  mine  ears, 
Which  makes  my  blood  boil   with  unquenched 

flames. 
But  speak,  who  is  it  that  dishonours  me  ) 

Epire,  He  that  you  prize  a  line  before  your  life ; 
I  know  you  will  not  credit — faith  yon  will  not. 

Cyp.  Nay,  if  thou  cease  to  speak,  thou  hat'st  my 
life; 
Tak'st  thou  delight  to  kill  me  ]  then  forbear : 
'Sfoot,  I  am  mortal  man,  kill  me,  do,  do ! ' 

Epibb.    Your   best    of  friends,    your    dearest 
Philocles, 
Usnrps  your  bed,  and  makes  you  a  comute. 
A  creatnre  uncreate  in  paradise, 
And  one  that's  only  of  a  woman's  making. 

Cyp.  Is't  possible  !  can  I  give  faitli  to  this  1 
'Epire.  Nay,  be  but  patient,  smooth  your  brow 
a  little, 
And  you  shall  take  them,  as  they  clip  each  other, 
Even  in  their  height  of  sin,'  then  damn  them  both. 


iCBdit 
■  This 


i.,  do,  dtt,  do,'] 

horrid  scaliment  :a  t«  be  found  In  too  many  of 

Dt  iiocU.      See  [Ford'i   "Work*,"   b;   Dyes,   I 
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And  let  them  sink  before  they  ask  God  pardon, 

That  your  revenge  may  stretch  unto  their  souls. 

Cvr.  To  be  a  cuckold  doth  exceed  all  grief. 

Epire.  To  have  a  pleasant  scoff  at  majesty. 

Cyp.    To  taste  the   fruit    forbidden  from    my 

tree  ! 
Epire.  But  he  shall  lose  liis  paradise  for  that 
Cyp.  The  BJave  will  make  base  songs  in  my 

disgrace. 
Epire.  And  wound  your  reputation  in  strange 

lands. 
Cyp.  This  injury  aads  all  my  joys  on  earth. 
Epire.  Horns  are  not  shunn'd  by  wisdom,  wealth, 

or  birth. 
Cyp,    Watch  their  close   meetings,  and  then 
give  us  notice; 
Mean  space,  my  lore  shall  in  thy  boeom  rest. 
My  grief  is  like  my  birth,  great — great  and  high. 
Give  close  intelligence  ;  till  then  farewell. 
Lust  is  the  broadest  path  which  leads  to  helL 

[£xit  Cyprus. 
Epire.  lie's  gone  with  black  suspicion  in  his 
heart: 
And  hia  soul  made  a  slave  to  jealousy. 
My  plots  shall  drive  him  to  his  own  destruction  ; 
And  I  gain  both  revenge  and  dignity. 
He  shaU  no  sooner  put  his  queen  to  death, 
But  I'll  proclaim  her  spotless  innocence  j 
All  men  will  hate  hirn  for  so  vile  an  act, 
And  mad  with  rage  depose  him  from  his  crown. 
Then  I  will  be  hie  death  :  his  state  doth  give : 
Kings  once  depos'd  long  after  must  not  live. 
For,  like  a  phcenix  rare  in  jealousy. 
He  shall  consume  himself  in  acoithing  flames. 
Whilst  from  his  ashes  I  a  phrenix  spring. 
Many  renotmce  their  God  to  be  a  king, 
And  I'll  be  one  to  kill  men  with  a  frown. 
None  dare  dispute  the  actions  of  a  crown.      [E^ 
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ACTUS  lY.,  SC^NA  1. 
Enter  Flohio  and  Mechant. 

Flo.  The  queen  is  all  for  revela  ;  her  light  heart, 
Unladen  from  the  heaviness  of  state, 
Bestows  itself  upon  delightfulness. 

Mech.  She  follows  her  creation  and  her  ees. 
In  my  conceit  it  is  as  vile  a  thing 
To  see  the  worthy  model  of  a  woman, 
Who  had  not  been  at  all  but  to  give  life 
And  stirring  spleen  to  nmn's  alacrity, 
To  sit  o'erwhelm'd  with  thought,  with  dark  amuBe, 
And  the  sad  sullennesa  of  griev'd  dislike  ; ' 
Aa  to  behold  an  old  man  in  his  furs. 
Whose  well-spent  youth  hath  given  his  age  full 

strength. 
To  be  his  country's  best  physician. 
To  caper  to  his  grave,  and  with  vain  gauds 
Trick  up  his  coffin,  and  upon  his  tomb 
To  leave  no  knowledge  but  his  levity. 

Flo,  Tis  true  indeed,  and  Nature  in  herself 
Doth  give  us  still  distaste  in  contraries. 
And  in  my  thoughts 
It  is  aa  base  to  see  a  woman  man. 
As  see  a  man  a  long-rob'd  feminine. 

M EOH.  Well,  we  foi^t  ourselves,  my  lord ; 
What,  is  the  music  ready  )     I  pray  you, 
Command  the  guard  to  take  their  halberts  in  their 

hands; 
The  ushers  should  have  ^en  this  room  periiimed. 
In  faith,  they  are  too  negligent :  here  comes  the 


*  And  tie  nd  ndtcnaai  itfa  griev'd  ditliie  is  the  reading 
of  tbs  4°.     The  irticle  vu  omitted  by  Mr  Hied  for  the  etke 

of  themeMnre.— CoH,Vi'. 
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£nier  At  QUEi^N,  Majiiana,  and  tuaititiff-wonuH  : 
TaiLOCLEHjandot/itrloriig:  ike  KlKQ ditffuittd 
tike  one  of  the  guard  at  tJi*  oiie  end  of  the  ttagt, 
and  t/ut  duke  m  likewUe  ditguiied  at  lite  other 
end  of  the  stage. 

QuEEN'.  Loud  music  there,  and  lot  the  god  of 

harmony 
Ravish  our  senses  with  delightful  aire, 
Tun'd  to  the  music  of  the  higher  sphere  ; 
And  with  that  mortal  sign  most  nirely  show 
The  joys  in  Jove's  high  court,  to  feast  the  godB, 
Makmg  that  place  abound  in  happiness. 
Come,  noble  Philoctes,  I  seize  you  first — 
Mariana,  there  are  choice  of  other  lords — 
In  gracing  you.  it  is  the  king  I  grace. 
Mar.  Come,  honest  lord,  'tis  you  must  stand  to 

The  queen  in  mine  doth  challenge  interest, 
And  1  must  fly  for  shelter  to  my  friends. 

Mech.  And  I'll  be  glad  to  be  your  coverture. 
Mar.  O  no,  my  lord,  not  till  the  weather  change. 
Mech.  Well,  when  you  please — meantime  you 

do  me  grace. 
Queen.  Nay,  my  lord,  there's  a  lady  worth  the 
handling : 
Sound  music  then ;  fill  earth  with  heaven's  plea- 
sure. 
Cyp.  My  queen  is  out  of  time,  though  she  keep 
measure.  \IIere  tliey  dance  the  firtt  gtrain. 

EriBK.  Be  lucky,  vilhmy  :  hit  now  the  mark  ^ 
That  mine  ambition  aims  at ;  methinka  I  see 
That  lean  Italian  devil,  jealousy, 


'  Se  luckj/  vUlany  U  neceuary  for  the  messure,  and  ii 
coDfonnaUe  to  llie  old  copies.  Mr  Jieed  permitted  the  mil- 
print  to  ataud,  and  did  not  regulate  the  verso  as  it  required. 
—Collier. 
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Dance  in  his  eyes,     Poesesa  hiiu,  spirit  of  rage  r 
Muffle  his  understanding  with  black  thoughts, 
Let  passion  govern  reason,  falsehood  truth, 
Oblivion  liide  Jiis  age,  hate  kill  his  j'outh. 

Ctp.   Thou  dancest   on   my  h<:fart,    lascivious 
queen, 
Even  as  upon  tliese  rushes,  which  thou  treadest : ' 
See  how  her  motions  wind  about  his  eyes, 
And  doth  present  to  him  lier  passions  : 
Now  doth  her  moistening  palm  glow  in  his  hand, 
And  courts  him  unto  dalliance.     She  dies :  'tis 

just. 
She's  slave  to  murder  that  is  slave  to  lust 

Epire.  Thou   curse  of  greatness,  waking-ey'd 
Busmcion, 
Now  help  thy  poor  friends,  murder  and  ambition. 
[Thejirst  gtrain  endt, 
QUBEN.  This  strain  contaiu'd  a  pretty  change. 
Proceed  unto  the  next,  [Tkry  danet  the  ucond. 

Cyp.  Sin  follows  sin,  and  change  on  change  doth 
WiUt ; 
Thy  change  doth  change  my  love  to  cruel  hate. 

{In  t/iis  strain  MaruNA.  come  to  Philocles. 
Phil.  Madam,  methinks  this  chance  is  better 

than  the  first. 
Mah.  Ay,  if  the  music  would  not  alter  it. 
QUKKN.  Methinks  'tis  worse  j  come,  we  will  have 
Another  strain.  [They  dance  a^aiit. 

Phil,  I'm  pleas'd  ; '  let  us  proceed. 
Cyp.  Rivals  in  crowns  and  beds  of  kings  must 
bleed. 
Can  that  fair  house  contain  so  foul  a  guest 


innul 
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As  lust,  or  uloak  iiiorcliaate  base  deaires,! 
Under  so  fair  a  coverture )    O  yes. 
Women  can  blind  our  sense  when  we  see  best. 
And  Bet  fair  Undekips  on  inconfitancy, 
Making  us  blind  witn  seeing.     The  dancn  ends : 
Your  sins  are  blackest,  breach  of  love  and  friends. 
Epire.  Now  to  tliB  king ;  blow,  rage,  till  it  flame 

A  politician  thrives  the  best  in  atat«. 

[Ejdl  Epire,  and  entert  to  tke  Kinq  again. 

Quern.  Come,  sweet  Prince  Philocles, 
Devise  some  new  delights  to  shorten  time  ; 
This  dulness  hath  no  relish  in  my  sense. 
It  hath  no  pith  ;  and  sloth  in  my  conceit 
Is  hut  a  type  of  pride  in  best  constructionB." 

Mar,  Madam,  I'll  stand,  that  a  fair  woman 
Must  be  proud,  or  else  a  fool, 

Phil.  1  would  fain  hear  that,  1'  faith. 

Queen.  Thy  reason,  wench,  I  pray  thee  ;  come, 
disburse. 

Mar.  a  woman  fair  is  like  a  full-blown  rose, 

Queen.  Which  holds  the  fair  no  longer  than  it 

Mar.  a  woman  fair  is  like  the  finest  gold. 

Phil.  Which  kept  from  use  is  good,  though  ne'er 
so  old. 

Mar.  Nay,  good  lord,  leave  a  little : 
She  that  is  fair  is  wise,  and  ought  to  know  it, 
For  to  that  end  did  nature  first  bestow  it. 
Now  of  this  knowledge  if  we  be  not  proud. 
We  wrong  the  author,  and  we  are  allow'd 
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To  rank  with  senseless  heasts,  sith  careless  we 
For  want  of  pride  detract  our  dignity. 
Now  knowing  it,  we  know  truth  in  the  same, 
Not  to  bo  proud  of  truth  aska  foUy's  name. 
This  lesson  still  is  read  in  beauty's  school : 
She  that  is  fair  and  huinlile  is  a  fool 
For  neither  knows  she  how  to  hold  her  good, 
Or  to  keep  safe  the  treasure  of  her  blood. 

Queen.  A  notable  declamation. 

Mar.  Nay,  madam,  by  your  leave, 
Pride  gives  a  lustre  to  a  woman's  fair,' 
Things  that  are  highest  priz'd  are  ever  dear. 
Why  is  the  diamond  the  sappliire's  king- 
But  for  esteem  and  rareness  1  both  which  spring 
From  the  stone's  pride,  whicli  is  so  chaste  and 

hard. 
Nothing  can  pierce  it,  itself  is  itselfs  gnard. 
Now  what  is  pride  I  self-love,  our  own  esteem, 
A  streuKth  to  make  us  of  ourselves  well  deem  : 
From  whence  this  maxim  I  collect  'mongst  other. 
Who  bates  herself  can  never  love  another. 
And,  to  conclude,  man's  appetite  grows  dull 
To  what  it  may  have :  empty  hope's  a  fool.* 
So'  all  our  sex  on  earth,  maid,  widow,  wife,  and 

bride. 
They   happy   live,    when   they    Uve   with    chaste 

Cyp.  [Asidf.]  My  <jueen  will  speak  as  much  for 

lust,  as  she 
For  pride,  if  the  toy  take  her. 
Mecu.   Your   ladyship    sows    dangerous   seed 

abroad. 
Mar.  But  I  hope,  my  lord,  all  grounds  are  nob 

fruitful 
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QuKEN.  Well,  wench,  shalt  be  the  proud  woman's 

champion. 
Mar.  And  I'll  defend  them  against  all  men,  as 

at  single  tonj^ie. 
MecH.  1  had  rather  tight  with  a  giant  than  you 

at  that  weapon. 
CyP.  [2''>  El'lRE.]  My  lord,  go  fortli,  return  in 

your  own  shajie, 
Say  1  am  coming. 

Epirk  I  go,  my  lord.  [EjtU  Epirk. 

Cyp,  [.^iw/e.]  I'll  note  their  countenance  when 

they  htiar  of  me : 
Kings  oft«n  Bee  that  which  they  would  not  see. 
QUGEX.  Dancing  hath  made  me  weary.     What 

Bport  is  next  1 
Phil.  What  your  highness  will  command. 
Cyp.  [Atide.]  She  will    command    you,  sir,  to 

play  witli  her. 


retum'd    to 


A'Mfr  El-IRE. 

EfiRE.    Madam,   his    majesty 
court. 

Queen.  Say,  then,  away  with  revels  and  with 
sports ; 
Lie  hush'd  and  still  this  vainer  idleness, 
It  now  hath  lost  his  spleen ;  come,  lords,  away, 
My  sun  is  risen  brings  a  brighter  day. 

[Ej:tunt  odl  but  Cypruh  and  EPIRE. 

Cyp,  Darkness  is  thy  dehght,  lascivious  queen. 
And  thou  wouldsi  have  thy  sun  pent-up  in  clouds. 
If  I  be  he.     0  falaeness,  did  I  for  tliis 
In  single  opposition,  hand  to  hand, 
Hazard  my  royal  blood  for  thee  to  be 
My  greatest  elume,  the  scandal  of  my  bloody 
WhiTst  rumour  crowns  me  king  of  infamyl 
But  I  will  be  reveng'd.     Watch,  gentle  lord. 


I 


THE  DUMB   KMtillT.  181 

When  next  I  see  them,  ihey  sliull  taste  of  death. 
Such  power  hath  baseness  over  great  defame, 
That  monarciss  catmot  cover  their  own  shame. 

[Exit  Cyprus. 
EfiBI!.  My  plot  yet  holds  a  true  proportion, 
And  I  do  see  an  even  way  to  rule. 
A  crown,  like  a  bold  champion,  bids  me  on. 
And  fame  shall  chronicle  mine  enterprise  : 
The  queen  being  dend,  J  must  oppose  myself 
Against  her  tyrant  husband— that's  my  claim, — 
And  with  strong  courage   stand    the    shock  of 

If  of  myself  I  can  withstand  the  king, 

Then  all  the  land  will  ftock  unto  mine  aid;    if 

not. 
The   king   is  God's  anointe<],   my  head    fits   the 

block. 
And  that's  the  worst :  yet  future  times  will  tell, 
I  sunk  not  slightly ;  for  a  crown  I  fell.  [Exit  Epire. 

Enffr  MeCIIANT,  and  a  ffUltlli  nf  WATCHMEN. 

Mech.  Come  on,  ray  masters. 
You  know  the  tenor  of  the  king's  command. 
And  what  In  this  great  business  you  must  do, 
Which  is  to  keep  him  safe,  and  not  vouchsafe 
That  any  creature  speak  or  visit  him. 
Till  he  be  brought  to  th'  presence  of  the  king, 
You  must  not  start  for  bounty,  nor  for  threats. 
No,  though  he  say  he  is  a  nobleman, 
As  it  may  be,  he  may  prove  mighty  born, 
Yet  what  for  that  t  you  must  perform  your  office, 
Or  else  expect  to  taste  sharp  punishment. 

1st  Watch.  Tut,  fear  not,  my  lord,  we  that 
have  had  Cerberus'  office  so  many  years  under  a 
gate,  ore  not  to  learn  now  to  play  either  devils  or 
tyrants ;  let  us  but  see  him,  and  then  take  no  care 
for  his  safety. 


2d  Watch.  Nky,  be  shall  lie  put  into  safe 
keeping,  for  my  wife  shall  take  uhuge  of  him. 

Bnter  Alphosso  hi  tin  Oi-ator'i  elothet. 

Mech.  'Tis  well-devis'ii,  see  where  he  cornea ; 
He  may  not  see  my  presence ;  think  upon't, 

[7-0  fht  Watch,^ 
Your  ciiarge  is  trusty,  and  of  mighty  weight. 
Farewell.  {Exit  Mechant. 

IST  Watcil.  Fear  not ;  come,  my  hearts,  com- 
pass him  about,  and  seize  on  him  all  at  once,  like 
so  many  ravens  on  a  dead  horse. 

Alfh.  Now  an  eternal  sleep,  an  apoplex,  a  swoon. 
Seize  on  their  senses,  who  in  this  disguise 
Shall  view  or  note  my  vile  deformity. 
I  was  bewitch'd  by  spells  to  ray  miafortune, 
Or  else  star-croes'd  with  some  hag's  helliehnees. 
Sure,  I  said  my  prayers,  ris'd  on  my  right  side, 
Wash'd  hands  and  eyes,  put  on  my  giiwe  last. 
Sure,  I  met  no  spay-footed  baker  : 
No  hare  did  cross  me,  nor  no  bearded  witch, 
Nor  other  ominous  fdgn.     O,  then,  why 
Should  I  be  thus  damm'd  in  the  devil's  nets  t 
Is't  possible  this  habit  that  I  wear 
Should  become  any  man  1  now  of  my  soul, 
I  loathe  to  see  myself,  and  willingly 
I  would  even  vomit  at  roy  countenance. 

1st  Watch.  Stand,  sir ;  we  arrest  you. 

Alvh.  Arrest  me  :  why, 
I  injure  no  man  but  myself. 

2d  Watch.  You're  the  m<)re  unkind ;  he  that 
wrongs  himself  will  not  stick  to  wrong  the  whole 
world  also. 

1st  Watch.  Nay,  strive  not,  for  we  arrest  you 
by  virtue  of  the  king's  commission. 

Alph.  Well,  my  masters,  be  careful ;  you  in>y 
mistake  me. 


THE   DUMB   KSIUHT. 


183 


3d  Watch.  Indeed  it  is  no  marvel,  you  are  ao 
like  other  men. 

Alph.  Indeed  at  this  time  I  atu  hanily  like  one 
of  God's  making 

1st  Watch,  raitli,  and  I  am  8ure  you  are  no 
man  of  a  good  tailor's  making,  you  are  but  pieced- 
work. 

Alph.  Well,  yet  I  may  hap  to  prove  a  nobleman. 

2d  Watch.  A  whoremascer  or  an  unthrift  I 
away  with  him,  and  let  no  man  catechise  him  upon 
pain  of  my  displeasure.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Epire  alone. 

EpiaE.  Roll  on,  the  chariot-wheels  of  my  dear 
plots, 
And  bear  mine  ends  to  their  desired  marks. 
As  yet  there's  not  a  rub  of  wit,  a  gulf  of  thought, 
No  rocky  misconstruction,  thorny  luaa.', 
Or  other  let  of  any  doubtfulness. 
As  yet  thy  way  is  smooth  and  plain, 
Like  the  green  ocean  in  a  silent  calm. 
Blessed  credulity,  thou  great  God  of  error. 
Thou  art  the  strong  foundation  of  huge  wrongs, 
To  thee  ^ve  I  my  vows  and  sacrifice ; 
By  thy  great  deity  he  doth  believe 
Falsehoods,  that  falsehood's  self  could  not  Invent, 
And  from  that  misbelief  doth  draw  a  course 
To  overwhelm  even  viitue,  truth,  and  sanctity. 
Let  him  go  on,  bless'd  stars,  'tis  meet  he  fall, 
Wliose  blindfold  judgment  hath  no  guide  at  all. 
But  0,  these  sliadows  have  bewitched  long : 
To  threat  and  not  to  do  dotli  mahce  wron^. 
And  Bee,  here  comes  the  queen. 

Enter  tiie  Queen,  Mariana,  and  otlvr  In.iiai. 
QUESN.  My  lord  the  duke,  your  presence  and 
newish 
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Jump  in  an  even  line  together :  come, 

We  must  to  canls  : 

I  have  some  erowufl 

I  needs  miiat  lose  to  you. 

Epire.  I  humbly  beseeoh  your  highness  pardon 
me  : 
I  have  important  business  of  the  king's. 
Which  doth  command  mine  instant  diligence. 

Mar.   Brother,    indeed   you   shall  attend  the 
queen  ; 
Another  time  will  Berve  those  state  despatches. 

£piltE.  Sister,  content  you,  the  affairs  of  state 
Must  gve  their  best  attendance  on  the  times  ; 
And  great  occurrents  must  not  lose  their  minutes. 

Mar.  Now  I'll  stand  to  it,  that  to  be  a  states- 
man or  a  lawyer  is  to  be  of  tlie  most  thankless 
occupation  that  ever  was  derived  from  human 
invention. 

Queen.  Why,  1  pray  thee,  wench  I 

Mar.  Because  they  bestow  all  the  laborious  toU 
of  the  mind  until  they  'be  forty,  that  they  may 
live  imprisoned  in  a  study-chamber  till  they  be 
fourscore,  only  for  this  world's  mammon,  a  greab 
name  and  riches,  which,  like  a  string  between  a 
galley-slave's  legs,  is  the  only  ease  of  their  fetters.^ 

Queen.  A  notable  construction  of  a  noble 
labour ;  but  shall  we  not  have  your  company,  my 
lord) 

Epire.  My  service,  madam,  but  my  presence 
the  king  hath  employed  ;  only,  if  you  please,  I  will 
send  Prince  Philocles  to  your  majesty. 

Queen.  No  creature  better  ;  for  his  skill  in  play 


'  In  the  Iwo  i"  copira  of  this  pliy  the  Istter  part  of 
tho  speech  atftnds  Ihua  i^Onij  /or  tkit  vmrlii't  maniMoii, 
wliicli  U  great  name  and  ridics.  Hit  a  itring  btimtm  a 
galley-ilatt'i  ttgi,  ii  tht  only  eatr  nf  their  ftUtn.  Mr  Betd 
introduced  the  improvement. — Collier. 
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Send  him  to  my  privy-chamber  preBeiitly. 

[Ejreunt  QUEEN,  MakIANA,  itf. 

Enter  Philocles. 

Epire.  I  will,  and  send  aMiction  after  him  ; 
And  see  where  he  comes.     My  lord,  your  presence 

hath 
Saved  me  much  labour  and  a  little  care, 
I  was  in  quest  for  your  fair  company  ; 
The  queen,  my  lord,  entreats  you  earnestly 
YoH  will  att«ud  her  in  her  privy -chumber. 

Phii.  Unto  what  end  1 

EpntE.  Only  to  waste  some  time  at  cards  with 
her. 
The  lazy  hours  stick  heavy  on  her  thoughts, 
Which  she  would  lose  svith  some  forge tftiliiess. 

Phil.  Faith,  and  play  ne'er  relish'd  worse 
Within  my  thoughts. 
I  know  not  how,  but  leaden '  heaviness 
Draws  me  to  be  In  love  with  melancholy. 

Epire.  The  fitter  for  you  with  more  light  sports 
To  chase  that  blood-consumer  from  your  breast, 
Who  with  a  honey- poison  doth  devour, 
And  kill  the  very  life  of  livelihood. 

Phil.  'Tiatrue,  and  therefore  shall  your  counsel 
tutor  me ; 
Where  is  her  majesty  ) 

Epma  Gone 
To  her  privy-chamber,  where  she  doth  expect  you. 

PniL.  I  will  atten<l  her  presently, 

[Erit  Philocles. 

Efirk.  Do,  and  I  will  attend  tuee  to  thy  grave. 
Poor  shallow  lord,  by  much  too  virtnous. 
Ho  !  who's  within  there  I 

'  [Old  oopicB,  londtn.] 
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Ejdrr  Flo  RIO. 


Flo.  Vour  grace's  pleasure  ? 
Epirb.  Go  tell  hU  majesty  that  I  loual  speak 
with  him. 

Flo.  I  go.  {Brit. 

EnUr  aloft  to  cardt  the  QuEBN  and  PhILOCLES. 

Queen.  Come,  my  lord,  take  your  place,  here 
are  cards,  and  here  are  my  crowns. 

Phil.  And  here  are  mine ;  at  what  yame  will 
your  majesty  play  t 

Queen.  At  Moimt-aaint.' 

Pbil.  a  roj'al  game,  and  worthy  of  the  name. 
And  meetest  even  for  saints  to  exercise. 
Sure,  it  was  of  a  woman'a  first  invention. 

Queen.  It  is  not  saint,  but  cent,  taken  from 
hundreds. 

Phil.  True,  for  'mongst  millions  hardly  is  found 
one  saint. 

Queen.  Indeed  you  may  allow  a  double  game ; 
But  come,  lift  for  the  dealing ;  it  is  my  chance  to 

Phil.  An  action  most-most  proper  to  your  sex. 

Ent^r  Cyprits, 

Cyp.  How  now,  my  waking  dragon,  thou  whose 
eyes 
Do  never  fall  or  close  through  Lethean  sleep  : 
What,  is  there  a  Hercules  that  dare  to  touch 
Or  enter  the  Hesperiiin 


^  This  ^me  is  often  a«ationed  in  our  ancient  wrlteis, 
tnil  what  immediately  followi  aufficlentlj'  exploiat  the 
nature  of  it. 

•  I'lacea  where  rosea  (,-row  in  great  aiiundance. 
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EpIRX.  Spt«k  softly,  geutle  lord;  behold,  behold, 
The  Billy  birds  are  tangled  in  your  enare, 
And  have  no  way  to  'scape  your  punishment. 
See,  how  her  eyes  do  court  him,  and  his  looks 
Fay  to  her  love  a  double  interest. 
Fie,  fie  !  they  are  to  blame. 

Queen.  What  are  you,  my  lord  1 

Phil.  Your  highness'  servant,  but  misfortune's 
slave. 

Queen.  Your  game,  I  menn. 

Phil.  Nothing  in  show,  yet  eomewhat  in  account ; 
Madam,  I  am  blank. 

Qdeek.  You  are  a  double  game,  and  I  am  no 
less ;  there's  an  hundred,  and  all  cards  made,  but 
one  knave. 

Epirs.  Mark  that  1  at  my  life,  she  means  your 
majesty. 

Gyp.  True,  I  know  she  holds  ine  as  her  varlet. 
And  that  I  am  imperfect  in  her  game  ; 
But  my  revenge  shall  give  me  better  place. 
Beyond  the  hate  of  her  foul  impudence, 

Epire.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  observe  :  they  will 
confirm  you  better. 

Queen.  What's  your  game  now  1 

Phil.  Fou*  kines,  as  I  imagine. 

Queen.  Nay,  I  nave  two,  yet  one  doth  me  little 
good. 

Phil.  Indeed,  mine  are  two  queens,  and  one 
111  throw  away. 

EpirE.  Doth  your  majesty  mark  that  t 
You  are  the  king  that  she  is  weary  of. 
And  my  sister  the  queen  that  he  will  cast  away. 

Phil.  Can  you  decard,'  mndam  1 

Queen.  Hardly,  but  I  must  do  hurt,< 

Phil.  But  8])are  not  any  to  coufimi  your  game. 
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Epire.  Would  you  have  more  plain  proof  of 
their  foul  treason  I 
Tliey  do  not  plot  your  highness'  death  alone. 
Gyp.  Bnt  othere,  which  they  think  depend  on 

Epire,    Myself,  and  those  which  do  you  ser- 
vices: 
They  are  bloody-minded ;  yet  for  myself. 
Were  it  not  for  your  safety,  I  could  wish 
You  would  remit  and  blot  these  errors  out, 
In  hope  that  time  would   bring  them  to  more 
virtue, 
Cyp.  O,  then  thou  didst  not  love  me,  nor  thy 
faith 
Took  hold  apon  my  scandals  ;  fie,  I'm  mad, 
Sbam'd  and  disgrac'd,  all  wit-atung,  wisdomless. 
Witliin  there,  ho ! 

EnUr  l!"LUHiO. 

Flo.  Did  your  majesty  calU 
Cyp.  Go  instantly — (nay, 
Do  not   look  sad  or  pale,  neither  dispute  with 

Nor  with  thy  thoughts ;  but  as  thpu  lov'st  thy 

Ufe, 
Effect  my  will) — call  all  my  guard. 
Ascend  the   queen's  privy-chamber,   and   in  my 

name 
Arrest  her  and  Prince  Philocles  of  treason. 
Make  no  delay,  but  in  thy  diligence 
Show  how  thou  dost  respect  me.     Arrested  once, 
Convey  them  unto  straitest  prison  :  away. 

[Exit  FloRIO. 
For  you,  my  lord,  go  instantly  prepare. 
And  summon  all  the  princes  of  our  land 
TJnto  an  instant  parliament,  where  we 
Will  have  them  both  condeinn'd  immediately. 
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^itiiout  their  mtBirers,  plaints,  or  piteousness. 
Since  women's  tears  do  biunt  revenge's  sword, 
I  will  not  Bee,  nor  hear  them  speak  one  word. 

[Emnt  Cyprus  and  Epibk. 

Enter  FloRIO,  and  a  ffuard  aloft,  to  the  Queen 
and  Philocles. 

Flo.  Madam  and  Prince  Pliilocles,  in  the  king's 
name  I  arreet  you  both  of  high  treason. 

Phil.  He  lies  that  saith  I  ever  knew  tbe  word. 

Ql^een.  I  pray  thee,  do  not  aflright  me,  gentle 
lord. 
Thy  words  do  carry  death  even  in  their  sound. 

Flo.  Madam,  I  am  most  sony  'tia  my  fortune, 
But  what  I  do  is  by  the  king's  commission. 

Queen.  Whence  is  that  warmnt  grounded,  or 
what's  our  treason  1 

Flo.  I  am  his  instrument,  but  not  his  councillor, 

Phil.  Madam,  be  patient ;  that  we  do  not  know, 
We  have  no  cause  to  grieve  at.     As  for  envy's  toil, 
Let  her  even  break  her  own  gall  with  desire, 
Our  innocence  is  our  prevention. 
Be  cheerriii,  madam,  'tis  but  some  villain's  sound. 
Made  only  to  amaze,  not  to  confound. 
And  what  must  we  do,  my  lord  ? 

Flo.  To  prison  ar^  the  words  of  my  commission. 

Phil.  Then  lead  the  way ;  he  hath  of  grief  no 


Whose  conscience  doth  not  kut 


f  his  offence. 


ACTUS  v.,  SC^NA  1. 
Stitfi-  at  ont  door  EPIKE,  at  another  MARIANA. 

EpUiE.  How  now,  mad  sister,  your  dear  love  i: 

condemned '! 
A  sweet  adulterer  I 


imc  t>nta  kskoz. 


■"dbf  MX  of  p 


Has.  I4»BotkiUthM^I«tbtt,l«»MB, 
,  for  it  k  wnnhM  to  ^»di  n ImiIt: 

^  *"  ^^  ■—"— ^.  *fc""  *"rrr*'"  r 

If  gBSty,  weep  tbat  wmk  AaM  aa  InaiigRH ; 
KatBre  of  reMon  tfam  nocli  dotb  iBpotsne, 
Man  ilunlil  partake  in  grief  with  man's  mafurtaite. 

EracL  For  faim,  if  «'er  mine  eye*  ire*p,  may 
tbej  drop  oat, 
Asd  leave  nj  body  blinder  thao  mj  aente : 
PHy  wj  foe,  the  mm  of  1B7'  hoiue, 
if  jT  Talflor'a  acanriaj,  and  mine  hooooi'B  poiaoa ! 
No,  let  faira  faD,  for  blood  mnst  Mill  qorach  hut, 
Idw  hath  oondemn'd  him,  then  Ida  death  is  just 

Mar.  Spit  ont  that  monster  mitt,  it  corrapt« 

And  mildly  hear  me  answer  for  my  lore. 
What  did  he  'gainst  yon  was  not  hononrable, 
Which  yoa  'gainst  him  woald  not  have  ^adly 

Will  you  hate  him  for  acting  your  own  tfaongfata ) 
Can  it  be  ill  in  him,  yet  good  in  you ! 
Let  reason  weigh  this  difference,  then  youll  find 
His  honour  poises  down  bis  infamy. 

Epire.  Canst  thoti  love  him  llutt  brought  thee 

Ut  thy  death  T 
Mar.  No,  like  a  God  he  made  me  with  his 

breath. 
Epikc   Did  he   not  win   thy   love,  and  then 

reject  thee  1 
Mar.  His  honour,  not  his  love  doth  now  neglect 

me. 
Epirb.    Fond   maid,   thy   foolish   dotage  doth 

mistake  him. 
Mar.  Hell  shall  have  mercy,  ere  1  will  forsake 
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Sfire.    Farewell    theo.    sist«r,    £i-iend    to    my 
greatest  foe  : 
Revenge  etrikea  home,  being  ended  with  one  blow. 
[Sxit  Epir& 

Mar.   Prevention,   thou   beet  midwife  to  bub- 
fortune. 
Unfold  thJB  ugly  monster's  treachery  ; 
And  let  hifl  birth  be  ominous — atnick  deiul, 
Ere  it  have  being  in  this  open  world. 
Love  commands  nature.     Brother,  pardon  me  : 
Thine  envj'  dies  by  my  love's  liberty. 
Invention,  heart  of  wit,  possess  my  brain, 
For  treason  is  to  treason  her  own  bane. 
And  you,  bright  heav'ns,  now  aid  me  in  my  ploU, 
That  truth  may  shine  through  falsehood's  leprous 

My  life  I'll  hazard  to  redeem  my  love, 
Finn  constancy  like  rocka  can  never  move. 
Be  bold  then,  miuden-heart,  in  his  defence. 
He  saved  thy  life  :  thy  life's  his  recompense  : 
My  wit  and  hopes  have  fumish'd  me  with  all 
The  helps  of  art  to  bring  forth  treason's  fttll. 
Sow  to  the  means.     Some  say  that  gold  hath  power 
To  enter  without  force  a  gateless  tower  : 
And  I'll  try  that,  which  if  it  take  fast  hold, 
I'll  never  blame  them  more  that  doat  on  gold. 
Ho  I  who's  within  thct«  I 


£n/tr  Jailer. 

Jailer.  ^Vho  calls,  what  would  you  have  (  I 
ihought  you  were  a  woman,  joii  were  so  hasty ; 
O,  madam,  is  it  you  ?  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Mar.  lly  grief  speaks  loud,  sir,  and  my  swift 


des 

O'emilea    my    tongue,    makes  it  keep  time 
thought ; 

I  Ion;;  t.i  see  a  priaoupr  iu  (his  ill-i.tiilt  hoiis.-. 
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Jailer.  Wliat  prisoner,  mad.im  t 

Mar.  The  worthy  priuce,  the  famous  Philo- 
cles. 

Jailer.  Madam,  I  dare  not,  without  especial 
irarnuit. 

Mar.  I  have  my  brother's  strong  commisfsion  ; 
hold,  there  is  gold. 

Jailer.  This  golden  calf  is  an  excellent  idol, 
and  few  of  my  profeBsion  but  serve  it  :  this  dumb 
god  gives  tongue  to  all  men,  wit  to  all  men,  honour 
to  any  man,  but  honesty  to  no  man :  and  there- 
fore as  forhouesty,  I  mean  not  to  deal  with  so  dear 
a  commodity,  but  leave  it  to  ray  better.  Madam, 
those  stairs  dii-ett  you  to  his  lodging. 

Mar.  I  thank  you,  sir.  [Bxil  Mariana. 

Jailer.  This  is  a  worthy  lady,  to  give  thus 
much  for  the  bare  sight  of  a  man  in  affliction ;  if 
he  were  at  liberty,  it  were  nothing ;  but  being 
as  it  is,  it  ia  most  bountiful :  but  it  may  be  it  is 
for  the  past  hours  of  former  recreations :  well,  let 
it  be  what  it  shall  be,  I  am  sure  it  was  not  that  I 
should  hold  this  disputAtion  :  but  see,  here  she 
comes  again. 


Fhii.    Madam,   my    soul    uannot    consent    to 

Your  life  in  this  great  hazard,  nor  can  death 
Cany  such  ugly  shape,  as  doth  the  thought, 
That  you  are  left  in  this  extremity  : 
Indeed,  I  will  not  leave  you. 

Mar.    Will  you  grow  mad  1   what,  shall  your 
nobler  spirit. 
Which  is  the  school  of  wisdom,  grow  so  fond,' 
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Aa  to  revolt  &om  all  o 

Our  plots  you  know,  and  Itow  to  manage  carea, 

Whose  true  events  liave  true  proportions ; 

Then, dear  lord,reat  reaolv'd — the  jailer  overhears — 

Live  you  with  safety.     Most  worthy  maid,  farewell. 

Phil.    Farewell,  fair  prince :    thanks,   master 
jailer,  and  a  kind  commend. 

Jailer.  As  much  unto  your  ladyship.    So  now 
I'll  lock  my  doors. 

[Exeunt  Makiana,  PuiloclBS,  and  JaILSB. 

£iUtr  Cyprus,  Mechant,  Florio,  and  Allendanlt. 

Gvp.  Is  our  commission,  as  wo  gave  in  charge, 
Delivered  o'er  to  the  corregidon^  t 

Mech.  It  is,  and  with  such  strictness  and  advice 
For  speedy  execution  of  the  same, 
That  hy  this  time  I  know  they  are  in  the  way 
Unto  their  execution  ;  for  the  hour 
Of  death  doth  run  upon  his  latest  minutes. 

Cyp.    'Tis  well :    for  till  their  shameless  lives 
have  end, 
There  can  no  comfort  creep  into  my  thoughts, 
Or  aught  save  mischief  keep  me  company. 
Why  was  I  bom  to  this  malignity 
And  lowness  of  base  fortune,  yet  my  place 
Above  the  level  of  the  vulgars'  sight  1 
O,  it  is  but  to  let  me  know  thus  much, 
Tliat  those  which  lie  within  the  richest  graves 
Were  at  the  best  but  fortune's  glorious  slaves. 
But  see,  here  comes  my  shame. 

Enter  cmrrjidors.  Queen  and  Marloia  dui/uittd 
lite  Philocles,  linth  bound,  and  a  guard  of 
halberti  with  the  executioner. 

Qi;een.  My  deai-est  lord. 

Gyp.  Pass,  and  respect  me  not,  lascivious 
woman ! 

VOL   X.  H 
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Thy  tears  are  like  the  tears  of  crocodiles 
See  how  I  stop  mine  ears  against  thy  plaints, 
And  glue  mine  understanding  from  thy  charms. 
Nay,  call  on  him  thou  hast  offended  most ; 
Mercy  from  me  were  worse  than  cruelty. 

Queen.  My  dearest,  droadest,  my  best*  sove- 
reif^n, 
Whom  I  have  ne'w  offended,  hut  with  zeal 
And  constant  love,  loyal  and  hoiionntble, 
Vouchsafe  ma,  though  a  queen,  a  subject's  right, 
And  let  me  know  for  what  offence  I  perish. 

Cyp.  For  thine  adulterat*  and  monstrous  lust. 
Shameful  and  gross,  and  most  unsufferable. 

Queen.  Who  doth  accuse  us  J 

Cyp.  Ourself  and  our  own  aoul,  that  have  beheld 
Yoiir  vile  and  moat  lascivious  passages.* 

Mar.  0,  thai  my  tongue  would  pot  betray  my 
knowledge ! 
Then  would  1  amaze  them  all  with  mine  assertions. 
Madam,  challenge  the  law.  [WAiipers. 

Queen.  My  gracious  lord,  since  no  desert  in  me 
Can  merit  your  belief,  nor  that  your  eye 
Can  rightly  judge  my  pure  complexion ; 
Yet  as  your  handmaid  let  me  beg  the  right. 
Due  unto  wretches  from  our  country's  laws. 

Cyp.  The  wnor  of  tlie  law  you  do  demand! 

QiraKN.  Tiiat  in  the  case  of  slander,  where  the 
proof 
Proceeds  as  much  from  envy  as  from  truth, 
Wq  are  allow'd  our  champions  to  defend 
Our  innocence  with  a  weU-ordered  sword. 

'  Thg  Itari  art  vf  the  ipeara  uf  rronililii,  «re  the  imrds 
In  both  the  qaartoa  ;  probably  tne  amendnient  of  Ur  Reed 
ia  oorrrct.— CoWi'o-, 

'  [Old  copies.  Mg  iltimit  drmH.  ray  brit  but  ] 
'  is.,  Wb»t  b&tb  passed  lielwoen  you.     Seo  noUjs  of  0r 
Jotuuon  and  Mr  Sioevens  to  "  All's  Well  tbat  Ends  Well," 
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Cyp.   1  look'd  for  this  olijeclJuii,  and  allow  it; 
Nor  am  I  unprontled  for  j-oui-  best 
And  strongest  hope  in  any  victorj- : 
Lords,  attend  in  my  champion. 

Htra  the  noUtmen  go  forth,  and  bring  in  the  DUKB 
OF  Epire  like  a  constant. 

QUEEX,  Will  you,  my  lord,  approve  the  king's 
Msertion  I 

Epire.  Madam.  allhougU  against  the  nature  of 
my  spirit, 
And  my  first  duty  bound  to  your  allegiance, 
Yet  now  compell'd  by  duty  and  by  truth, 
I  must  of  force  become  your  opposite. 

QUEKN.  Tbou  art   no   true   Italian,  nor   true 
gentlen 

Thus  to  confound  the  glory  of  thy  judgment. 
Hath  not  that  arm  which  now  is  nrm'd  against  me — 
That  valour,  spirit,  judgment,  and  that  worth, 
Which  only  makes  you  worthy^stood  t'  approve 
More  than  myself  will  challenge  to  ray  virtues  I 
And  are  you  now  basely  tiirn'n  retrograde  1 
Well,  I  perceive  there's  nought  in  you  but  spleen 
And  time's  observance,  still  to  hold  the  best — 
Still  I  demand  the  law. 

Cyp.    And  yon  shall  have  it   in   the    amplest 
manner. 
Sound,  comets. 

Here  tite  enraett  inuiiH  i/trti^.  nttit  'it  the  tkir/l  lound 
tnttrs  PuiLCH.'LES,  liUguited  like  u  eojiibulant. 

Flu.  There  is  a  cunibataut  on  tiiu  defendant's 
_    jHirt ; 
Your  majesty's  pleasure  i 
Cvp.  Give  him  his  oath  according  tg  the  laws. 
Flo,  Are  the  fair  ends  of  this  your  warlike  pos- 
ture 
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To  tiruTe  the  iBBoenioc  of  tbese  tvo  ratArwB^d  t 
£o  ne^  joa  Jore ' 

Pbil.  Thejrare. 

Ctp.  Thai  gire  tbr  wvUke  dgnal  w  (he  fi^t. 


/Ten  Ike  anAat  bring  fougb,  PBtLocucs 
du  DfKt 

Phil.  Thon  art  my  elAv«,  eitiier  confer  or  die. 

Efise.    Didst  thon  speak    tnie,  I  wonM   not 
(ottnd  a  won! 
Touvetbevorld  from  cinders  ;  )'el  that  thoa  ma^'st 
With  more  resoU-'d  fan'  murder  me, 
This  I  eonfei*  :  'twas  1  that  only  slirr'd. 
Oat  of  atrong  falsehood's  hate  and  jeatouay, 
The  king's  eternal  wrath,  and  made  faim  think 
TTntniths,  that  even  untruth  would  not  suggest : 
And  all  my  malice  sprung  from  that  Prince  Philo- 
cles. 

Phil.  No,  'twae  from  me,  that  still  am  Pliilocles. 

Cyp.  My  Philocles,  my  queen !  0,  double  pardon 
me. 
My  jealousy,  hia  envy,  aud  your  virtues, 
Are  sprung  from  such  impatient  contraries, 
I  cannot  reconcile  them  ;  yet,  0,  pardon  me : 
My  faith  in  life  shall  make  you  recompense^ 
For  thee,  rare  Mariana,  thou  hast  wrought 
A  work  of  noble  constant  magnitude. 
As  for  this  monster,  this  my  tempting  devil. 
Whose  forfeit  life  is  witness  to  his  shame, 
I  give  his  life  and  fortunes  to  the  qneen. 
She,  whom  his  malice  would  have  brought  to  death, 
Shfdl  now  be  judge  and  juror  of  his  breath. 

Mar.  In  which  commission,  madam,  let  it  be 
enroU'd, 
He  is  my  brother  and  my  next '  of  blood. 

'  [Old  copies,  betl.] 
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QVKEN.  And  only  that  is  charter  for  his  life — 
lave,  eHvious  lord,  more  enviuus  than  thou'rt  great, 
Lire  to  lament  thy  worst  of  wretchedness, 
Lire  to  repent,  since  this  1  certain  know, 
Thine  own  gall'd  conscience  will  be  thy  worst  woe:. 

Eater  a  guard  of  Watchmen  vrU/i  Alphonso. 

1st  Watchman.  Come,  bring  away,  tlirust  him 
fonvani,  though  favour  nnd  a  great  purse  were 
against  him. 

Cyp.  How  now,  what  tumalt  have  wi-  there  t 

2d  Watch,  A  n't  please  your  majesty,  we 
have  brought  you  here  a  slip,'  a  piece  of  false 
coin :  one  that  is  neither  stamped  with  true  coin 
for  his  excuse,  nor  with  good  clothes  for  his  re- 
demption. 

Cyp.  Alphonso  I  in  the  name  of  madness,  how 
comes  this  metamorphosis  1    Nay,  stand  forth,  dis- 
course :  if  thon  dost  lie,  thou  art  mine  enemy. 
'  M£CH.  Nay  more,  if  thou  stick  in  any  bog,  and 
by  a  trick  seek  to  wind  out,  I  will  discover  you. 

Al>rH.  This  conjuration  (believe  it,  my  lord), 
shall  make  me  leap  out  of  all  fetters,  and  briefly 
thus :  I  have  long  time  loved  the  fair  wife  of  the 
orator,  and,  having  no  opportunity  but  his  absence 
at  the  senate,  I  took  that  season  ;  he,  out  of  negli- 
geQce,  omitting  his  papers,  returned  unseasonably, 
found  me  [clothed]  insufficiently,  and  forced  to  take 
sanctuary  strangely,  which,  however,  I  purchased ; 
yet  he  found  mine  apparel,  and  mtstaKen  in  the 
tenure,  reached  it  presently,  put  it  on  immediately  ; 
and  now  in  the  senate-house  is  pleading  in  it 
seriously. 

'  Ag»in,  iu  Dafa  "  Law  Tricke,"  1<io8,  Mt  iii.— 
'-  A  fUdtd  fli^  cvTiH  u  hlr  ■  >bow 
Bat  put  rout  ilip  IS  trial,  (ha  ill|bt  fOU 
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Cyp.  I  cannot  blame  him,  you  h&ving  got  bo 
much  within  hia  inward  garment. 

Mech.  Of  all  which,  my  lord,  I  being,  in  a  strict 
conceit,  a  bawdy  witness,  and  having,  both  from 
the  orator's  scorns  and  delays  t-Rceived  many 
indignities,  thought  by  this  discovery  to  cry  quit- 
tance with  my  prond  enemj-. 

Cyp.  And  you  have  amply  done  it ;  yet  this  jest 
So  perfect  doth  deseire  more  memory. 
Florio,  go  bid  the  orator  attend  us  jireaently. 

[Exit  Florio. 
And  now  to  you,  Drap  and  Yeiours,  1  did 
Refer  you  long  since  to  the  orator. 
Yet  I  note  your  attention  :  come,  there  is 
Some  too  close-fisted  hardness  in  your  hearts  : 
You  gripe  too  hard,  your  bribes  will  not  disburse  ; 
Come,  t«ll  me  truly,  as  you  look  for  heaven. 
What  must  you  pay  for  your  despatches  ? 

Drap  ajid  Vel.  a  thousand  crowns  we  offer'd 
willingly. 

Cyp.  And  will  your  suit  avail  with  srich  di.s- 
bursement  1 

Dra?  and  Vel.    It  will,  and  we  most  richly 
satisfied. 

Cyp.  We'll  see  the  business  perfected. 

Drap  and  Vel    With  all  our  hearts,  and   lie 
full-joy'd  thereat ; 
Here  are  the  crowns. 

Ctp.  You  shall  have  your  despatches. 

Enter  Prate  imJ  Florio. 

See,  here  comes  the  orator.     Prate,  come  hither ; 
These  gentlemen,  whom  long  ainco  I  referr'd 
To  your  despatches,  are  yet  unsatisfied. 

Pratk.  Alaa !  my  lord,  the  state 

Cyp. 1  know,  employe  you,  yet  there's  many 

minutes 
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May  give  your  best  cares  leisure  :  como,  there  is 
Some  odd  disburse,  some  bribe,  some  gratulance. 
Which  m&kea  you  lock  up  leisure  :  come,  tell  true. 
What  bribe  must  they  give,  what  is  your  utmost 

price  1 
Pbatb.  But  five  hundred  crowns,  of  my  best 

conscience. 
Cyp.  Tut,  it  is  nothing,  liold,  here's  the  coin. 
And  let  them  have  their  patents  presently  : 
Or  look  to  lose  both  place  and  sovereignty. 

Piute.  Legions  of  devils  haunt  their  diligence  ! 
Cyp.  Fie !  I  would  not  have  a  man  of  your  high 

place. 
Or  for  respect  of  wealth  or  base  observance, 
In  smallest  things  thus  to  neglect  your  credit, 
Why,  look  you,  my  lords. 
This  orator  is  not  like  others  of  his  rank, 
Who  from  their  garish  ^  and  fantastic  humours 
Go  through  the  streets,  spotted  with  peacock's 

plumes, 
Wearing  all  colours,  laces,  broideries. 
Satins  and  silks,  so  antic-garnished, 
That  when  their  gowns  are  off,  you  cannot  find 
In  Italy  a  master  8ha)>'d  more  nice. 
But  this  fellow  Prate  here's  of  another  sort, 
Clolli'd  like  himself,  demure  ami  soberly  : 
Nay,  you  shall  see  him  for  a  precedent. 

[(/nffottnii  the  orator. 
Passion  of  mine  eyesight !  who  have  we  here  I 
This  is  Alphonso,  there's  the  orator. 

Prate.    Heart  of   impatience,   I   am    then  a 

cuckold ! 
A  scorn,  a  byword,  and  a  laughing-stock. 
What,  is  my  wife  iiim'd  whore  1   and  must  her 

depth 
Be  sounded  by  the  plumbs  -  of  foreigners  J 


'  (Edit*.,  yainiih.] 
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;e  ihai  I  will  take  for  this  n 


ie  revenge  that  I  will  take  for  this  my  sbitme 
Bholl  make  all  whores  hereafter  dreail  my  name. 
Cyp.  Not  for  thy  life,  not  for  my  love,  I  charge 
thee: 
Thy  wile  is  honest,  chaste,  and  \-irtaou9 : 
Only  this  wanton  lord  with  Itist  and  coin 
Hath  much  attempted,  but  prevaii'd  in  noup;ht. 
For  proof,  see  here  the  crowns  he  would  have 

given 
To  have  purchoa'd  her  bed's  honour,  but  she  would 

not; 
Which  I  bestow  on  you  for  recompense. 
Therefore,  as  thou  dost  hope  my  grace  to  find, 
So  to  thy  wife  be  loving,  gentle,  kind. 

Prate.  Your  majesty  may  mould  me  to  your 

pleasure. 
Cyp,  I  thank  you,  and  will  quittance  it 
Now,  Mechaut,  we  restore  you  to  your  lands, 
Your  honours  and  near  places,  next  ouraelf : 
To  all  that  feel  distaste  in  any  sore, 
We  give  to  cure  them  all  our  grace  and  favour. 
Thus  storms  bring  gentle  sunshine  ;    and  our 

May.  after  shipwreck,  bring  us  to  safe  lands. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


[Tbm  pUy  is  m)oiiyiii»ui),  ftltliougli  suiiie  of  our  earlier 
aatiqiiaries,  such  na  Coxeler  wid  Oldys,  linvt  attributsU 
it  to  tliifi  or  that  anthor  witliout  the  slightcet  authority. 
It  yrai  originally  licensed  by  Sir  Geoi^  Bac  to  JuMph 
Hunt  and  Thomas  Arelier  on  the  22rt  October  1807. 
Ah  neither  of  theae  stationers' '  names  is  to  the  tint 
editioD,  there  was  probithly  a  transfi-'r,  or  ]K>8ailily  on 
earlier  iiupre»sion  thou  any  now  knouu.  This  drama 
was  suggested  by,  rather  thou  founded  on,  the  tndi- 
tional  account  handed  down  in  print  of  Peler  Fabel, 
popularly  known  w  the  "  Merry  Devil  of  Edmonton." 
In  1831  Thomas  Brewer  published  a  prose  tract  on  the 
some  subject'  "The  Merry  Devil  of  Edmonton"  had 
bees  acted  before  ltH>6],  being  mentioned  in  the 
"  Blacke  Booke  "  by  T.  M.,  16il4.  "  Qive  him  leave  to 
aee  'The  Merry  Devil  of  Edmunton,  or  A  Woman 
kill'd  with  Kindness  ; ' "  and  that  it  was  a  favourite 


'  According  to  Lhe  Stitioner'a  Regiit«n  (u  quoted  in 
Chtlmer'a  "Supp.  Apol."  201).  this  pioy  was  licensed  ly  Sir 
George  Buo,  Muter  of  the  Iteveli,  on  the  SSd  October 
jeoi.-OilehriH. 

»(Se«  Hafclitfa  "Handbook,"'  1867,  pp.  61,  191,  471. 
Also  Warlon'a  "  HiBtory  of  I'octry.'"  by  Haililt.  iv.  76,  77.] 
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Jailek.  Wliat  priBoner,  madam  f 

Mar,  The  worthy  priuce,  the  famous  Philo- 
cles. 

Jailer.  Madam,  I  dare  not,  without  esijccial 
warrant. 

Mah.  I  have  my  brother's  strong  commission ; 
hold,  there  is  gold. 

Jailer.  This  golden  calf  is  an  excellent  idol, 
and  feir  of  my  profession  but  serve  it  r  this  dumb 
god  gives  tongue  to  all  men,  wit  to  all  men,  honour 
to  any  man,  but  honesty  to  no  man :  and  there- 
fore as  for  honesty,  1  mean  not  to  deal  with  so  dear 
a  commodity,  but  leave  it  to  my  better.  Madam. 
those  stairs  direct  you  to  his  lodging. 

Mar.  I  thank  you,  air.  [ExU  Mariana. 

Jailer.  This  is  a  worthy  lady,  to  give  thus 
much  for  the  bare  sight  of  a  man  in  affliction  ;  if 
he  were  at  liberty,  it  were  nothing ;  but  being 
as  it  is,  it  is  most  bountiful :  but  it  may  be  it  is 
for  the  past  hours  of  former  recreations :  well,  let 
it  be  what  it  shall  be,  1  am  sure  it  was  uot  that  I 
should  hold  this  disputation  :    but  see,   here  she 


Phil.    Madam,   my    soul    can  nut    consent    to 
leave 
Your  life  in  this  great  hazard,  nor  can  death 
Carry  such  ugly  shape,  as  doth  the  thought, 
That  you  are  left  in  this  extremity  : 
Indeed,  I  will  not  leave  you. 
Mar,    Will  you  grow  mad?  what,  shall  your 
nobler  spirit, 
Which  is  the  school  of  wisdom,  grow  so  fond,^ 


As  to  revolt  from  all  our  happiness  t 

Our  plolB  you  know,  and  liow  to  manage  caitis, 

Whose  true  events  have  true  proportions  ; 

Then, dear  lord,  rest  reaolv'd — the  jailer  overhears — 

Live  j'ou  wilh  safety.     Most  wortliy  maid,  farewell. 

Phil.    Farewell,   fair  prince :    thanks,    master 
Jailer,  and  a  kind  commend. 

Jailer.  As  much  unto  your  ladyship.     So  now 
I'll  lock  my  doors. 

[ExeaiU  Mariana,  Fhilocles,  and  Jailer. 

JSnler  Cypkus,  Mechant,  Florio,  (tnd  Atiendanls. 

Cyp.  Is  our  commission,  as  we  gave  in  charge, 
Delivered  o'er  to  the  corregidors  i 

Mech.  It  is,  and  with  such  strictness  and  advice 
For  speedy  execution  of  the  same, 
That  by  this  time  I  Jtnow  they  are  in  the  way 
Unto  their  execution  ;  for  the  hour 
Of  death  doth  run  upon  his  latest  minutes. 

Cyp.   "Tis  well ;   for  till  their  shameless  lives 
have  end, 
There  can  no  comfort  creep  into  my  thoughts, 
Or  aught  save  mischief  keep  me  company, 
Wliy  was  I  bom  to  this  malignity 
And  lowness  of  base  fortune,  yet  my  place 
Above  the  level  of  the  vulgars'  sight ) 
O,  it  is  but  to  let  me  know  thus  much, 
That  those  which  lie  within  the  richest  graves 
Were  at  the  best  but  fortune's  glorious  slaves. 
But  see,  here  comes  my  shame. 

EnUr  eoireifidor/i,  QUEEN  ajid  MaRUNA  diiguittd 
like  Philocles,  lioth  boun-l,  and  a  guard  of 
halbtrtt  teitk  the  extetUioHfr. 

Queen.  My  deai-est  lord. 

Cyp.    Pass,    and   respect    me    not,    lascivious 
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Thy  tears  are  like  the  tears  of  crocodiles.'- 
See  how  I  stop  mine  ears  against  thy  plaints. 
And  glue  mine  understauding  from  thy  charms. 
Nay,  call  on  him  thou  hast  offended  most ; 
Mercy  from  me  were  worse  than  cruelty. 

QcBEX.  My  dearest,  dreadest,  ray  beat*  sove- 
reign, 
Whom  I  have  ne'er  offended,  but  with  zeal 
And  constant  love,  loyal  and  honourable, 
Vouchsafe  me,  though  a  queen,  a  subject's  right, 
And  let  me  know  for  what  offence  I  perish, 

Ctp,  For  thine  adulterate  and  monstrous  lust, 
Shameful  and  gross,  and  most  unsufferable. 

Queen.  Who  doth  accuse  us  I 

Cyp.  Ourseif  and  our  own  soul,  that  have  beheld 
Vour  vile  and  most  lascivious  passages.' 

Mar.  0,  that  my  tongue  would  not  betray  my 
knowledge ! 
Then  would  I  amajie  them  alt  with  mine  assertions. 
Madam,  challenge  the  law.  [WAu^ptrt. 

Queen.  My  gracious  lord,  since  no  desert  in  me 
Can  merit  your  belief,  nor  that  your  eye 
Can  rightly  judge  my  pure  complexion : 
Yet  aa  your  handmaid  let  me  beg  the  right, 
Due  unto  wretches  Irom  our  country's  laws. 

Cvr.  The  tenor  of  the  law  you  do  demand  1 

QtTEEK.  That  in  the  cose  of  slander,  where  the 
proof 
Proceeds  as  much  from  en;^  as  from  truth. 
We  are  allow'd  our  charapions  to  defend 
Our  innocence  with  a  well-ordered  sword. 


'  [Old  copiea,  My  dtartit  drfail,  ml/  brit  bent  ] 
*  Lt.,  Wbat  hath  pasand  between  yuu.     Sec  notes  of  Dr 
Johnson  nnd  Hr  Steevens  to  "  All's  well  that  End*  Well," 
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Oyp.  I  look'd  for  this  objection,  and  allow  it; 
Nor  am  I  unprovided  for  youv  best 
And  strongest  hope  in  any  victorj- : 
Lords,  attend  in  my  cbampion. 

ri  the  Duke 


Queen.  Will  you,  my  lord,  approve  the  king's 

assertion  1 
Eftre.  Madam,  although  against  the  nature  of 
my  spirit, 
And  my  first  duty  bound  to  your  allegiance, 
Yet  now  compell  d  by  duty  and  by  truth, 
I  mnst  of  force  become  your  opposite. 
Queen.  Thou  art   no   true   Italian,  nor   true 


Thna  to  confound  the  glory  of  thy  judgment. 
Hath  not  that  arm  which  now  is  arm'd  against  me — 
That  valour,  spirit,  judgment,  and  that  worth. 
Which  only  makes  you  worthy — stood  t'  approve 
More  than  myself  will  challenge  to  my  vii-tues  } 
And  are  you  now  basely  tnm'd  retrograde  t 
Well,  I  perceive  there's  nought  in  you  but  spleen 
And  time's  observance,  still  to  hold  the  best — 
Still  I  demand  thd  law. 

Cyp.    An<l  you  shall  have  it  in  the   amplest 


Sound,  cornets. 

Here  tlw.  ornrtt  taiind  ihrire,  aiul  ut  tht  fhinl  Mund 
rnlrrs  PiIiLOCLBS,  tUsffuiitti  likt  a  eonibalant. 

Flo,  There  is  a  combatant  on  the  defendant's 
-    par'-; 
Youp  majesty's  pleasure  t 

Cyp.  Gixe  him  his  o&th  according  to  the  laws. 
Flo.  Are  the  fair  ends  of  this  your  warlike  poa- 
ture 
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To  prove  the  innocence  of  these  two  comiemn'dl 
Bo  help  you  Jove ! 

Phil.  They  are. 

Ctp.  Then  give  the  warliku  signal  to  the  fight. 


Phil.  Thou  art  my  slave,  either  confess  or  die. 

Efirs.    Didst  thou  speak   true,  I  wouUl   not 
sound  a  word 
Tosavetheworld  from  cinders;  yet  that  thou  may'st 
With  more  resolv'd  fury  murder  me, 
This  I  confess  :  'twas  1  that  only  stirr'd, 
Out  of  strong  falsehood's  hate  and  jealousy. 
The  king's  eternal  wrath,  and  made  him  think 
Untruths,  that  even  untruth  would  not  suggest : 
And  all  my  malice  sprung  from  that  Prince  Pbilo- 
clos. 

Phil.  No,  'twas  from  me,  that  still  am  Philocles. 

Cyp.  My  Philocles,  my  quean  J  0,  double  pardon 
me, 
My  jealousy,  his  en^T,  and  your  virtues, 
Are  sprung  from  such  impatient  contraries, 
I  cannot  reconcile  them  ;  yet,  0,  pardon  me : 
My  faith  in  life  shall  make  you  recom])eiifie. 
For  thee,  rare  Mariana,  thou  hast  wrought 
A  work  of  noble  constant  magnitude. 
As  for  this  monster,  this  my  tempting  devil, 
Whose  forfeit  life  is  witness  to  hu  shame, 
I  give  his  life  and  fortunes  to  the  queen. 
She,  whom  Ids  malice  would  have  brought  to  death, 
Shall  now  be  judge  and  juror  of  his  breath. 

Mar.  In  which  commission,  madam,  let  it  be 
enroll'd, 
He  is  my  brother  and  my  next '  of  blood. 

'  [Old  copies,  bat.] 
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QtTliEK.  And  only  that  is  charter  for  hia  life — 
Live,  envious  lord,  more  envious  than  thou'rt  great, 
Live  to  lament  thy  worst  of  wretchedness, 
Live  to  repent,  since  this  I  certain  know, 
Thine  own  gall'd  conscience  will  he.  thy  worst  woe. 

Ejtier  a  guard  of  Watchmen  with  Alpuosso, 
1st  Watchman.  Come,  briug  away,  thrust  him 
forwani,  though  favour  and   a  great  purse  were 
against  him. 

Cyp.  How  now,  what  tumult  have  we  there  I 
2d  Watch,  An't  please  your  majesty,  we 
have  brought  you  here  a  slip,'  a  piece  of  false 
coin :  one  that  is  neither  stamjied  with  true  coin 
for  his  excuse,  nor  with  good  clothes  for  his  re- 
demption. 

Cyp.  Alphonso  i  in  the  name  of  madness,  how 
comes  this  metamorjihnsis  %    Nay,  stand  forth,  dis- 
course :  if  thou  dost  lie,  thou  art  mine  enemy. 
'  MeCH.  Nay'more,  if  thou  stick  in  any  bog,  and 
by  a  trick  seek  to  wind  out,  I  will  discover  you. 

Alpr.  This  conjuration  (believe  it,  my  lord), 
shall  make  me  leap  out  of  all  fetters,  and  briefly 
thus :  I  have  long  time  loved  the  fair  wife  of  the 
orator,  and,  having  no  opportunity  but  his  absence 
at  th6  senate,  1  took  that  season  ;  he,  out  of  negli- 
gence, omitting  hia  papers,  returned  unseasonably, 
found  me  [clothed]  insufficiently,  and  forced  to  take 
sanctuary  strangely,  which,  however,  I  purchased ; 
yet  be  found  mine  apparel,  and  mistaken  in  tha 
tenure,  reached  it  presently,  put  it  on  immediately  ; 
and  now  in  the  senate-house  is  pleading  in  it 
seriouslv. 


'Again, 


c(  gold,  lilt  hoDonr  mj 
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Cyp.  I  cannot  blame  liira,  you  having  got  bo 
much  within  his  inward  garment. 

Mecu.  Of  all  which)  my  lord,  I  being,  in  astrict 
conceit,  a  bawdy  wituesE,  and  having,  both  from 
the  orator's  eoornf  and  delays  received  many 
indignitiea,  thought  by  tlais  discovery  to  cry  quit- 
tance with  my  proud  enemy. 

Cyp.  And  you  liave  amply  done  it ;  yet  this  jest 
So  perfect  doth  deserve  more  memory, 
riorio,  go  bid  the  orator  attend  us  presently. 

[Exit  Flobio. 
And  now  to  you,  Drap  and  Velours,  I  did 
Refer  you  long  since  to  the  orator. 
Yet  I  note  your  attention  ;  come,  there  is 
Some  too  close-fisted  hardness  in  your  hearts  i 
You  gripe  too  hard,  your  bribes  wtII  not  disburse  : 
Come,  tell  me  truly,  as  you  look  for  heaven, 
What  must  you  pay  for  your  despatches ' 

Drap  and  Vbl.  A  thousand  crowns  we  offer'd 
willingly. 

CvT.  Ajid  wiil  your  suit  avail  with  auch  dis- 
bursement 1 

Drap  and  VeL.    It  will,  and  we  moat  richly 
satisfied. 

Cyp.  We'll  see  the  business  perfected. 

Drap  and  Vel.    With  all  our  hearts,  and  Iw 
fuU-joy'd  thereat ; 
Here  are  the  crowns. 

Oyp.  You  shall  have  yonr  despatches. 

EnUr  Prate  awl  Florio. 

Bee,  here  comes  the  orator.     Prate,  come  hither; 
These  gentlemen,  whom  long  since  I  referr'd 
To  your  despatchns,  are  yet  unsatisfied. 

Prate.  Alas !  my  lord,  the  state 

Cut. 1  know,  employs  you,  yet  there's  many 

minutes 


I 
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May  give  your  best  cares  leisure  ;  come,  Ihere  is 
Some  odd  disburse,  some  bribe,  some  gratulanco. 
Which  makes  you  lock  up  leisure  :  coine,  tell  true, 
What  bribe  must  they  give,  what  is  your  utmost 
price! 

Prate.  But  five  hundred  crowns,  of  my  best 
conscience. 

Cyp.  Tut,  it  is  nothing,  hold,  here's  tlie  coin. 
And  let  them  have  their  patents  presently : 
Or  look  to  lose  both  place  and  ttovereignty. 

Prate.  Legiona  of  devils  haunt  their  diligence  ! 

Cyp.  Fie  !  I  would  not  hove  a  man  of  your  high 
place, 
Or  for  respect  of  wealth  or  base  observance, 
In  smnliest  things  thus  to  neglect  your  credit, 
Why,  look  you,  my  lords. 
This  orator  is  not  like  others  of  his  rank. 
Who  from  their  garish  '  and  fantastic  humours 
Go  through  the   streets,  spotted  with   peacock's 

plumes, 
Wearing  all  colours,  laces,  broideries. 
Satins  and  silks,  so  autic-gamished. 
That  when  their  gowns  are  off,  you  cannot  find 
In  Italy  a  master  shap'd  more  nice. 
But  this  fellow  Prate  here's  of  another  sort, 
Cloth'd  like  himself,  demure  anil  soberly  : 
Nay,  you  shall  see  him  for  a  precedent. 

[(/n^ovmi  the  orator. 
Passion  of  mine  eyesight !  who  have  we  hero  t 
This  is  Alphonso,  there's  the  orator. 

Prate.    Heart   of    impatience.    I    am    then  a 
cuckold ! 
A  scorn,  a  byword,  and  a  laughing-stock. 
What,  is  my  wife  turn'd  whore  1   and  must  her 

depth 
Be  sounded  by  the  plumbs  - 


1  [Mif.,^iai$k.) 
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Well,  the  revenge  that  I  will  Uike  for  this  mj  shame 
Shall  make  all  whores  hereafter  dread  my  name, 
Cyp.  Not  for  thy  life,  not  for  my  love,  I  charge 
thee: 
Thy  wife  is  honeat,  chaste,  and  virtnoua  : 
Only  this  wanton  lord  with  lust  and  coin 
Hath  much  attempted,  but  prevail'd  in  nought 
For  proof,  see  here  the  crowns  he  would  have 

given 
To  have  purchas'd  her  bed's  honour,  but  she  would 

not; 
Which  I  bestow  on  you  for  recompense. 
Therefore,  as  thou  dost  hope  my  grace  to  find, 
So  to  thy  wife  be  loving,  gentle,  kind. 

Prate.  Your  majesty  may  mould  ma  to  your 

pleasure. 
Cyp.  I  thank  you,  and  will  quittance  it 
Now,  Mechant,  wo  restore  you  to  your  lands. 
Your  honours  and  near  places,  next  ourself : 
To  all  that  feel  distaste  in  any  sore, 
We  give  to  cure  them  all  our  grace  and  favour. 
Thus  Btonns  bring  gentle  sunshine ;   and  our 

hands 
May,  after  shipwreck,  bring  us  to  safe  lands. 
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fUy,— Collier. 
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[This  ^Imj  is  aDoiiymoua,  although  some  of  our  earlier 
antifiuarieB,  siicli  an  Coxeter  and  Oldye,  have  attribuUd 
it  to  thia  or  that  author  without  the  elighteat  authority. 
It  WM  originally  liwased  by  Sir  George  Buc  to  Josepli 
Hunt  and  Thomas  Arelier  on  thi-  22d  October  160T. 
A»  neitlier  ol'  tlieee  stationers' '  nauies  is  to  the  first 
edition,  there  was  probablj  a,  transfer,  or  possibly  all 
earlier  impression  than  any  nav  kuouu.  Thie  droina 
was  suggested  by,  rather  thau  founded  on,  the  tradi- 
tional account  h.inded  down  in  print  of  Piiter  Fnbel, 
popularly  known  as  the  "  Merry  Devil  of  Edmonton." 
In  1631  Thomas  Brewer  published  a  pro«e  tract  on  the 
same  subject.'  "  The  Merry  Devil  of  Edmonton  "  bad 
been  acted  before  160S],  being  mentioned  in  the 
"  Blacke  Booke  "  by  T.  M.,  1604.  "  Give  him  leave  to 
Kc  'The  Merry  Devil  of  Edwunton,  or  A  Woman 
kill'd  with  Kindness;'"  and  that  it  was  a  lavourile 


'  Aecording  lo  the  Slitioner's  R<igiat«ra  (»«  quoted  in 
Cbalmer'i  "Supp.  Apol,"  201),  this  pity  wss  licensed  hy  Sir 
George  Buc,  SUitcr  of  the  Itevcii.  on  tlie  S2d  October 
U07. —  OiMriiL 

'(See  Hsilitl's  " Handbook,"  lSe7,  pp  61,  JBl,  471. 
Also  Wsrton's  "  Hislorj-  of  Poetry,"  by  Hiulill.  iv.  78,  77.] 
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performance,  owj  be   concluded   from  the    following 
lines  in  Ben  Joneon'B  Prologne  tfi  "  The  Dei'il  in  an 

Am"— 

■•  If  you'U  come 
To  Bee  nev  plajB,  pray  jou  iSiird  ub  room, 
And  show  this  bat  the  same  face  yoa  have  done 
Jour  dear  dttigKt,  Tbe  Dbvil  or  Edmonios."' 

A  MS.  note  in  Sit  W,  Tite'a  catalogue  may  be  copied 
here  with  advantage  ;—"Tlii8  is  a  dear  little  drama 
In  manner  it  ie  broad  and  Kal ;  in  situation,  full  of 
interest.     The   action,  which  ia  verv  hnstling,  ia  pro- 


'  It  went  through  varioua  ediiiong  (the  titles  of  which 
are  inserted  above)  in  1608,  [1612],  1617,  1626,  1631,  and 
165S.  Tlie  first  of  these  is  the  moat  rare,  and  vas  not  long 
since  sold  bj  auction  for  eight  guinens.  Mr  Reed  states 
that  the  iMt  udition  ot  1655  is  "unwutthy  of  any  notice 
from  the  number  of  errors  it  contsine;"  but  tbese  errors 
are  chieBy  literal,  and  some  correclionB  of  coDBiderahle 
Imponance  are  made  in  it,  of  which  Mr  Hcud  availed  hini' 
self  without  aoknowledgment. 

It  seems  to  have  been  revived  before  1692,  but  at  what 
preciac  date  is  not  knou-n.  The  following  east  of  part«  ia 
written  on  the  hack  of  a  copy  of  the  edition  of  IQSE,  in  the 
Garrick  Collection,  in  a  hand  no  doubt  of  the  time  when  il 
waa  again  brought  upon  the  stage : — 
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pelled  merrily  ou  by  ttanictera  which  are  varied 
without  end,  and  touched,  th«  moat  incousidemble  of 
them,  by  Btioi^  individuality.  It  hat  been  atcribed  to 
Shai«^>ean,  and  it  reminds  one  comtantlg  of  the  Merry 
Wivtt :  it  i>  decidedly  in  hi$  manner,  and  though  thert 
i»  wtlhing  that  show*  hi$  yreate*t  tireitglh,  there  i*  cer- 
tainly  nothing  unworthy  of  him.  We  rend  it  with 
gTBtiflcation,  and  we  rise  from  it  with  feelings  of  kind- 
ness towards  liuuiun  nature.  How  delightful,  aller  the 
filth  and  atrocity  whicli  forui  the  groundwork  of  ea 
many  contemporary  puhiicationa  ! " 

Uoilitl  alMo  speaka  Tery  highly  of  this  play,'  wLieli 
be  describes  as  ''  perluLpa  the  first  example  of  scnti- 
mental  comedy  we  hara"  He  odds  :  " '  The  Merry 
Devil  of  Edmonton,'  which  haa  been  sometimes  attri- 
hnted  to  Sbokeapeare,  is  aesuredly  not  unworthy  of 
him.  It  is  more  likely,  however,  both  from  the  style 
and  subject-matter,  lo  have  been  Heywood's  than  any 
other  pereon'd. . . .  Bomantic,  sweet,  teuder,  it  expresses 
the  feelings  of  honour,  of  love,  and  friendship  in  their 
utmost  delicacy,  enthuaisam,  and  purity." 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 

Sib  Abtbub  Clabx. 
Sib  Ricbabd  HouHOHEsraxr. 
Sib  Ralph  JiBircfOHAii. 
Hbitbt  Clabb. 
Ratmoitd  Mouvohebbbt. 
Fbaxtk  Jebninohax. 
Sir  Joufir,  a  Priest 
Banks. 

SlfUG. 

BiLBU. 

BLAOUE;  thf  //cut, 

Bkian. 

Ralph. 

Sexton. 

Friar  Hildersham. 

BEy£DIC. 

Chamberlain. 

Fa  BEL,  the  Merry  Dtvil. 

C'oreb,  a  Spirit. 

Lady  Clare. 

MlLLICENT. 

Abbess  o/C7/M^oM  Sanmry. 
Ni'NS  and  Attendants. 


THE  MERRY  I'RVIL  OF  EDMONTON. 


THE  PROLOGUE. 

Your  sileacu  and  attention,  wortiy  friends, 

That  your  free  Bpirits  may  with  more  pleasing  senae 

Belish  the  life  of  this  our  active  scene  : 

To  which  intent,  to  calm  this  murmuring  breath, 

We  ring  this  ronnd  with  our  invoking  spells  ; 

If  that  your  liat'ning  ears  be  yet  prepar'd 

To  entertain  the  subject  of  our  play, 

I<end  us  your  patience. 

Tis  Petflf  Fabel,'  a  renowned  scholar, 

Whose  fame  hath  still  been  liitherto  forgot 

By  all  the  writers  of  this  latter  age. 

In  Middlesex  his  birth  and  bis  abode : 

Not  fnll  seven  miles  from  this  great  famous  city; 

>  "Here(r.(.,  at  EdmonlontlieLb  interred  rndcr  a  seamlie 
Tamb«  without  Inacriplion,  Ibe  llud.v  of  Ptur  PabtU  (as 
Uie  report  afiet)  vpon  Khom  thie  falile  was  fatbered. 
tbst  he  b;  his  wittie  deuiaes  begniled  Uie  deail :  beljko 
he  WIS  Kome  ingenious  conccit«d  E«<itlemsn,  who  did  vas 
•ome  aleighiie  tnckea  for  liia  owns  disports.  He  liaed  and 
died  in  the  raigne  of  Henry  tlic  Seuenth,  aaitb  tlie  boote  of 
his  merry  ptiinlta."^WeerEr'«  "  Funeral  Monuments,"  foi. 
18S1,  p.  5U.  Nordcn  my* :  "  There  ia  a  fabla  of  one  PeUr 
PaheU  that  Welh  in  the  aamc  church  also,  who  is  saide  to 
hare  haimiUd  the  Devill  by  pollicie  for  Money." — "Spwa- 
lom  Brilanniic"  (Uiddleaei),  p.  18. 
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That,  for  hk  fame  iu  sleights  and  magju  won. 
Was  tall'd  the  merry  fiend  of  Edmonton. 
If  any  here  make  doubt  of  such  a  name, 
In  Edmonton  yet  fresh  unto  this  day, 
Fix'd  in  the  wall  of  that  old  ancient  church. 
His  monument  remaineth  to  l>e  seen  : 
His  memory  yet  in  the  mouths  of  men,' 
That  whil'st  be  liv'd  he  could  deceive  the  devil 
Imagine  now,  that  whilst  he  is  retir'd 
From  Cambridge  back  uuto  his  native  home, 
Suppose  the  silent  sable-visag'd  night 
Casts  her  black  curtain  over  all  the  world  ; 
And  whilst  he  sleeps  within  his  silent  bed, 
Toil'd  with  the  studies  of  the  passed  day. 
The  very  time  and  hour  wherein  that  spirit, 
That  many  years  attended  Ills  coromana. 
And  oftentimes  'twixt  Cambridge  and  that  town 
Had  in  a  minute  borne  him  through  the  air, 
By  composition  'twixt  the  fiend  and  him, 
Comes  now  to  claim  the  scholar  for  his  due. 

[Drawi  the  curtain. 
Behold  him  here  laid  on  his  restless  couch  I 
His  fatal  chime  prepared  at  his  head, 
His  chamber  guarded  with  these  sable  sleights, 
And  by  him  stands  that  necromantic  chair, 
In  which  he  makes  his  direful  invocations. 
And  binds  the  fiends  that  shall  obey  his  will. 
Sit  with  a  pleased  eye,  until  you  know 
The  comic  end  of  oiir  sad  tragic  show. 

J7i«  chime  goei,  in  tehich  time  Fabel  is  o/t  »een  to 
stare  about  him,  and  Itold  up  his  hand/. 
Fab.  What    means    the    tolling   of   this    fatal 
chime  1 

I  A  moDoay liable  (perhaps  ••  or  livti)  bu  dropt  oul  here, 
and  rendered  tbs  line  imperfeet, — CoUitr.  [The  meCre  u 
quite  correct.] 


O,  Trhat  a  tremhling  horror  strikes  jny  heart ! 
My  sliffen'd  hair  etanda  upright  on  my  head, 
As  do  the  bristles  of  &  iiorcu]>ine.' 

J?B.ter  Cored,  a  spirit. 

Cor.  Fabel,  awake  !  for*  I  will  bear  thea  hence 
Headlong  to  helL 

Fab.  Ha,  ha  !  whj'  doat  thou  wake  me  ? 
Coreb,  is  it  thou  i 

Cor.  'Tisl. 

Tab.  I  know  thee  well ;  I  hear  the  watchful  dogs 
With  hollow  howling  tell  of  thy  approach  : 
The  lights  burn  dim,  affrighted  with  thy  presence  ; 
And  this  distemper'd  and  tempestuous  night 
Tells  me  the  air  is  troubled  with  some  de\-iL 

Cor.  Come,  art  thou  ready  1 

Fab.  Whither,  or  to  what  1 

Cor.  Why,    scholar,    this   the   hour  my   date 
expires : " 
I  must  depart,  and  come  to  claim  my  due. 

Fab.  Ha !  what  is  thy  due  1 

COK.  Fahel,  thyself. 

Fab.  O,  let  not  darkness  hear  thee  speak  that 

Lest  that  with  force  it  hurry  hence  aniaiu. 
And  leave  the  world  to  look  upon  my  woe  : 
Yet  overwhelm  me  with  this  globe  of  earth, 
And  let  a  little  sparrow  with  her  hill 
Take  but  so  much  as  she  can  beai'  away. 
That,  every  day  thus  losing  of  my  load, 
I  may  again  in  time  yet  hope  to  rise. 

'  So  in  "  Hamlet,"  act  i.  k.  B. 


*  lOld  e«piea,  or.] 

*  The  ini}uare  was  injured  by  the  ncedleia  ingerLion  of 
it  in  this  line,  not  inpparted  by  any  of  the  old  copies. — 


-no  the:  sierry 

Cor.  Didst  Ihou  not  write  thy  nune  with  thine 
own  blood  1 

And  clrew*8t  the  formal    deed    'twixt  thee  and 

me? 
And  is  it  not  recorded  now  in  helH 
Fab,  Why  com'st  thou  in  this  steru  and  horrid 

Not  in  familiar  sort,  as  thou  .wast  wont  1 

Coit.  Because  the  date  of  thy  command  is  out, 
And  I  am  master  of  thy  skill  and  thce^ 

Fab.  Coreb,  thou  angry  and  impatient  spirit, 
I  have  earnest  business  for  a  private  friend  ; 
Keserve  me,  spirit,  until  some  farther  time. 

Cor,  I  will  not  for  the  mines  of  all  the  earth. 

Fab.  Then  let  me   rise,  and  ere  I  leave  the 
world, 
Despatch '  some  business  that  I  have  to  do  ; 
And  in  meantime  repose  thee  in  that  chair. 

Cor.  Fabel,  1  will 

[Siti  doten  in  tfie  neavtnanlic  ahair. 

Far  0,  that  this  soul,  that  cost  so  dear  a  price 
As  the  dear  precious  blood  of  her  Redeemer, 
Inspir'd  with  knowledge,  should  by  that  alone, 
Which  makes  a  man  so  mean  unto  the  powers, 
Ev'n  lead  him  down  Into  the  depth  of  hell ; 
When  men  in  their  own  pride  strive  to  know  more 
Than  man  should  know  1 
For  tliia  alone  Got!  cast  the  angek  down. 
The  infinity  of  arts  is  like  a  sea. 
Into  which  when  man  will  take  in  hand  to  sail 
Farther  than  reason  (which  should  be  his  pilot) 
Hath  skill  to  guide  him — losing  once  his  compass, 
He  falleth  to  such  deep  and  dangerous  whirlpools, 
As  he  doth  lose  the  very  sight  ot  heaven : 
The  more  he  strives  to  come  to  quiet  harbour, 
The  farther  still  he  finds  himself  from  land. 

'  Tbs  [later]  qiiurloa  roaii.  HI  dniiatch,  &c.—Ctllifr. 


OF    EDMONTON. 


311 


Man,  striving  still  to  find  the  depth  of  evil — 
Seeking  to  be  a  god,  becomes  a  devil 

Cor.  Come,  Fabel,  hast  thou  done  1 

FAa  Ybb,  yea,  come  hither. 

Cor.  Fabel,  I  cannot. 

Fab.  Cannot !  what  aila  your  hoUowneBS  t 

Cob,  Good  Fabel,  help  me. 

Fab.  Alas  !  where  lies  your  grief  1 — Some  aipia 
vitte/ 
The  devil's  very  aick,  I  fear  he'll  die ; 
For  he  looks  veir  ill. 

Cor,  Dai'st  thou  deride  the  minister  of  dark- 
ness? 
In  Lucifer's  great  name,  Coreb  eoiijnrea  thee 
To  set  him  free. 

Fab.  1  will  not  for  the  mines  of  all  the  earth. 
Unless  thou  give  me  liberty  to  see 
Seven  years  more,  before  thou  seize  on  me. 

Cor.  Fabel,  I  give  it  thee. 

Tab.  Swear,  damned  fiend. 

Cor.  Unbind  me,  and  by  hell  I  will  not  touch 
thee, 
Till  seven  years  from  this  hour  be  full  expir'd. 

Fab.  Enough,  come  out. 

Cor,  a  vengeance  take  thy  art  : 
Live  and  convert  all  jiiety  to  evil : 
Never  did  roan  thus  overreach  the  devil 
Ko  time  on  earth,  like  Fhaetonic  flames, 
Can  have  perjietual  being.     I'll  return 
To  my  inferuul  mansion  :  but  be  sure. 
Thy  seven  years   done,  no  trick  shall  make  me 

tarry ; 
But,  Coreb,  thou  t^j  hell  shall  Fal>el  cany. 

Fab,  Then  thus  hetweeu  us  two  this  variance 
ends; 
Thou  to  thy  fellow- fiends.  I  to  my  friends. 

[EMunt. 


S12 

Enter   Sis  Arthur  CLiitE,  Dorcas  hu  lady, 

MiLUCENT  /(wrfau'?Arfr,yoi(n(/ Harry  Clabe; 

Uie  men  boolfd,  tke  ffeiilltieomen  in  cloakg  and 

safFffuard);^  BLAGUE,  tlit   merry  koti  of  the 

George,  comes  in  with,  llieni. 

Host.  Welcome,  good  knight,  to  the  Geoi^  at 

Waltliam ;  my  freehold,  my  tenements,  goods  and 

chattels.      Madam,  here's  a  room  ig'  the  very 

Homer  and  Iliads  of  a  lod^g,  it  hath  none  of 

the  four  elements  in  it ;  I  bmlt  it  out  of  the  centre, 

and  I  drink  ne'er  the  less  sack.     Welcome,  my 

little  waste   of  maidenheads  :  wlmt  ?  I  serve  the 

good  Duke  of  Norfolk.' 

Clare.  God-a-meryy,  my  good  host  Blague  .' 
Thou  hast  a  good  seat  here. 

Host.  'Tis  corresjiondent  or  so :  there's  not  a 
Tartarian  *  nor  a  carrier  shall  breathe  upon  your 
geldings ;  they  have  villanous  rank  feet,  the 
rogues,   and   tliey  shall  not  sweat  in  my  linen. 

'  Safeyuardi  nre  outward  pelticosla,  still  worn  by  the 
<rivcs  of  farmers,  Ac,  who  ride  on  Lonetisok  to  market, — 
Siterait. 

Tbcy  are  called  ao,  saya  Minaheu,  (•arv  Sartyaarii,  beeaoae 
they  guard  the  olher  ulotheB  from  soiling.  They  are  men- 
tioned several  timet  in  "  The  Roaring  Qirl" 

Again,  in  "  Ram-Alley,"  act  i.  sc.  1. 

-  on  nilta  yimr  doo*  anil  i^epMrd,  ;nu  unai  iXnb." 

'  TLe  quartos  of  1828  and  1831  read,  ilcrc'i  a  num  in 
Ae  very  Homer  and  lUiadi  a/a  lodging,  wbieb  mav  be  right. 
—CoUitr.     [Moit  probably  not.] 


In  "  The  Wandering  Jew,"  ICJO,  p.  3,  Ihe  Hangman  says, 
"I  pray  (Mr  Jew)  lieatow  a  east  of  your  office  upon  me  (a 

nr  member  of  Ihe  Law),  by  telling  mo  mj  fortune,  whether 
lall  die  in  my  bed  or  no,  or  what  else  ehall  happen  to 
me;  and  if  any  thieving  Tartarian  aball  brcalc  in  upon  yon, 
I  will  with  lioth  bandx  nimbly  lend  a  cast  of  my  office  to 
kim." 


1 

i 
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&ughte  And  lords,  too,  have  been  drunk  tu  my 
house,  I  thank  the  Destioiee. 

H.  Clare.  Prythee,  good  sinful  innkeeper,  will 
that  corruption,  tliine  ostler,  to  look  well  to  my 
gelding.     Ha !  a  pox  of  these  rushes.' 

Host.  You,  St  Denis,  your  gelding  shall  walk 
without  doors,  and  cool  his  feet  for  nis  master's 
Bake.  By  the  body  of  Saint  George,  I  have  an 
excellent  intellect  to  go  steal  some  venisou  :  now, 
Then  wast  thou  in  the  forest) 

H.  Clark  Away,  you  state  mess  of  white  broth  ! 
Come  hither,  sister,  let  me  help  you. 

Clare.  Mine  host,  ia  not  Sir  Richard  Mouu- 
.clienBey  come  yet.  according  tu  our  appointment, 
when  we  last  dined  hcrf  I 

Host.  The  knight's  not  yet  apparent.  Marry, 
Itere's  a  forerunner  that  Biimmons  a  parley,  and, 
taiiii,  hell  be  here  top  and  top-gallant  presently. 

Clare.  'Tis  well ;  good  mine  host,  go  down  and 

B  breakfast  be  provided. 

Host,  Knight,  thy  breath  hath  the  force  of  a 
woman,  it  takes  me  down  ;  I  am  for  the  baser 
element  of  the  kitchen  :  I  retire  like  a  valiant 
soldier,  face  point-blank  to  the  foeman,  or,  like  a 

Before  the  use  of  carpeM  «u  introiiaced  into  England, 
]t  WM  ciutomnrj  to  stnjw  the  Hoots  of  rooms  witb  rustiea. 
Tbia  practice  'a  often  mcntioneil. 

So  in  "  Arden  of  Fevorehaui."  Ia92 — 

Alis.  In  nin*  *e  iirlrc.  for  him  hjt  blDod  ninaliu. 
Hoi.  Wbj,  ttrra  Tiuka  on  It,  can  70a  aol  r 

Again,  in  Ben  Jonson's  "  Cjathia's  ItereU,"  act  ii.  ae.  5  : 
"Tut  all  Che  ladies  and  ^Ilanta  Itc  Inngniihing  upon  the 
rtuku,  like  to  many  pounded  cattle  i'LhcmiditoE  burveBt," 
&e. 

And  in  Dekker'a  ■'  Bel-man  of  London,"  Big.  B  4  ;  "  The 
windoweg  were  spread  with  hearb«,  the  chimney  drest  up 
with  greene  lionehcs,  and  tha  Jloore  ilreictd  mit  bulruthu, 
u  iF  tone  latte  wcro  that  morning  to  be  married," 

See  alio  Holinahed't  "  Chronicle,"  vol.  ii.  p.  170S,  [and 
compare  a  paK«agB  at  p.  177  of  preacol  Tol.] 
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courtier,  tbai>  must  not  show  liis  ]jriiice  )iis  pos- 
teriors :  vaniah  to  know  my  canvasiidoes  and  my 
interrogatories,  for  I  serve  the  good  Duke  of  Nor- 
folk. [Exit. 
Clare.  How  doth  my  ladj- 1  are  you  not  weary, 
raadami 
Come  hither,  I  must  talk  iii  private  with  you  ; 
My  daughter  Millicent  muat  not  overhear. 

LSpeatin^  low. 
Mil.  Ay,  whispering  i  pray  God  it  tend  to  my 
good  ! 
Strange  fear  assails  my  heart,  usurps  my  blood. 

\  A  tide. 
Clare.  You  know  our  meeting  with  the  kniglit 
Mounchensey 
Is  to  assure  our  daughter  to  his  heir. 

Dor.  Tis  without  question.  [Speaking  low. 

Clark  Two  tedious  winters  have  pass'd  o'er, 
since  first 
These  couple  lov'i  each  other,  and  in  passion 
Glued  first  their  naked  hands  with  youthful  mois- 
ture— 
Just  so  long,  on  my  knowledge. 
Dor.  And  what  of  this  t 
Clare.  This  morning  should  my  daughter  lose 
lier  name, 
And  to  Mounuhensey'a  house  convey  our  arms, 
Quartered  within  his  'scutcheon  :  the  athance  made 
'I'wixt  him  and  her  this  morning  should  be  seal'd. 
Dor.  I  know  it  shouhl. 

Clare.  But  there  are  crosses,'  wife  ;  here's  one 
in  Waltham, 
Another  at  the  Abbey,  and  a  third 
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At  Oheaton  ;'  and  it  is  o 
Any  of  these  without  a  pater-noater. 
Crosses  of  love  still  thwart  this  marriage, 
"Whilst  that  we  two  (like  spirits)  walk  in  night 
About  those  stony  and  hard-hearted  plots. 

Mil.  0  God  !  what  means  my  father  1     \Aside. 

Clark.  For  look  you,  wife,  the  riotous  old  Knight 
Hath  overrun  his  annual  revenue. 
In  keeping  jolly  Chrietmas  all  the  year  : 
The  nostrils  of  his  chimneys  are  still  scufTd 
With  smoke,  more  chargeable  than  cane-tobacco  ; 
His  hawks  devour  bis  fattest  hogs,'  whilst  Simple, 
His  leanest  cur,  eats  his  hounds'  carrion. 
Besides,  I  heard  of  late  his  younger  brother, 
A  Turkey  merchant,  hath  sore*  suck'd  the  knij^ht, 
By  means  of  some  great  losses  on  the  sea  ; 
That  (you  conceive  me),  before  God,  all's  naught. 
His  seat  is  weak  :  thus,  each  thing  rightly  scann'd, 
You'll  see  a  flight,  wife,  shortly  of  his  land. 

Mil.  Treason  to  mr  heart's  truest  sovereign  : 
How  soon  ia  love  smothered  in  foggy  gain  !     [Atide, 

Dor.  But  how  shall  we  prevent  this  dangerous 
match  ? 

Clare.  I  have  a  plot,  a  trick ;  and  this  it  is. 
Under  this  colour  I'll  break  off  the  match — 
I'll  tell  the  knight,  that  now  my  mind  is  cbang'd 
For  marrying  of  my  daughter  ;  for  I  intend 
To  send  her  unto  Cheston  nunnery.* 


'  In  Hertfordeliirc,  now  called  CheBhuni. 

*  (Old  copies,  dogt — n'mp^c,  and  in  the  next  line,  curi  tat. 

*  [Old  copies,  or— aiirt.j 

*  At  CheslmnC  there  wa«  a  Benedictine  nunnery  dedicated 
to  the  Virgin  M»ry.  It  waa  founded  before  the  year  11  S3, 
■nd  augmeatod  with  Innda  and  tcnementa  of  the  CanoUB  of 
Cathale,  in  the  lirenty -fourth  jenr  of  King  Heni7  the 
Third  ;  bub  yet  opOD  the  general  diuaintion  it  was  valued 
only  b(  £lt,  la.  per  •nnam.  3ee  "Euglukd  lUuitntcd," 
ire*,  i.  318. 
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Mil.  0  me  acciirs'd  !  [Atu 

Clare.  There  to  become  a  most  religious  nun. 
Mil.  I'll  first  be  buried  quick.  [Atide, 

Ci^RE.  To  spend  her  beauty  in  moat  private 

prayers. 
Mil.  I'll  sooner  be  a  sinner  in  forsaking 

Mother  and  father.  [Jiiile. 

Clare.  How  dost  like  my  plot  I 
Dob,  Exceeding  well :  but  is  it  your  intent 

Siie  shall  continue  there  I 
Clare.  Continue  there  i   ha,  ha  I  that  were  a 

You  "know  a  virgin  may  continue  there 

A  twelvemonth  and  a  day  on  trial. 

There    shall    my  daughter   sojourn    some   tliree 

months. 
And  iu  meantime  I'll  compass  a  fair  matoh 
'Twixt  youthful  Jeminghnin,  the  luaty  heir 
Of  Sir  Ralph  Jerningham,  dwelling  in  the  forest. 
I  think  they'll  both  come  hither  with  Mouncheneey. 
Dor.  Your  care  argues  the  love  your  bear  our 

child; 
I  will  subscribe  to  anything  you'll  have  me. 

{Exeujii  Sir  Arthur  and  Dorcas.' 
Mil,  You  will  subscribe  to  iti — good,  good,* 

'tia  well ; 
Love  hath  two  chairs  of  state,  he-aven  and  hell. 
My  dear  Mounchenaey,  thou  my  death  shalt  rue. 
Ere  to  thy  heart  MilUcent  prove  uutrue.        [Exit. 

Enttr  Blague. 

Host.  Ostlers,   you   knaves  and    commanders, 

take  the  horses  of  the  knights  and  competitors : 

*  The  departure  of  Sir  Artbur  and  bi«  wife  ia  not  man- 
tioned  in  the  old  copiee. — Collier. 

*  Tlie  lina  was  Bpoill  bj  the  omiaaion  of  the  repolitioa 
of  the  word  goofl  bj-  .Mr  Reed.— CoUi'er. 
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foiw  honourable  hulks  iiave  put  into  harbour, 
they'll  take  in  fresh  wat*r  here,  and  I  have  pro- 
vided clean  chamber-potB.     I'id/i  they  come. 

Enter  SlR  KkihARD  MoUNCHENSEY,  SlH  RALPH 
JeRSINCHAM,    yoimg    FRANK    Jerninguam, 

Raymond  Mounckensey,  Peter  Fabel,  and 
Bilbo. 

Host.  The  destinies  he  most  neat  chamberlains 
to  these  swaggerbg  puri tone,  knights  of  the  subsidy. 

Sir  Rich.  God-a-mercy,  good  mine  host. 

Sir  Ralph.  Thanks,  good  host  Blague. 

Host.  Room  for  my  case  of  pistols,  that 
have  Greek  and  Latin  bullets  in  them :  let  me 
cling  to  your  flanks,  my  nimble  giberaJters,  and 
How  wind  in  your  calves  to  make  them  swell 
bigger.  Ha !  I'll  caper  in  mine  own  fea-Bimple, 
Away  with  punctilios  and  orthography !  I  serve 
the  good  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

Bn.   Tityre,  tu  patulx  reeubanttub  tegmint  fagi.* 

'  Thii  caul  jihraae  is  comman  in  tbe  old  playH.  Hr 
ToIIel  lupposea  it  laken  from  the  Italian  I'ta,  and  la  be 
uied  oo  occiHioDs  to  quickea  or  pluck  op  courage.  See 
now  to  the  "Merry  Wites  of  Windsor,"  net  ii.  %e.  2.  U 
here  [and  eiaewhere]  aignifieg  aimii !  80,  in  "  Edward  tbe 
Third,"  act  ii.  no.  a— 

"rUcD  Biator  Ibt  ipKlou*  houndi  of  FmnM." 
In  Jonaon'a  "  Devil  ia  an  Asa."  ui:t  ii.  «c.  1  — 
"  L«l  her  go : 
ria.  psiinfa." 
Again,  in  "  Eaitward  Hos  I  "— 

"  Anraot.  dun  Hat-cap  thni  I 
flo,  the  coiUln  tlut  itaadoHRl  Boifia  I 

And  in  MarBion's  "  What  joo  Will,"  act  ii. — 


^n^^BB 

^H                Tnily,  mine  host,  Bilbo,  tiiough  he  be  somewhat 
^H               out  of  fashion,  wUl  be  your  ootv  blade  i  tstill ;  I 
^^M               have  a  villainous  sharp  stomach  to'  slice  a  breakfast. 
^H                     Host.  Thou  shalt  have  it  without  anymore  dis- 
^^K                Goutiouance,  release,  or  attourmnent.     What !  we 
^H               know  our  terms  of  hunting  and  the  aea-card. 
^H                   BiL.  And  do  you  serve  the  good  Duke  of  Nor- 
^H               folksbilH 

^m                   Host.  Still  and  still,  and  stiU,  my  soldier  of 
^M               Saint  Quintin's.   ComefoUowme.  I  have  Charles's- 
^H                 wain  >  below  in  a  butt  of  sack  :  'twill*  glister  like 
^^M               your  crab-fish. 

^^M                     BlL.  Yon    have   fine   scholar-like   terms  :  yonr 
^^M                 Cooper's  Dictionary  *  is  your  only  book  to  studj" 
^H               in  a  cellar,  a  man  shall  find  very  strange  words  in 
^H               it.     Come,  my  host,  let's  serve  the  good  Duke  of 
^M               Norfolk. 

^H                   Host.  And  still,  and  still,  and  still,  my  boy, 
^m               ru  serve  the  good  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

^B                Snter  SiB  ARTHUR  Clark,  Harky  Clare,  and 

^H                                                                 Mn.LICENT.'i 

^H                    Sib  Ralph.  Good  Sir  Arthur  Clare  ! 

^H                    Clare.  What  gentleman  is  tliat  1  I  know  him 

^H 

^M                    Sir  Rich.  'Tis  Master  Fabel,  sir,  a  Cambridge 

^M                        scholar, 

^H                 My  son's  dear  friend. 

^1                        '  tAj*K  d-tipril  slliuive  W  the  old  Biibos  BWord-bUdeB.] 

■                     Minor. 

^M                         '  [Old  copies,  Imil.i 

^M                         '  A  quibble  alludins  U>  Thomas  Cooper's  "  Theuurui 

^H                     Lin^n  LklinEc,"  prlc^ted  In  ISIS. 

^H                         '  Thsir  entrance  ia  not  noticed  5n  the  qnirtM,  and  Mr 

^m                     Seed  omitleil  Mlllicent.— Cof/fcr. 
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Clare.  Sir,  I  entreat  you  know  mt?. 

Fj^B.  Command  me,  sir,  1  am  affootcd  to  you 
For  your  Mounchensey'd  sake. 

Clare.  Alas!  for  him, 
I  not  respect  whether  he  sink  or  swim  !        [Atidt. 
A  word  in  private,  Sir  Ralph  Jerninghain. 

Ray.  Metliinka  your   father  looketh  strangely 

Say,  lore,  why  aru  you  sad  1 

Mil.  I  am  not,  sweet ; 
Passion  is  strong,  when  woe  with  woe  doth  meet. 
Clare.  Shall'a  in   to  breakfast)     After,  we'll 
conclude 
The  uause  of  this  our  coming :  in  and  feed. 
And  !et  tliat  usher  a  more  serious  deed.         [£xit. 
Mil.  Whilst  you  desire  his  grief,  uiy  heart  shall 
bleed.  [A>.r. 

Y.  Clake    Rayiuoud    Mounchensey,    come,    l>e 
frolic,  friend  ; 
Tim  is  the  day  thou  bast  exi>ecte<l  long. 

Rat.  Pray  God,  dear  Harty  Ckre,  it  prove  so 

liappy ! 
Y.  Clare.   There's    nought   can  alter  it;    be 

merry,  lail. 
Fab.  There's  nought  shall  alter  it ;  he  lively, 
Raymond : 
Stand  any  opposition  'gainst  thy  hope, 
Art  shall  confront  it  with  her  largest  scope. 

[Kxemt,  lave  FaBEL. 

Pt-lEK  Fahkl  flat. 

Far  Good  old  Moimehensey,  is  thy  hap  so  ill. 
That  for  thy  bounty  and  thy  royal  parts 
Thy  kind  alliance  should  be  held  in  sconi, 
And  after  all  these  promises,  niy  '  Clare, 

'  [Old  copies,  fry.] 
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Kefuse  to  give  hia  daughter  \o  thy  son, 
Only  because  thy  revenues  cannot  reach 
To  moke  her  dowage  of  so  rich  a  jointure 
Ab  can  the  heir  of  wealthy  Jemiagham  1 
And  therefore  is  the  false  fox  now  in  hand 
To  strike  a  match  betwixt  her  and  the  other ; 
And  the  old  grey-beards  now  are  close  together, 
Plottmg  it  in  the  garden.     Is't  even  so  1 
Raymond  Mounchenaey,  boy,  have  thou  and  I 
Thus  long  at  Cambridge  read  the  liberal  arts, 
The  metaphysics,  niagic,  and  those  parts 
Of  the  moat  secret  deep  philosophy  1 
Have  I  so  many  melancholy  nights 
Watch'd  on  the  top  of  Peter-house  iiigheat  tower, 
And  come  we  back  unto  our  native  home, 
For  want  of  skill  to  lose  the  wench  thou  lov'st  i 
111  first  hang  Enfield  ^  in  such  ringa  of  mist 
As  never  rose  from  any  dampish  fen  : 
I'll  make  the  brined  sea  to  rise  at  Ware, 
And  drown  the  marshes  unto  Stratford  Bridge : 
ril  drive  the  deer  from  Waltham  in  their  waUca, 
And  scatter  them  (like  sheep)  in  every  field. 
We  may  perhaps  be  cross'd  j  but,  if  we  be, 
He  shall  cross  the  devil,  that  but  crosses  me. 


£nur  Raymond  and  YocNc  Jebningham. 

But  here  comes  Raymond,  disconsolate  and  sad  ; 
And  here's  the  gallant  that  must  have  the  wench. 
Jer.  I  prythee,  Raymond,  leave  these  solemn 
dumps  : 
Revive  tby  spirits.     Thou,  that  before  hast  been 
More  watchful  than  the  day- proclaiming  cock  : 
As  sportive  as  a  kid,  as  frank  and  merry 
As  mirth  herself  I 


'  [Old  copies, 
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If  aught  in  me  may  tliy  cuctent  procure, 
It  is  tliine  own,  thou  luayst  thyself  assure, 

Ray.  Ha !  JemiDgham,  if  any  but  thyself 
Had  spoke  that  word,  it  would  hare  come  as  cold 
As  the  bleak  northern  winds  upon  the  face 
Of  winter.    From  thee  they  have  some  [Kiwer 
Upon  my  blood ;  yet  being  from  thee. 
Had  but  that  hollow  sound  come  from  the  lips 
Of  any  living  man,  it  might  have  won 
The  credit  of  mine  ear ;  from  thee  it  cannot, 

Jer,  If  I  understand  thee,  I  am  a  villain : 
Wliat !  dost  thou  speak  in  parables  to  thy  frieiidl 

Enter  YouNG  Clare. 

Come,  Iwy,  and  make  me  this  same  groaning  love, 
Troubled  with  stitches  and  the  cough  o'  th' lungs, 
That  wept  his  eyes  out,  when  he  was  a  child, 
And  ever  since  hnth  shot  at  hoodman-blind  : ' 
Make  her  leaj),  caper,  jerk,  and  laugh,  and  sing. 
And  pby  me  hoi'se  tricks. 
Make  Cupid  wanton  as  his  mother's  dove ; 
But  in  this  sort,  boy,  I  would  have  thee  love. 

Fab.  Why,  how  now,  madcap  t  what,  my  lusty 
Frank. 
So  near  a  wife,  and  will  not  tell  your  friend  t 
But  you  will  to  this  gear  in  hugger-mugger  -.^ 
Art  thou  tum'd  miser,  rascal,  in  thy  loves  t 

Jer.  Who,  1 1  s'blood,  what  should  all  you  see 
in  me,  that  I  should  look  hke  a  married  man,  ha  ? 
Am  I  bald  1  Are  my  legs  too  little  for  my  hose  1  If 
I  feel  anything  in  my  forehead,  I  am  a  villain. 
Do  I  wear  a  nightcap  I  do  I  bend  in  the  hamsT 


<  Thlt  is,  u  Mr  SlecTcna  aappDEes,  blind  m 
aoM  on  "  Hunlel."  act  ili.  sc,  i,  edit  1779, 
*  8*«  now  to  '■  The  lievenger's  Trngedy,"  ti 
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what  dost  thou  see  in  me,  that  I  should  be  towards 
marriage,  ha  I 

Y.  Clare.  What,  thou  married  1  let  ma  look 
upon  thee  ;  rogiie,  who  has  given  this  out  of  tlieel 
how  cam'st  thou  into  this  ill-name  i  what  company 
hast  thou  been  in,  rascal  1 

Fab.  You  ore  the  man,  sir,  must  have  Millic«nt, 
The  miitch  is  making  in  the  garden  now  ; 
Her  jointure  Is  agreed  on,  and  the  old  men. 
Your  fathers,  mean  to  launch  their  busy  bags  ;' 
But  in  the  meantime  to  thrust  Mouncliensey  off. 
For  colour  of  this  new-intended  match. 
Fair  Millicent  to  Cheston  must  be  sent. 
To  take  the  approbation  for  a  nun. 
Ne'er  look  upon  me,  lad  :  the  match  is  done. 

Jer.  Eajinond  Mounchensey,  now  I  touch  thy 
grief 
With  the  true  feeling  of  a  zealous  friend. 
And  as  for  fair  and  beauteous  Millicent, 
With  my  vain  breath  I  will  not  seek  to  slubber* 
Her  angel-like  perfections  r  but  tlion  know'Bt 
That  Essex  hat(i  the  saint  that  I  adore  : 
Where-e'er   didst   meet  me.    that   we   two    were 

jovial, 
Bnt  like  a  wag  thou  hast  not  laugh'd  at  me, 
And  with  regarilless  jesting  mock'd  my  love  I 
Ho'w^  many  a  sad  and  weary  summer  night 
My  sighs    have    drunk  the    dew   from    off    the 

earth. 
And  I  have  taught  the  nightingale  to  wake, 
And  from  the  meadows  sprung  the  early  lark 
An  hour  before  she  should  have  list  to  sing  : 
I  have  loaded  the  poor  minutes  with  my  moans. 


'  So  ibe  <|uanaa  ;  Mr  Dodelcy  read  pvriy. 

*  See  note  to  "  The  First  Part  of  Jeroiiimo,"  [iv.  3?1.I 

*  The  quartos,  wilboat  exception,  erroneuuilj  read  j\W, 
-CoUitr. 
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That  I  have  made  the  heavy  alow-pac'd  hours 
To  hang  like  heavy  clogs  upon  the  day. 
But,  dear  Mounchensey,  had  not  my  affection 
8eiz'd  on  tho  heauty  of  another  dame, 
Before  I'd  wrong  the  chase,  and  leave  the  love 
Of  one  BO  worthy  and  so  true  a  friend, 
I  will  abjure  both  beauty  and  her  sight, 
And  will  in  love  become  a  counterfeit. 
MouN.  Dear  Jemingham,  thou  hast  begot  my 
life, 
And  from  the  mouth  of  hell,  where  now  1  sat, 
I  feel  my  spirit  rebound  agrunst  tlie  stars, 
Thou  hast  conquer'd  me,  dear  friend,  in  my  tree 

soul, 
There  time  nor  death    can  by  their  power  con- 
trol. 
Fab.    Frank  Jemingham,  thou   art  a  gallant 
boy; 
And  were  he  not  my  pupU,  I  would  say 
He  were  as  fine  a  metall'd  gentleman, 
(X  as  free  spirit  and  of  as  fine  a  temper. 
As  is  in  England  ;  and  he  is  a  man 
That  very  ricldy  may  deserve  thy  love. 
But,  noble  Clare,  this  while  of  our  discourse. 
What  may  Mounchenaey's  honour  to  thyself 
ICxoct  npon  the  measure  of  thy  grace  1 

Y,  Clare.    Raymond  Mounchensey,   I  would 
have  ihee  know. 
Ho   does   not  breathe   this    air,    whose   love  I 

cherish, 
And  whose  soul  I  love  more  titan  Monnchensey's : 
Nor  ever  in  my  life  ilid  see  the  man 
Whom,  for  his  wit  and  many  virtuous  parts, 
I  think  more  worthy  of  my  sister's  love. 
But  since  the  matter  grows  unto  this  pass, 
I  niaet  not  seem  to  cross  my  father's  will ; 
But  when  thou  list  to  visit  her  by  night. 
My  horse  is  saildled.  and  ihe  stable  door 
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Stands  ready  for  thee  ;  use  them  at  thy  pli 
In  honest  marriage  wed  her  frankly,  boy. 
And  if  thou  gett'st  her,  lad,  God  give  thee  joy. 

MouN.  Then,  care  away !  let  fate  my  fall  pre- 
tend, 
Back'd  with  the  favours  of  so  true  a  friend  ! 

Fab.  Let  us  alone,  tu  bustle  for  the  set ; 
For  age  and  craft  with  wit  and  art  have  met. 
I'll  make  my  spirits  to  dance  such  nightly  jigs 
Along  the  way  'twist  this  and  Tot'nam  Cross, 
The  carriers'  jadea  shall  cast  their  heavy  packs. 
And  the  strong  hedges  scarce  shall  keep  them  in : 
The  milkmaids'  cuts  ^  shall  turn  the  wenches  off, 
And  lay  their  dossers '  tumbling  in  the  dust : 
The  ^uk  and  merry  London  'prentices, 
That  come  for  cream  and  lusty  country  cheer, 
Shall  lose  their  way;    and,   scrambling  in   the 

ditches 
All  night  shall  whoop  and  hallo,  cry  and  call, 
Yet  none  to  other  find  the  way  at  alL 

MoDN.  Pursue  the  project,  scholar :  what  we 
can  do 
To  help  endeavour,  join  our  lives  thereto.  [ExeuitL 

Enter  Banks,  Sir  John,  and  Smuo. 
Banks.  Take  me  with  you,*  good  Sir  John  :  *  a 

1  i.t.,  HonteB. 

*  I.e..  Panniora, 

'  Lei  me  undominnd  jou.  Sn  FbIbIiIT  mya,  "1  would 
jouT  grace  aould  take  me  vyiik  jiou  /  irbom  tattxa  jovt 
pnoef"— "Fir«t  Tart  of  King  Henry  IV,,"  act  ii.  so.  2, 
and  Dr  JohDaon'a  and  Dr  Fanner's  notes. 

*  This  it  one  of  tbc  many  instances  which  might  be  giTen 
where  a  parson  is  called  Sir.  "Upon  whieli,"  says  Sir 
John  Hawkins,  "  it  may  be  observed,  that  anciently  it  was 
the  common  designation  l>oth  of  one  in  holy  orders  and  a 
knight.  Fuller  Bomewherc  in  his  ■'  Cbnrch  Hiatory  "  aayi, 
that  anciently  there  were  in  England  more  n'ri  than  knightt ; 


OF   EDMONTON.  225 

1  |>lague  on  thee,  bmug,  and  thou  toiichest  li<]iiur, 
thou  art  foundered  straight.  What '.  are  your 
"brdiiB  alwaya  watermills!  must  they  ever  i-un 
rounds 

SwuG.  Banks,  yonr  ale  b  as  a  Philistine  fox  ; 
nouns !  there's  fire  i'  th'  tail  on't ;  you  arc  a  rogue 
to  charge  us  with  muga  i'  th'  rearward ;  a  plague 
of  this  wind  !  0,  it  tickles  our  catastrophe  !  ^ 

Sir  John.  Neighbour  Banks  of  Waltluuii,  and 
goodman  Smug,  the  honest  smith  of  Edmonton, 
as  1  dwell  betwixt  you  both  at  Enfield,  I  know  the 
taste  of  both  your  ale-houses ;  they  are  good  both, 
smart  both.  Hem  I  grass  and  liay !  we  are  all 
mortal ;  let's  live  till  we  die,  and  be  merry ;  and 
there's  an  end. 

Banks.   Well  said,  Sir  John,  you  are  of  the 
'  came  humour  still;  and  doth  tjie  water  run  tlie 
same  way  still,  boy ) 

Smug.  Vulcan  was  a  rogue  to  him ;  Sir  John, 
lock,  lock,  lock  fast,  Sir  John;  so,  Sir  John.  I'll 
ono  of  these  years,  when  it  shall  please  the 
goddesses  and  the  destinies,  be  drunk  in  your 
company ;  tliat's  all  now,  and  God  send  ua  health. 
Shall  I  swear  I  love  you  1 

Sir  John.   No  oaths,  no  oatlis,  good  neighbour 
Smug. 
Wp'll  wet  our  lips  together,  and  hug ; 
Carouse  in  private,  and  elevate  the  heart,  and  the 
liver,  and  the  lights — and  the  lights,  mark  you  me 

and  M  l&tely  as  icmp.  WilUam  and  M]ij'y,  in  a  depoiEtion 
in  ibe  Eiobequcr,  in  a  cue  of  tilliet,  tbe  witncea,  speaking 
of  the  cnraM,  whom  be  remembcn,  etjlea  him  Sir  GgUi, 
Vide  Gihion's  "Vieir  o(  Iho  SUle  of  the  Churches  of  Door, 
Homft-LBCey,"  S;c.,  p,  3fl.  Kote  to  "  The  Merry  Wives  of 
Windeor,"  act  i.  Be.  1,  edit.  1T7S. 

So  in  the  "NcH  Trick  to  Cheat  the  Devil,"  1639:  "Sir 
me  no  Sift  /  I  am  no  knight  nor  Churchman."— Collier. 

'  Thii  eipi«uioa  ie  uaed  by  Falaia£  iu  the  "  Second 
Pin  of  King  Henr?  IV.,"  actii.  m.  I, 
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— witliin  OS :  for,  hem  !  grass  ami  hay !  we  are  aiH 
mortal ;  let's  live  tQl  we  die,  and  bu  merry ;  and 
there's  an  end. 

Banks.  But  to  onr  former  motion  ahout  stealing 
some  veiiison ;  whither  go  we  ? 

Sir  John.  Into  tbe  forest,  neighhotir  Banks:  into 
Brian's  walk,  tbe  mad-keeper. 

Smug.  Blood !  Ill  tickle  your  keeper. 

Banks.  I'  faith,  thou  art  always  drunk  when  wo 
have  need  of  thee. 

Smug.  Need  of  me  I  heart !  you  shall  have  need 
of  me  always,  while  there  is  iron  in  an  anvil. 

Banks.  Master  Parson,  may  the  smith  go  (think 
you),  being  in  this  takingi 

Smug.  Go  !  I'll  go,  in  spite  of  all  the  bells  in 
Waltham. 

Sir  John.  The  ([uestion  is  good,  neighbonr 
Banks — let  me  see :  tbe  moon  sbinea  to-night, — 
there's  not  a  narrow  bridge  betwixt  this  and  the 
forest, — bis  brain  may  be  settled  ere  night :  he 
rosy  go>  lie  may  go,  neighbour  Banks.  Now  wo 
want  none  but  the  company  of  mine  host  Bli^ue, 
of  the  Geoi^  at  Waltham  t  if  he  were  here,  onr 
consort  were  full.  Look  where  comes  my  good 
host,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  man  I  And  how  t  ajid 
bow  1  Ahem  1  grass  and  hay  I  we  are  not  yet 
mortal ;  let  us  live  till  we  die,  and  be  merry ;  and 
there's  an  end. 

Jiiuer  Host. 

Host.  Ha !  my  Castilian  dialogues ;  and  art 
thou  in  breath  still,  boy  1  Miller,  doth  the  match 
hold  i  Smith,  I  see  by  thy  eyes  thou  hast  been 
reading  a  little  Geneva  print :  but  wend '  we 
merrily  to  the  forest,  to  steal  some  of  the  king's 
deer  1   I'll  meet  you  at  the  time  appointed.    Away, 
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I  have  kniglits  aud  colonels  at  my  honsc,  aud  must 
tend  the  Htingarians.'  If  we  be  soared  tu  the 
forest,  we'll  meet  in  the  churcti-porch  at  Enfield : 
k't  correBpondent  1 

Banks.  'Tis  well ;  but  how,  if  any  of  ub  should 
he  tAkenl 

Ssiuo,  He  shall  have  ransom,  by  my  sword. 

Host.  Tush,  the  knave  keepers  are  my  bona 
aociaa  *  and  my  pensioners.  Nine  o'clock  !  Be 
valiant,  my  little  Gogmayogs ;  I'll  fence  with  all 
the  justio's  in  Hertfordshire.  I'll  have  a  buck,  till 
I  die;  I'll  slay  a  doe,  while  I  live.  Hold  your 
bow  straight  and  steady  :  I  serve  the  good  Duke 
of  Norfolk. 

Smug.  O  rare!  who-ho-ho,  boy  ! 

HlR  John.  Peace,  neighbour  Smug.  You  see 
this  boor,  a  boor  of  the  uountry,  an  illiterate  boor, 
and  yet  the  citizen  of  good-fellows.  Come,  let's 
provide :  ahem  !  gross  and  hay !  we  are  not  yet  all 
mortal ;  we'll  live  til!  we  die,  and  be  merry ;  and 
there's  an  end.     Come,  Smug. 

Smog.  Good  night.  Waltham — who-ho-ho,  boy  ! 

[Bxeutit. 

Enter  tlte  Kniyhts  and  (iruUemfnfrom  breakfcul  again. 

0,  MOUN.  Nor  I  for  thee,  Clare,  not  of  this  : 
What  I  hast  thou  fed  me  all  this  wliile  with  shalls  I' 
And  com'st  to  tell  me  now,  thou  lik'st  it  notl 

'  TliB  Uoil's  convenjAliun  is  vhoUj  made  up  a!  puns  and 
qailibtea.  Ua  tncitiu  here  bii  hQngrj  gueeu.  {Se^  p.  2H.] 
Hit  ■ddrees  lu  tbe  smilli  before,  on  reading  the  tilUt  O'mtra 
print,  was  [an  equiraijue  on  Ibe  redueas  of  hit  ejcB  from  hav- 
ing  drunk  loo  much,  and  the  Btn^l  type  in  wbicb  llis  Scrip- 
ture* were  prinwd  m  the  cummon  Oeucvun  Yersion.] 

'  The  i"  of  1  till  read*  boioniaTu;  thai  of  lODl,  hnuijnti't. 

*  [ApUjoDiAsU  and  f  Au/e  (or  shell).]  Chiircb;trd,  in 
hii  "Ch»llenge,"  15B3,  mjs— 

'-  Thai  ill  viih  lAallior  itallo  yt  Aal  tt/rd  " 

The    old    cditiona  apcH    il  tAu/ci.  uiid   it    it  nut  a   rery 
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Clare.  1  do  not  hold  tliy  ofFcr  competeut : 
Nor  do  I  like  the  assurance  of  thy  land, 
The  title  is  bo  branyled  with  thy  debts. 

O.  MouN.  Too  good  for  thee  :  and.  knight,  tliou 
know'st  it  well, 
I  fawn'd  not  on  thee  for  thy  goods,  not  1, 
'Twas  thine  own  motion  ;  that  thy  wife  doth  know. 

L.  Clark  Husband,  it  woa  so ;  he  lies  not  in 
that 

Clark  Hold  thy  chat,  quean. 

0.  MouN.  To  which  I  hearkened  willingly,  and 
the  rather. 
Because  I  was  pereuaded  it  proceeded 
From  love  thou  boi-'st  to  me  and  to  my  bu)' ; 
And  gav'st  him  tree  access  unto  thy  house. 
Where  he  hath  not  behav'd  him  to  thy  child, 
But  as  befits  a  gentleman  to  do  ; 
Nor  is  my  poor  distressed  slate  so  low. 
That  I'll  shut  up  my  doors,  1  warrant  thee. 

Clare.  Let  it  suftice,  Mouncheiisey,  I  mlslike 
it; 
Nor  think  thy  son  a  match  fit  for  my  cliild. 

0.  MouN.  I  tell  thee,  Clare,  his  blood  is  good 
and  clear, 
As  the  best  drop  that  pnnteth  in  thy  veins : 
But  for  this  maid,  thy  fair  and  virtuous  child, 
She  is  no  more  disparag'd  by  thy  baseness. 
Than  the  most  orient  and  moat '  precious  jewel, 
Which  still  retains  hie  lustre  and  his  beauty. 
Although  n  slave  were  owner  of  the  same. 

Clark  She  ia  the  last  is  left  me  to  bestow ; 
And  her  I  mean  to  dedicate  to  God, 


forced  conatruction   to   suppose   that   Mounclieniiey,   oam- 
plainJDK  of  Clare's  want  of  faith,  uses  the  word  eholli  in  the 
sense  olproiami ;  and  tbis  seems  to  be  the  real  ineBaing 
of  the  (iDoUitioa  from.  Cburcbjitd, — CMier. 
'  [OH  copies,  thi.] 
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I.  MOUN.  Yoli  do,  air'! 

Clare.  Sir,  sir,  I  do  ;  she  is  mine  own. 

O.  MOUN.  And  pity  she  is  ao  : 
Damnation  dog  thee  and  thy  wretched  pe\il[A»ide. 

Clare,  Not  thou,  Mouuchensey,  ahalt  bestow 
ray  child. 

0.  MouN.   Neither  shnll'st'  thou    bestow    her 
where  thou  meanest. 

Clare.  What  wilt  thou  do  1 

O.  MoDN.  No  matter,  let  thnt  he  ; 
I  will  do  that,  perhaps,  shall  anger  thee  : 
Thou  hast  wrong'd  my  love,  aud,  by  God's  blessed 

angel. 
Thou  shalt  well  know  it. 

Clare.  Tut,  brave  not  me, 

0  Mous.  Brave  thee,  base  chur! .'  were't  not  for 
manhood  sake — 
I  say  no  more,  but  that  there  be  some  by 
Whose  blood  is  hotter  than  ours  is, 
Which,  being  atirr'd  might  make  us  both  repent 
This  foolish  meeting.     But,  Harrj-  Clare, 
Although  thy  father  hath  abus'd  my  friendship, 
Yet  I  love  thee — I  do,  ray  noble  boy, 
I  do,  i'  faith, 

L.  Clare.  Ay,do,do:  lill  all  the  world  with  talk 
of  us,  man ;  man,  I  never  looked  for  better  at  your 
hands. 

Fab,  I  hop'd  your  great  experience  and  your 
years 
Would  have  prov'd  patience  rather  to  your  soul, 
Than  with  this  frantic  and  uutamed  poasion 
To  whet  their  skeins  ;^  and,  but  for  that 


'  [Old  copies,  thoutiUi,] 

'  Kaivm  or  daggsw.    Stiin  u  the  [Erae  or  Hig 
word  for  a  knife. 
r»n!  a  lODg  Dota  in  Narca.  edit.  1S59.  art.  Skain.j 


I  hope  their  frit-ndahips 


0  well  cunfirm'd. 


And  their  minds  teini>er'd  with  more  kindly  heat, 
Than  for  their  forward  parent's  frowardness. 
That  they  should  break  forth  into  pubUc  brawls. 
Howe'er  the  rough  hand  of  the  untoward  world 
Hath  moulded  your  proceedings  in  Has  matter, 
Yet  I  am  sure  the  first  intent  was  love : 
Then  since  the  firBt  spring  was  so  sweet  and  warm, 
Let  it  die  gently  :  ne'er  £ll  it  with  scorn. 

Kay.  O,  thou  base  world  !  how  leprous  is  tliat 
soul, 
That  is  once  Hm'd  in  thai  polluted  mud ! 
0  Sir  Arthitr !  you  have  startled  his  free  autive  spirit 
With  a  too  sharp  spur  for  his  mind  to  bear. 
Have  patience,  sir ;  the  remedy  to  woe 
Is  to  leave  that  of  force  we  must  forego. 

Mil.  And  I  nmst  take  a  twelvemonth's  approlia- 

That  in  the  meantime  this  sole  and  private  lifn 
At  the  year's  end  may  fashion  me  a  wife. 
But,  sweet  Mounchensey,  ere  this  year  be  done, 
Thou'st  be  a  friar,  if  that  I  be  a  nun. 
And,  father,  ere  young  Jemingham's  111  be, 
Iwilltiimmad  to  spite  both  him  and  thee.     [Aside. 
CuJtE.   Wife,   come  to  horse;   ami,   huswife, 
make  you  ready : 
For  if  I  live,  I  swear  by  this  good  light, 
I'll  see  you  lodg'd  in  Cheston  House  to-night. 

0.  MoUN.    Kaymond,   away ;  thou   see  si    how 
matters  fall. 
Churl,  hell  consume  thee,  and  thy  pelf  and  all ! 
Fab.  Now,  Master  Clare,  you  see  how  matters 


1  i.e..  Go,  proMod,  lucceed.  The  word  U  used  in  Nisb'i 
"  Lenten  StuO;"  1599  :  "  It  would  not  fadge,  for  then  tha 
market  xu  riiecd  Id  three  bunctred." 
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Your  Milticent  mUBt  needs  be  intiile  a  nun. 
Well,  sir,  we  are  the  men  must  ply  the  match  : 
Hold  you  your  peace,  and  be  a  looker-on  : 
And  send  her  unto  CheHton,  when  '  lie  will, 
I'll  send  me  fellows  of  a  handful  high 
Into  the  cloisters,  where  the  nuns  frequent. 
Shall  make  them  skip  like  does  about  the  dale  ; 
And  make  the  lady  prioress  of  the  house 
To  play  at  leap-frog  naked  in  her  amock,^ 
Until  the  merry  wenches  at  their  mass 
Cry  teehee,  weehee ; 

And  tickling  these  mod  lasses  in  their  flanks, 
Shall  sprnwl  and  squeak,  and  pinch  their  fellow- 
Be  lively,  boys,  before  the  wench  we  lose, 
III  make  the  abbess  wear  the  canon's  hose. 

Enter  Habey  Clare,  Frank  Jerntngiiam, 
Peter  Fabel,  a»d  Millicent. 

H.  Clabe.  Spite   now  hath  done   her  worst; 

sister,  be  patient. 
Jer.    Forewarn'd  poor    Eaymond  s  company ! 
O  Leaven  ' 
Wlien  the  composui-e  of  weak  frailty  meet[8] 
Upon  this  mart  of  dirt,  0,  then  weak  love 
Must  in  her  own  unhappinesa  be  silent, 
And  wink  on  all  deformities. 


"Tho  Old  Law,"  by  Moaaiagcr,  A.c,  i 

"Nllir  U  htglat  Xa  fadgi." 


VUt/aigtt  wiitfitdeir  I 
old  copiiM,  wAoY,) 


'  [Uld  eopic*.  their  imoctt.'] 
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Mil,  'Tis  well : 
Where's   Raymond,   brotlier  ?     Where's  my  dear 

Mounchensey  t 
Would  WB  might  weep  together,  and  then  part, 
One'  sighing  parley  would  much  ease  my  heart. 

FAJi.  Sweet  beauty,  fold  your  sorrows  in  the 
thought 
Of  future  reconcilement :  let  your  tears 
Show  you  a  woman,  hut  no*  farther  spent 
Thau  from  the  eyes :  for  sweet  experience  Bays 
That  love  is  firm,  that's  flatter'd  with  delays. 

Mil.  Alas  !  sir,  think  you  I  Ehall  e'er  be  lug  I 

Fab.  As  sure  as  parting  amiles  on  future  bliss. 
Yond  comes  my  friend ;  see,  he  hath  doated 
So  long  upon  your  beauty,  that  your  want 
Will  with  a  pale  retirement  waste  his  blood  : 
For  in  true  love  music  doth  sipeetly  dwell : 
Scver'd,  these  less  worlds  bear  within  them  helL 
Enter  MOUNCKENSEY. 

MoiTN.  Harry  and  Frank,  you  are  enjoined  to  wean 
Your  friendship  from  me:  we  must  part;  the  breath 
Of  ill  *  advis'd  corruption,  pardon  me. 
Faith,  I  must  say  so ;  you  may  tliink  I  love  you, 
I  breathe  not  rougher  spite  to  sever  us ; 
We'll  meet  by  stealth,  sweet  friend,  by  stealth  you 

twain; 
Kisses  are  sweetest  got  by  struggling  pain. 

Jer,  Out  friendsliip  dies  not,  Eaymond. 

Moon.  Pardon  me  : 
[  am  busied ;  I  have  lost  my  faculties. 
And  buried  them  in  Millicent's  clear  eyes. 

Mix.  Alas!  sweet  love,  what  shall  become  of  met 
I  must  to  Cheston  to  the  nunnery, 
r  shall  ne'er  see  thee  more, 

MoUN.  How,  sweet ! 


'  [Old  eoiiitt 


.0,1 
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I'll  be  thy  votary,  we'll  often  meet : 
This  kiaa  divides  us,  and  breathes  soft  adieu — 
This  be  a  double  charm  to  keep  both  true. 
Fab.  Have  done :  your  fathers  may  chance  spy 
your  partiug. 
Refuse  not  you  by  any  means,  good  sweetness, 
To  go  into  the  nunnery,  for  from  hence 
Must  we  beget  your  love's  sweet  happiness. 
You  shall  not  stay  there  long  :  your  harder  bed 
Shall  be  more  sott,  when  nun  and  maid  are  dead. 

Enter  BiLBO. 
MoUN.  Now.  sirrah,  what's  the  matter  1 
BiL.  Marry,  you  must  to  horse  presently ;  that 
villanous  old  gouty  churl,  Sir  Arthur  Clare,  longs 
till  he  be  at  the  nuimery, 
H.  Clare.  How,  sirl 

BiL'  O,  I  cry  you  mercy,  he  is  your  father, 
sir,  indeed ;  but  I  am  sure  that  there's  lesg  affinity 
betwixt  your  two  natures  than  there  is  between 
a  broker  and  a  cutpurae. 
MouN.  Bring  me  my  gelding,  sirrah. 
EiL.  Well,  nothing  grieves  me,  but  for  the  poor 
wench ;   she  must  now  cry  'f'^  to  lobater-pies, 
artichokes,  and  all  such  meats  of  mortality.     Poor 
gentlewoman  !  the  sign  must  not  be  in  i-tT^o  any 
longer  with  her,  and  that  me  grieves  :  farewell 
Poor  Millieent 
Must  pray  and  repent  : 

0  fatal  wonder ! 
Shell  now  be  no  falter. 
Love  must  not  come  at  her. 
Yet  she  shall  be  kept  under.        {^Exit. 
Jek.  Farewell,  dear  Raymond. 
H.  Clare.  Friend,  adieu. 

'  The  olil«T  cDpiei  mado  tiut  speech  put  of  whtl  vu  uud 
bi  Hurr;  CInre,  and  the  edition  of  165S  &nt  introduced  the 

—Collirr, 
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Mu-  Dear  sweet, 
No  joy  diijoys  my  heart  till  we  neit  meet.    [Sxcunt. 

Fab.  Well,  Eaymond,  now  the  tide  of  discontent 
Beats  in  thy  face;  but,  ere'i  be  long,  the  wind 
Shall  turn  the  flood.   We  must  to  Waltham  Abbey, 
Aud  as  fair  Miliicent  in  Cheston  lives 
A  most  unwilling  nun,  so  thou  shalt  there 
Become  a  Iwardless  novice  j  to  what  end, 
Let  time  and  future  accidents  declare. 
Taste  thou  my  sleights  :  thy  love  I'll  only  share. 

MouN.  Turn  friar  1     Come,  my  good  counsellor, 
let's  go. 
Yet  tliat  disguise  will  hardly  shrouil  my  woe. 

[Exeunt. 

EiUer  tJte  pRloiiEsa  OF  Ckeston,  teilh  a  mm  or 
two,  Sib  Arthur  Clare,  Sir  Ralph  Jer- 

MNGHAU,  HkNRY  and  FRANK,  LaDY  OlARB, 

Bilbo,  with  MiLUfEHT. 

L.  Clare.  Madam, 
The  love  unto  this  holy  sisterhood 
And  our  coufirra'd  opinion  of  your  ze^I 
Hath  truly  won  us  to  bestow  our  child 
Katber  on  this  than  any  neighbouring  cell  , 

Pri.  Jesus'  daughter,  Mary's  cliild, 
Holy  matron,  woman  mild. 
For  thee  a  mass  shall  still  be  said, 
Every  sister  drop  a  bead ; 
And  those  a^in  succeeding  them 
For  you  shall  sing  a  Reiiuiem. 

Frank.  The  wench  is  gone,  Harry ;  she  la  do   | 
more  n  woman  of  this  world.     Mark  her  well,  she 
looks  like  a  nun  already  :  what  think'st  on  herl 

Har.    By    uiy  faith,   her    face    comes   hand- 
somely to't. 
But  peace,  let's  hear  the  rest. 

Sir  Akth.  Madam,  for  a  twelvemonth's  appro- 
bation, 
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We  mean  to  make  this  trial  of  uur  cliiid. 
Your  care  and  our  dear  blessing,  io  meantime, 
We  pray  may  prosper  this  intended  work. 

PRI.  May  your  happy  soul  be  blithe, 
That  80  truly  pay  your  titlie  : 
He  that  many  children  gave, 
'Tis  fit  that  he  one  child  should  have. 
Then,  fair  virjin,  hear  my  spell, 
Jop  I  must  your  duty  tell. 
'     Mil.  Good  men  and  true,  stand  logetiier, 
^And  hear  your  charge.  [AtiJe. 

Pri.  First,  a-mornings  take  your  book, 
The  glass  wherein  yourself  must  look ; 
Your  young  thoughts,  so  proud  and  jolly. 
Must  be  turn'd  to  motions  holy ; 
For  your  busk  attires  and  toys. 
Have  your  thoughts  on  heavenly  joys : 
And  for  all  your  follies  past, 
You  must  do  penance,  pray  and  fast 

BiL.  Let  her  take  heed  of  fasting ;  and  if  ever 

■he  hurt  herself  with  praying,  I'll  ne  er  trust  beast. 

[AtUie. 

Mil.  This  goes  hard,  by'r  Lady  ! 

Prl  You  shall  ring  the  sacring-bell,' 
Keep  your  hours  and  toll  ^  your  kneli, 
Kise  at  midnight  to  your  matins. 
Bead  your  psalter,  sing  your  latins ; 
And  when  your  blood  shall  kindle  pleasure, 
Scourge  yourself  in  plenteous  measure. 

Mil.  Worse  and  worse,  by  Saint  Mary  !  l^Mi/f. 

Frank.    Sirrah  Hal,  how  does  she  hold  her 


liUlii  bell  whicb  U  rang  lo  gire  notlcs  of  the 
HoH  approaching,  when  it  In  carried  in  procetHion,  an  tleo 
in  other  offices  of  the  Homiab  Church,  is  called  the  tacnng_ 
or  eonMtration  bell,  from  the  French  word  joerer."— Mr 
Theobald's  note  to  -'  Henrj  VIll.,"  act  iii.  ac  2. 
'  [Former  eda.,  Idl.] 
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countenance!    Well,  go  thy  ways,  if  ever  thon  ^ 
prove  a  nun.  I'll  build  an  abbey.  [Atide. 

Hae.  She  may  be  a  nuu ;  but  if  ever  sIib  prove 
an  anchoress,  I'll  dig  her  grave  wiih  my  nails. 

[Aside. 

Frank.  To  her  again,  mother.  \Atide. 

Har.  Hold  thine  own,  wench.  [Asldt. 

Prl  You  must  read  the  morning  mass, 
You  must  creep  unto  the  cross,' 
Put  cold  aahea  on  your  head. 
Have  a  hair-cloth  for  your  bed. 

BiL.  She  had  rather  have  a  man  in  her  bed, 

Pri.  Bind  your  Iwads,  and  tell  your  needs, 
Your  holy  avei  and  your  creeds  : 
Holy  maid,  this  must  be  done. 
If  you  mean  to  live  a  nun. 

Mil.  The  holy  maid  will  be  no  nun.         [Atide. 

Sir  Arth.  Matlam,  we  have  some  business  of 
import, 
And  must  be  gone  ; 

Will't  please  you  Uike  my  wife  into  your  closet, 
Who  farther  will  acquaint  you  with  my  mind  : 
And  so,  good  madam,  for  this  time  adieu. 

[Sxiuiit  womr.n  und  SiR  ARTHUR. 

'  ThiB  Fopieb  ceremony  is  parliealarly  described  in  an 
nacient  book  of  tbe  "  Ceremonial  oi  the  Kings  of  Engtuul," 
purehanjd  by  llm  Uualieaa  of  Norlbumberluid,  at  tbe  Bale  of 
the  MSd.  of  Mr  Analis.  (jarter  King-Bt-arme.  It  appeuB 
from  this  curioim  treatise  that  tlie  Uisbop  und  tbe  Deui 
brought  a  cruoiGi  out  of  the  vpsttj,  and  placed  it  an  a 
Diuhion  before  the  altar.  A  carpet  was  then  laid  "  for  tbe 
Kings  to  preepc  to  the  crouc  upon."  See  Dr  Percj'a  note  to 
the  "  Iforthamborland  Hooaehold  Book,"  p,  430. — SUevtru. 

Creeping  to  the  Crott  is  mcationed  in  Waroer's  "Albion's 
England,"  1602,  p.  115— 

**  Wo  olTn  Capen,  paj  our  tftheo  and  mrct 
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Sir  Ralph.  Well  now,  Frank  Jerniughaiu,  how 
eayest  thou ) ' 
To  be  brief — 

What  wilt  thou  eay  for  all  this,  if  we  two, 
Her  father  and  myself,  can  bring  about. 
That  we  convert  this  nun  to  be  a  wife, 
And  thou  the  husband  to  this  pretty  nun  i 
How  then,  my  lad,  ha  1  Frank,  it  may  be  done. 
Hab.  Ay,  now  it  works. 
FbaKK.  0  God, sir!  youama;(en)eatyourwoi'ds: 
Think  with  yourself,  sir,  what  a  thing  it  were 
To  cause  a  recluse  to  remove  her  vow  : 
A  sainted,^  contrite,  and  repentant  soul, 
Ever  mortified  with  fasting  and  with  prayer. 
Whose  thoughts,  even  as  her  eyes,  are  fix'd   on 
L         heaven. 

FTo  draw  a  virgin  thus  devout  with  zeal 
I  Back  to  the  world :  0  impious  deed : 
■  Kor  by  the  cauon-law  can  it  be  done 
BWithout  a  difipeusation  from  the  ehmch ; 
EBeBtdoa,  she  is  so  prone  unto  this  life, 
^As  she'll  even  shnek  to  hear  a  husband  naniVl. 
BtL.  Ay,  a  poor  innocent,  she  !     Well,  here's  no 
knavery ; 
He  flouts  the  old  fools  to  their  teeth.  [Agii/t. 

Sir  Kalth.  Boy,  I  am  glad  to  heai' 
^ou  makat  such  scruple  of  thy  '  conscience  ; 
UQd  in  a  man  so  young  as  is  yourself, 
t  promise  you  'tis  very  seldom  seen. 
Wlbit,  Frank,  this  is  a  trick,  a  mere  device — 
A  sleight  plotted  Ijetwixt  her  father  and  myself 
To  thrust  Mounehensej-'s  nose  beside  the  cushion;* 

1  The  copita  of  1628  »nd  1U3I  rend,   H'tll  now,  Fraiii: 
Ctarr,  Adw  ta^'tt  tltou  I  which  ia  clearly  utrong  :  the  error 
ms  corrected  in  the  reprint  of  1605,  to  trblch  Mr  Reed  was 
again  indebted. — Collkr. 
*  [Old  copin,  luaimtd.]  *[01d  copies,  lhal.\ 

~       '  |A  figure  borroHOd  from  ardiery.J 
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Tliat  being  thus  ilebarr'd  of  all  access, 
Time  yet  may  work  him  from  her  thoughts, 
And  give  thee  ample  scope  to  thy  desires. 

BiL.  A  plague  on  yon  both  for  a  couple  of  Jews. 
\Ati(/i. 

Hab,   How  now,  Frank,  what  sny  you  to  thatt 

Frank.  Let  me  alone,  I  warrant  thee. 

[To  HARRr. 
Sir,  assured  that  this  motion  doth  proceed 
From  your  most  kind  and  fatherly  affection, 
I  do  disgose  my  liking  to  your  pleasure  : 
But  for  It  is  a  matter  of  such  moment 
As  holy  marriage,  I  must  crave  thus  much. 
To  have  some  conference  with  my  ghostly  father. 
Friar  Hildersham  hereby  at  Waltham  Abbey, 
To  be  absolv'd  of  things,  that  it  is  fit 
None  only  but  my  confessor  should  know. 

Sir  Ralph.  With  all  my  heart.  He  is  a  reverend 
man. 
And  lo-morrow  morning  we  will  meet  all  at  the 

abbey. 
Where  by  the  opinion  of  that  reverend  man 
We  will  proceed ;  I  like  it  jiassing  well. 
Till  then  we  part,  boy.    Ay,  think  of  it ;  farewell. 
A  parent's  care  no  mortal  tongue  can  tell.  [Exfuul. 

Enttr  Sm  Arthur  Clare,  ami  Uaymond  Mox!n- 
CHENSEY  like  n/riar. 

Sib  Artii.  Holy  young  novice.  1  have  told  you 
now 
My  full  intent,  and  do  refer  the  rest 
To  your  professed  secrecy  and  care  : 
And  see. 

Our  serious  sjieech  hath  stolen  upon  the  way, 
That  we  are  come  unto  the  abbey  gale. 
Because  I  know  Mounchensey  Ja  a  fox, 
That  craftily  doih  overlook  my  doings. 
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111  not  be  seen,  not  I ;  tush,  I  have  done, 
I  had  a  daughter,  but  she's  now  a  nun. 
Farewell,  dear  son,  farewell.  [Exit. 

MoUN.  Fare  you  well.     Ay,  you  have  done  ? 
Your  daughter,  sir,  shall  not  be  long  a  nun. 
0  my  rare  tutor !  never  mortal  brain 
Plotted  out  such  a  mesh  *  of  policy  ; 
And  my  dear  bosom  is  so  great  with  laughter, 
Begot  by  his  simplicity  and  error. 
My  soul  is  falPn  in  labour  with  her  joy. 

0  my  friends,  Frank  Jeminghani  and  Glare  ! 
Did  you  but  know  but  how  this  jest  takes  fire — 
That  good  Sir  Arthur,  thinking  me  a  novice, 
Hath  even  poured  himself  into  my  bosom, 

(),  you  would  vent  your  spleens  with  tickling 

mirth ! 
But,  Eaymond,  peace,  and  have  an  eye  about. 
For  fear  perhaps  some  of  the  nuns  look  out. 
Peace  and  charity  within. 
Never  touch'd  with  deadly  sin ; 

1  cast  holy  water  pure 

On  this  wall  and  on  this  door. 

That  from  evil  shall  defend, 

And  keep  you  from  the  ugly  fiend : 

Evil  sprite,  by  night  nor  day, 

Shall  approach  or  come  this  way ; 

Elf  nor  fairy,  by  this  grace. 

Day  nor  night  shall  haunt  this  place. 

Holy  maidens »  \Kftocks. 

Answer  within.]  Who's  that  which  knocKs?  ha, 
who's  there  ? 

MouN.  Gentle  nun,  here  is  a  friar. 


^  [EdiU.,  ma*se.] 

*  In  all  the  copies  //o/y  maUUns  is  made,  absurdly  enough, 
part  of  the  stage  direction. — Collier. 
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Eiiur  Nun, 

Nun.  a  friar  without  1  now  Christ  us 
Holy  man,  what  wouldst  thou  hare  t 

MOUN.  Holy  maid,  I  hither  come 
From  friar  and  father  Hildersham, 
By  the  favour  and  the  grace 
Of  the  prioress  of  this  place. 
Amongst  you  all  to  visit  one 
That's  come  for  approhation  : 
Before  she  was  as  now  you  are, 
The  daughter  of  Sir  Arthur  Clare, 
But  since  she  now  hecame  a  nun, 
Call'd  Millicent  of  Edmonton.  ^ 

Nun.  Holy  man,  repose  you  there  ; 
This  news  I'll  to  our  abbess  bear. 
To  telljher  what  a  man  is  sent, 
And  your  message  and  intent. 

MoUN.  Benedicite. 

Nun.  Benedicite.  [EjhL 

MoUN,  Do,  my  good  pluni|)  wench  ;  if  all  fall 
right, 
I'll  make  your  sisterhood  one  less  by  night. 
Now,  happy  fortune,  speed  this  merry  drift, 
I  lilte  a  wench  comes  roundly  to  her  shrift, 

Enter  Lady  and  Miu-icrnt. 

Lady.  Have  friara  recourse  then  t^  the  house  of 
nuns  t 

Mil.  Madam,  it  is  the  order  of  this  place, 
When  any  virgin  comes  for  approbation 
(Lest  that  for  fear  or  such  sinister  practice 
She  should  be  forc'd  to  undergo  this  veil, 
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Which  ehonld  proceed  from  couBcieiieo  aiiil  devo- 
tion), 
A  visitor  is  sent  from  'Waltham  Houw, 
To  take  tlie  true  confession  of  the  maid. 

Lady.  Is  tliat  the  order  t  I  commend  it  well ; 
Ton  to  your  ehrift,  I'll  back  unto  tlie  cell.      [BxU. 

MoUN.  Life  of  my  soul !  bright  iing«l ! 

Mil.  Whflt  means  the  friar  ? 

MouN,  0  Millicent,  'tis  L 

Mil.  My  heart  misgives  me ;    I  should  know- 
that  voice. 

You  1  who  are  you)  the  holy  virgin  bless  me  ! 
Tell  me  your  name :  you  shall,  ere  you  confess  me, 

MoCN.  Mounchensey,  thy  true  fiiend. 

Mil.  My  EajTnond  !  my  dear  heart ! 
Sweet  life,  give  leave  to  my  distiacted  soul 
To  wake  a  little  from  this  swoon  of  joy. 
By  what  means  cam'st  thou  to  assume  this  ehape  1 

MouN.  By  means  of  Peter  Fabel,  my  kind  tutor, 
"U'iio  in  the  habit  of  friar  Hildersham, 
Frank  Jerningham's  old  friend  and  confessor, 
Plotted  by  Frank,  by  Fabel,  and  myself. 
And  BO  delivered  to  Sir  Arthur  Clare, 
Who  brought  me  here  unto  the  abbey-gate, 
To  be  his  nun-made  daughter's  visitor. 

Mil.  You  are  all  sweet  traitors  to  my  poor  old 
father. 
0  my  dear  life  !  I  was  n-dreamed  to-uight 
Tliat,  aa  I  vraa  praying  in  my  psalter. 
There  came  a  spirit  unto  me  as  I  kneel'd. 
And  by  his  strong  persuasions  t«mpt«d  me 
To  leave  this  nunneiy  -.  and  methought 
He  came  in  the  most  glorious  angel-BhajH;, 
That  mortal  eye  did  ever  look  upon. 
Ha  I  thou  art  sure  that  spirit,  for  there's  no  form 
Is  in  mine  eye  so  glorious  as  thine  own. 

Moi'N.  0  thou  idolatress,  that  dost  this  worship 
To  him  whose  likeness  is  but  i>raise  of  thee  ! 
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Thou  bright  unsetting  star,  which  tbrou^ 

veil 
For  very  envy  mak'st  the  eun  look  pale. 

Mil.  Well,  visitor,  lest  that  perhaps  my  mother 
Should  think  the  friar  too  strict  in  his  decrees, 
I  this  confess  to  my  sweet  ghostly  father ; 
If  chaste  pure  love  be  sin,  I  must  confess, 
I  have  offended  three  years  now  with  thee. 

MouN.  But  do  you  yet  rej>ent  you  of  the  same  T 

Mil.  r  Euth,  I  cannot. 

MouN.  Nor  will  I  absolve  thee 
Of  that  sweet  sin,  though  it  be  venial : 
Yet  have  the  penance  of  a  thousand  kisses ; 
And  I  enjoin  you  to  this  pilgrimage  : — 
That  in  the  evening  you  bestow  yourself 
Here  in  the  walk  near  to  the  willow  ground. 
Where  I'll  be  ready  both  with  men  and  horse 
To  wait  your  coming,  and  convey  you  hence 
Unto  a  lodge  I  have  in  Enfield  Chase  : 
No  more  reply,  if  that  you  yield  consent — 
I  see  more  eyes  upon  our  stay  are  bent. 

Mil.  Sweet  life,  farewell,  'tis  done,  let  that  suf- 
fice ; 
"What  my  tongue  fails,  I  senj  thee  by  mine  eyes..* 
[Exii. 

Enter  Fabel,'  You.ng  Clare,  and  Jermnghau. 

Jer.  Now,  visitor,  how   does   this    new-made 

nun  J 
Y.  Clare.  Come,  come,  how  does  she,  noble 

capuchin  1 
MouN,  She  may  be  poor  in  spirit,  but  for  the 

flesh, 


1  Erery  copy  mentions  F&bcl  is  entering  at  thii  time, 
and  just  aftcrwurdft  lie  Bpeake;  but  Hr  Heed  by  aome  Mci- 
deat  omitted  hiji  natue  \a  the  proper  plac«.^(7aUwr. 


I 


OF   EDMONTON,  243 

'Tia  fat  and  plump,  boys.     Ah  !  rogues,  there  is 
A  company  of  giria  would  turn  you  all  friars. 

Fab.  But  how,  Mounthensey,  how,  lad,  for  ihe 
wench  1 

MouN.  Zounds,  lads,  i' faith  I  thank  my  holy 
habit — 
I  liave  coiifeaa'd  her,  and  the  lady  prioress 
Hath  gifcn  me  gliostly  counsel  wiUi  her  biessiog. 
And  how  say  ye,  boys, 
If  I  be  chose  the  weekly  visitor '( 

Y.  Clare.  Blood  !  she'll  have  ne'er  a  nun  un- 
bagg'd  to  sing  moAs  then. 

Jbr.  The  Abbot  of  Woltham  will  have  as  many 
children  to  put  to  nurse  as  he  has  calves  In  the 
marsh. 

MoUN.  Well,  to  be  brief,  th«  nnn  will  soon  at 
night  turn  tippet ; '  if  I  can  but  devise  to  quit  her 
cleanly  of  the  nunnery,  she  is  mine  own. 

Fab.  But,  sirrah  Kaymond,  what  news  of  Peter 
Fabel  at  the  house  ? 

MOUN.  Tush,  he  ia  the  only  man,  a  necromancer 
and  a  conjuror,  that  works  for  young  Moiuichensey 
altogether ;  and  if  it  be  not  for  friar  Benedic, 
that  he  can  cross  liim  by  his  learned  skill,  ihe 
wench  ia  gone,  FaWl  will  fetch  her  oat  by  very 
magic. 

Fab.  Stands  the  wind  there,  boy  1  keep  them 
in  that  key. 
The  wench  is  oura  before  to-morrow  day. 
Well,  Harry  ^  and  Frank,  aa  ye  are  gentlemen, 
Stick  to  us  close  thia  once ;  yon  know  your  fathers 
Have  men  and  horse  lie  ready  still  at  Cheston, 
To  watch  the  coast  be  clear,  to  scout  about, 


'  [Ediy.,  Lippit.     Bnt  urn  Nsrca,  1839.  r,  Tipijet) 
•  Mr  Reed  was  again  indcblcd  lo  the  "  unworlhj  "  copy  of 
ISSSforthe  tatroduclion  of  the  name  of  Harry  ina Mad  of 
Italpb,  a<  il  is  foaud  in  IhepreTiDui  iililioog. —  CoUicr. 
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And  hflve  aii  eye  unto  Mouncliensey's  walks ; 
Therefore  you  two  may  hover  thereabouts, 
And  no  man  will  suspect  you  for  the  matter  : 
Be  ready  hut  to  take  her  at  our  liauds, 
Leave  ua  to  scamble  ^  for  her  getting  out. 

Jek.  Blood  I  if  all  Hertfordshire  were  at  our 
heels,  we'll  carry  her  away  in  spite  of  them, 

Y.  Clare.  But  whither.  Raymond  1 

MocN.    To    Brian's    u]iper    lodge    in   Enfield 
Chase  ; 
He  is  miae  honest  friend,  and  a  tall  keeper  ; 
I'll  send  my  man  unto  liim  presently. 
To  acquaint  him  with  your  coming  and  intent. 

Fab.  Be  brief  and  secret. 

MouN.  Soon  at  night  reniemlier 
You  bring  your  horses  to  the  willow  ground. 

Jkr.  'Tis  done,  no  more, 

Y.  ClaBE.  We  will  not  fail  the  hour : 
My  life  and  fortune  now  lie  in  your  power. 

Fab.  About  our  business  !  EajTuond,  let's  away. 
Think  of  your  hour  :  it  draws  well  off  the  day, 

[ExfUHt. 

Enter  Blaode,  BanKS,  Smug,  and  SlH  JoHN. 

Blague.  Come,  ye  Hungarian'  pilchers,  we  are 
once  more  come  under  the  Zona  Torrida  of  tlie 
forest ;  let's  be  resolute ;  let's  fly  ki  and  again ; 

'  taBtaiiceB  oE  Ibis  ironl.  which  means  almost  the  simeu 
irramHf,  are  given  in  a  note  oa  ShakuBpearo'ii  '■  King 
Henrj  V.."  *c.  1,  edit.  117S.—^eereni. 

*  Huogsriau  wu  a  canl  term  tben  frequently  in  use.  S«e 
Mr  Sleeiens'a  note  on  "The  Mkht  Wivet  of  WiwUar," 
soli.  BC.  3.  MrTollel  awn's  that  "the  l/ungariant,  vixen 
infidcli,  overran  Germany  and  France,  and  would  hare 
invaded  Englantl  if  they  could  have  come  to  it.  See  SUiwe 
in  the  year  lian.  and  Holinihcd'e  '  Invagiona  of  Ireland,' 
p,  fiO.     Hence  their  name  might  hccome  a  proverli  of  Imm- 
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luid  the  devil  come,  we'll  put  him  to  his  interro- 
gatories, and  not  budge  a  foot,  What  I  foot,  I'll 
Eit  fire  into  you,  ve  sTiall  all  three  Berve  the  good 
nke  of  Norfolk.  ' 

Smuc.  Mine  host,  my  buUy,  my  precious  con- 
sul, my  noble  Holofemes,  I  have  been  drunk  in 
thy  house  twenty  times  and  ten;  all's  one  for 
that :  1  was  laat  night  in  the  third  heaven,  my 
brain  was  poor,  it  hail  yeast  in't,  but  now  I  am  a 
man  of  action  ;  ia't  not  so,  lad ) 

Banks.  Wliy,  now,  thou  haat  two  of  the  liberal 
sciences  about  thee,  wit  and  reaaon,  thou  mayest 
serve  the  Duke  of  Europe. 

BUUG,  I  will  serve  the  Duke  of  Christendom, 
and  do  him  more  credit  in  his  cellar  than  all  the 
plate  in  his  buttery ;  is't  not  so,  lad  { 

StR  John.  Mine  host  and  Eimug,  stand  there : 
Banks,  you  and  yoitr  horse  keep  together,  but  he 
close,  show  no  tricks  for  fear  of  the  keeper.  If 
we  be  scared,  we'll  meet  in  tlie  church-porch  at 
Enfield. 

SuUG.  Coutunt,  Sir  John. 

Banks.  Smug,  dost  not  thou  remember  the  tree 
thou  fellest  out  of  lost  night  J 

Smuu.  Tush,  imd't  had  been  as  high  as  an 
abbey,  I  should  ne'er  have  hurt  myself ;  I  have 
fallen  into  the  river  coming  home  from  Waltham, 
and  'scai>ed  drowning. 

Sir  John.  Come,  sever,  fear  no  spirits,  we'll 
have  a  buck  presently ;  we  liave  watched  later 
than  this  for  a  doe,  mine  host. 

Host.  Thou  speakest  as  true  as  velvet. 

Sir  John.  Why  then  come,  grass  and  hay  !  &c' 
[Ej-eunt. 

'  Tbe  if-i-..  meiiPB,  of  courBe,  tbat  Sir  John  r«pe>U  hii  old 
ujing— "  We  ire  til  morUl  ;  we'll  lire  till  we  di«,  tod  b« 
BHrT]-.  and  there'*  wi  end."— iw/icr. 


£tUer  Young  Clare,  Jernisgiiam,  and 

MlLLlCENT. 

Y.  Clake.  Frank  Jemingham ! 

Jer.  Speak  softly ;  rogue,  how  now  1 

y.  Clare.  'Sioot,  we  Bball  lose  our  way,  it's  so 
dark  :  whereabouts  are  we  1 

Jer.  Why.  man,  at  PorWr's  gate,  the  way  lies 
right :  hark  !  the  clock  strikes  at  Enfield :  what's 
the  hour  1 

Y.  Clare.  Ten,  the  hell  says, 

Jer.  a  lie's  ill's  throat,  it  was  hut  eight  when 
we  set  out  of  Cheston ;  Sir  John  and  his  sexton 
are  at  their  ale  to-night,  the  clock  runs  at  random. 

Y.  Glare.  Nay,  as  sure  as  thou  liv'st,  the  vil- 
lanous  vicar  is  abroad  in  the  cliase  this  dark  night ; 
the  stone  priest  steals  more  venison  than  half  the 
country. 

Jer.  MiUicent,  now  dost  thou ) 

Mil.  Sir,  very  well. 
I  would  to  God  we  were  at  Brian's  lodge. 

Y.  Clare.  We  shall  anon ;  nouns  !  hark  ! 
What  means  this  noise  I 

Jer.  Stay,  I  hear  horsemen. 

Y.  Clare.  I  hear  footmen  too. 

Jer.  Kay,  then  I  have  it:  we  have  been  dis- 
covered, 
And  we  are  followed  by  our  fathers'  men. 

Mil.  Brother  and  friend,  alas !  what  shall  ve 
Aot 

Y.    Clare.    Sister,   speak   softly,   or    we  are. 
descried, 
They  are  hard  ujmn  us,  whatsoe'er  they  be ; 
Shadow  yourself  behind  this  brake  of  fern. 
We'll  get  into  the  wood,  and  let  them  pass. 
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Entn-  Sir  John,  Blague,  Smug,  and  Banks  ; 

one  afUr  anollier. 

Sir  John.  Grass  and  hay  I  we  tn  all  mortal : 
the  keeper's  abroad,  and  there's  an  end. 

Banks,  Sir  John  ! 

Sir  John.  Neighbour  Banks,  what  news  I 

Banks.  Zounda,  Sir  John,  the  keepers  are 
abroad ;  I  was  hard  by  'em. 

Sir  John.  Grass  and  hay !  where's  mine  host 
Blague t 

Blague.  Here,  metropolitan ;  tiie  Philistines  are 
upon  us,  1)6  silent :  let  us  serve  the  good  Duke  of 
Norfolk.     But  where  is  Smug  1 

Smuo.  Here  :  a  ]>ox  on  you  all,  dogs ;  I  have 
killed  the  greatest  buck  in  Brian's  walk :  shift 
for  yourselves,  all  the  keepers  are  up  ;  let's  meet 
in  Enfield  chureh-porch.  Away,  we  ai-e  all  taken 
else.  [Exftiiit. 


Entrr  Brian,  with  his 


«  Ralph  and  li<»  Iwuwi, 


Brian.  Kalpb.  hear'st  thou  any  stirriiifi;  1 

Ralph.  I  heard  one  speak  here  hard  by  in  the 
bottom.  Peace,  master,  speak  low  ;  nouns  t  if  I 
did  not  hear  a  bow  go  off  and  the  buck  bray,  I 
never  heard  deer  in  my  life. 

Brian.  When  went  your  fellows  into  their 
walks  t 

Ralph.  An  hour  ago. 

Brian.  Life  \  is  there  stealers  abroad,  and  we 
cannot  hear  of  them  1 
"Where  the  devil  are  my  men  to-night  I 
Sirrah,  go  up  and  wind  toward  Buckley's  lodge  : 
I'll  cast  about  the  bottom  with  my  hound, 
And  1  will  meet  thee  under  Cony-oak. 

RALrn.  I  will,  sir.  [Exit. 
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Bkian.  Hiiw  now !  by  ihe  mass,  ray  hound  stays 
upon  soraetliing ;  hark,  hark,  Bowman !  hark, 
hark  there  ! 

Mil.  Brother,  Frank  Jeminghftni,  brother  Clare  ! 

Brian.  Peace  ;  that  a  wotaan'a  voice  1  Stand  I 
who's  there  t    Stand,  or  I'll  shoot. 

Mil.  0  lord  1  hold  your  hands,  I  mean  no  harm> 
sir. 

Brian.  Speak,  who  are  you  I 

Mil.  I  am  a  maid,  air.     Who  1  Master  Brian ) 

Brian.  The  veiy  same :  sure,  I  should  know  her 
voice  ?    Mistress  Milliceiit  1 

Mil.  Ay,  it  is  I,  sir. 

Brian.  God  for  his  passion !  what  make  you 
here  alone  1  I  looked  for  you  at  my  lodge  an  hour 
ago.  What  means  your  company  to  leave  you 
thus  1     Who  brought  you  hither  I 

Mil.  My  brother,  sir,  and  Master  Jemingham 
who,  hearing  folks  about  us  in  the  Chaae,  feared 
it  had  been  Sir  Arthur  ray  father,  who  had  pur- 
sued us,  and  thus  dispersed  ourselves,  till  they  were 
past  us. 

Brian.  But  where  be  they  1 

Mil.  They  he  not  far  off^here  about  the  grove. 


Ah(. 


!■  YoiTNG  Clare  ani/  Jersingham. 


Y.  Clare.  Be  not  afraid,  man ;  I  hear  Brian's 
tongue,  that's  certain. 

Jer.  Call  softly  for  your  sister. 

Y.  Clare.  MiUicent ! 

Mil.  Ay,  brother,  here. 

Brian.  Master  Clare  I 

Y.  Glare.  I  told  you  it  was  Brian. 

Brian.  Who  is  that,  Master  Jemingham  1  You 
are  a  couple  of  hot-shots :  does  a  man  commit  his 
wench  to  you,  to  put  her  to  grass  at  this  time  of 
night} 
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Jer.  We  heard  a  noise  alwut  us  in  the  Chase, 
And  fearing  that  our  fathers  had  [lursu'd  us, 
Severed  ourselves. 

Y.  Clake.  Brian,  how  liappedst  thou  ou  her  ) 

Brian.  Seeking  for  stealers  that  Are  abroad  to- 
night, 
My  hound  stay'd  on  her,  and  £0  found  lier  out 

Y.    Clare     They    were    these    stealers    that 
affrighted  us ; 
I  was  hard  mwn  them  when  they  hors'd  their  ileer. 
And  I  perceive  they  took  me  for  a  keeper. 

Brian.  Which  way  took  they  ? 

Jeb.  Towards  Enfield. 

Brian.  A  plague  upon't,  that's  the  damned  priest 
and  Blague  of  the  George — he  that  serves  the 
good  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

[A  noitt!  wa/un.]  Follow,  follow,  follow  ! 

Y.  Clake.  Peace  ;  that's  my  father's  voice. 

Brian.  Nouns  1  you  suspected  them,  and  now 
they  are  here  indeed. 

Mil.  Alas  I  what  shall  we  do ! 

Brian.  If  you  go  to  the  lodge,  you  are  surely 
taken: 
Strike  down  the  wood  to  Enfield  presently, 
And  if  Mounchenaey  come,  I'll  send  him  to  you. 
Let  me  alone  to  hustle  with  your  fathers ; 
I  warrant  you  that  I  will  keep  them  play 
Till  you  have  quit  the  Chase  ;  away,  away.  [Exfunt. 
Who's  tliere] 

Enter  (he  KnighU. 

Sir  Ealpu.  In  the  king's  name,   pursue  the 

ravisher. 
Brian.  Stand,  or  III  shoot. 
Sir  Ahth.  Who's  there  I 
Brian.  I  am  the  keeper,  that  Jo  charge  you 

stand  ; 
You  have  stolen  my  deer. 
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SirArth.  We  stolen  tiiy  deert  we 
a  thief. 

Brian.  You  are  arrant  thieves,  and  ye  buve 
stolen  my  deer. 

Sir  Aeth.  We  are  knights ;  Sir  Arthur  Clare 
and  Sir  Rnlp])  Jemingham. 

Brian.  The  more  your  shame,  that  knights 
should  Iw  Buch  thieves. 

Sir  Arth.  Who  or  what  art  thou  I 

Brian.  My  uame  is  Brian,  keeper  of  this  walk. 

Sir  Artii.  0  Brian,  a  villdn ! 
Thou  hast  reoeiv'd  my  daughter  to  tby  lodge. 

Brian.  You  have  stolen  the  best  deer  in  my 
walk  to-night ;  my  deer 

Sir  Arth.  My  daughter — 
Stop  not  my  way. 

Brian,  iVTint  make  you  in  my  walk  ?  yon  have 
stolen  thf  best  huck  in  my  walk  to-night. 

Sir  Arth.  My  daughter 

Brian.  My  deer 

Sir  Ralph.  Where  is  Mounchensey  I 

Brian.  Mliere  is  my  buek  I 

Sir  Arth.  I  will  complain  me  of  thee  to  the 
king. 

Brian.  I'll  complain  unto  ihe  king  jrou  spoil 
his  game :  'tis  strange  that  men  of  your  account 
and  calling  will  offer  it.  I  tell  you  true.  Sir  Arthur 
and  Sir  Ralph,  that  none  but  you  have  only  spoiled 
my  game. 

Sir  Arth.  I  charge  you  stop  us  not. 

Brian.  I  chaise  you  both  get  out  of  my  ground. 
Is  tills  a  time  for  such  as  you,  men  of  place  and  of 
your  gravity,  to  be  abroad  a-thieving  ?  'tis  a 
shame  ;  and  afore  God,  if  I  liad  shot  at  you,  I  had 
served  you  well  enough.  [Exevni. 

Enter  BaNK-S  the  miller,  uet  on  hU  le^t. 
Banks.  Foot,   here's  a  dark  night  indeed :  I 
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tlunk  I  h&ve  been  iii  fifteen  ditches  between  this 
and  the  forest  Soft,  here's  Enfield  church  :  I  am 
so  wet  with  chmbing  over  into  an  orchard  for 
to  steal  some  filberts.  Well,  here  I'll  sit  in  the 
church-porch,  and  wait  for  the  rest  of  my  consorts. 

Enlrr  SEXTOS. 

Sex.  Here's  a  sky  as  black  as  Lucifer,  God  bless 
us  !  Here  was  goodinan  Theophilus  buried  :  be  was 
the  best  nut-cracker  that  ever  dwelt  in  England. 
Well,  'tis  nine  o'clock,  'tis  time  to  ring  curfew.' 
Lord  bless  us,  what  a  white  tlung  is  that  in  the 
church-porch  1 '  0  lord,  my  legs  are  too  weak  for 
my  body,  my  hair  is  too  stiff  for  my  nightcap,  my 
heart  fails ;  this  is  the  ghost  of  Theophilus.  0 
Lord,  it  follows  me  !  I  cannot  say  my  prayers,  and 
one  would  give  me  a  thousand  pound.  Good 
spirit  1  I  have  bowled  and  dnink,  and  followed  the 
hounds  with  you,  a  thousand  times,  though  I  have 
not  the  spirit  now  to  deal  with  you,    0  Lord  I 

Enlrr  SiR  JOHK. 

Sir  John.  Grass  and  hay  !  we  are  all  mortal ; 
who's  there  1 

Sex.  We  are  grass  and  hay  indeed ;  I  know 
you  to  be  maat«r  parson  by  your  phrase. 

Priest.  Sexton! 

Sex.  Ay,  sir. 

Priest.  For  mortality's  sake,  what's  the  matter ) 

'  CaT/tvi  is  derived  from  two  French  words,  cotirrir,  x.t., 
Itgrre,  aad  /ni,  i.e.,  iy»M,  WlUUin  tbe  Conqneror,  in  the 
tirit  j'ear  of  his  reign,  comminded  thit  in  every  town  and 
vill>5e  ■  bell  should  be  Tung  erery  night  at  eight  o'clock, 
and  Ihal  all  people  Hhould  put  out  their  Arc  and  candle  and 
go  to  bed.  'The  ringing  of  a  bell  in  tho  evening  ii  in  maDj 
places  ilill  called  ringing  the  Curfew  Bell. 

■  {Caropnrc  "  Old  English  Jest-Booki,"  i.  31.] 
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^ex.  O  Lord.  I  am  a  man  of  another  oletn 
Master  Tiieophilus's  ghost  is  in  the  church-porch. 
There  was  an  hundred  caU,  all  fire,  dancing  even 
now,  and  they  are  clomb  up  tu  the  top  of  the 
steeple ;  111  not  into  the  belfry  for  a  world. 

PRIE-ST.  0  goo'iman  Solomon,  I  have  been 
about  a  deed  of  dnrkness  to-night :  0  Lord  1  I 
saw  fifteen  spirits  in  the  forest  Uke  white  bulls ; 
if  I  lie,  I  am  an  arrant  thief :  mortality  haunts  us 
— grass  and  hay  !  the  devil's  at  our  heels,  and  let'a 
hence  to  the  parsonjige.  [HxeuKt. 

7'he  Miller  mmet  out  very  goftly. 

MiLLEB.  What  noise  was  that  1  'tis  the  watch ; 
sure,  that  villanous  uiilucky  rogue  Smug  ia  ta'en  ; 
upon  my  Ufe.  and  then  all  onr  knavery  comes  oat  ! 
I  heard  one  cry,  sure. 

EnUr  host  Blagi'E. 

HuST.  If  I  go  steal  any  more  venison,  I  am  a 
paratiox  :  foot,  I  can  scarce  bear  the  sin  of  my 
flesh  in  the  day,  'tis  so  heavy  :  if  I  turn  not  hon- 
est, and  spn'e  the  good  Duke  of  Norfolk  as  a,  trae 
mareterraneum  skinker '  should  do,  let  me  never 
look  higher  than  the  element  of  a  constable. 

Miller.  By  the  mass,  there  are  some  watchmen ; 
I  hear  them  name  master  constable  :  I  would  my 
mill  were  an  eunuch,  and  wanted  her  stones,  so  I 
were  hence. 

Host.   Who's  there  T 

Miller.  'Tis  the  constable,  by  this  light :  I'll 
steal  hence,  and  if  I  can  meet  mine  host  Blague, 
I'll  tell  him  how  Smug  is  ta'en,  and  will  him  to 
look  to  himself  [Exit. 

'  See  note  to  "  Crim  the  Collier  of  Croj-don,"  [liii.  *20.] 
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HoHT.  Whftt  the  diivil  is  that  whitf  thing  ( 
this  Game  is  a  churchjard,  and  I  have  heard  ii^t 
gliosU  and  villanous  goblinfl  have  been  seen 
litre. 

EnUv  SesToN  and  PRIfcsi. 

Priest.  Grass  and  hay  !  O,  that  I  could  euu- 
jure !  we  saw  a  spirit  here  in  the  churchyard ; 
and  in  the  fallow  field  there's  the  devil  with  a 
man's  body  upon  hie  back  in  a  white  sheet. 

Bex.  It  may  Ite  a  woman's  body,  Sir  John. 

Priest.  If  she  bu  a  woman,  the  sheets  ditnm 
her. 
Lord  blesB  us,  what  a  night  of  mortality  is  this  ! 

Host.  IMest ! 

Priest.  Mine  host  1 

Host.  Did  you  not  see  a  spirit  all  in  white  cross 
you  al  the  stile  ? 

Sex.  O  no,  mine  host ;  but  there  sat  one  in  the 
porch  :  I  have  not  breath  enouj;h  left  lo  bless  me 
from  the  devil. 

Host.  Wlio's  that  I 

Priest.  The  sexton,  almost  frightened  nut  ijf 
bis  wits.     Did  you  see  Banks  or  Smug  J 

Host.  No,  they  are  gone  to  Walthanv,  sure.  I 
would  fiiin  hence  ;  come,  let's  to  my  house  ;  I'll 
ne'er  sen'e  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  in  this  fashion 
again  whilst  I  brejithe.  If  the  devil  1m  among  us, 
it's  time  to  hoist  sail,  and  cry  roomer.'  Keep  to- 
gether ;  sexton,  thou  art  secret.  What !  lef  s  be 
comfortable  one  to  another. 

Priest.  We  are  all  mortal,  mine  host. 

Host.  True ;  and  I'll  serve  God  in  the  night 
hereafter  afore  the  Duke  of  Norfolk.  [JUxeunt. 
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Bnitr  Sm  Arthdr  Clare  and  Sir  Ralph  Jen- 

XIHGHAM,*  tnunnff  their  pointi,  at  nnely  up. 

Sir  Ralph.  Good-morrow,  gentle  knight ; 
A  happy  daj  after  your  short  night's  rest. 
Sir  Arth.  Ua,  ha !  Sir  Ralph,  stirring  bo  bood 
indeed ) 
By'r  Lady,  eir,  rest  would  have  done  right  well : 
Our  riding  late  last  night  has  made  me  drowsy. 
Go  to,  go  to,  those  days  are  gone  with  us. 
Sir  Ralph.  Sir  Arthur,  Sir  Arthur,  care  go  with 
tboBe  days ! 


Left 


1  even  go  together,  let  'vm 


go; 


'Tis  time,  i'  faith,  that  we  were  in  our  graves, 
When  children  leave  ohedience  to  their  parents 
When  there's  no  fear  of  God,  no  care,  no  duty. 
Well,  well — nay,  it  shall  not  do,  it  shall  not : 
No,  Mounchensey,  thou'lt  hear  on't,  thou  shalt. 
Thou  shalt,  i'  faith  ;  I'll  hang  thy  son, 
If  there  be  law  in  England.    A  man's  child 
Raviah'd  from  a  nimnery  !     This  is  rare  ! 
Well,  there's  one  gone  for  friar  Hildersham. 

Sir  Arth.  Nay,  gentle  knight,  do  not  vex  thus, 
it  will  but  hurt  your  heat.  You  cannot  grieve  more 
than  I  do ;  but  to  what  end  1  But  hark  yon.  Sir 
Ralph,  I  was  about  to  say  something — it  makes  no 
matter.  But  hark  you  in  your  ear ;  the  friar's  a 
knave  i  but  God  forgive  me,  a  man  cannot  tell, 
neither.  'Sfoot,  I  am  so  out  of  patience,  I  know 
not  what  to  say. 

Sir  Ralph,  There's  one  went  for  the  friar  an 
hour  ago.  Comes  he  not  yet )  'Sfoot,  if  I  do  find 
knavery  under's  cowl,  I'll  tickle  him,  I'll  ferk  him. 


OF   EDMONTON. 


265 

Good-morrow, 


Here,  hei«,  he's  here,  he's  here. 
friar ;  good-morrow,  gentle  friar. 

Enter  HlLDERSHAM. 

Sir  Ahth.  Good-morrow,  father  Hildersham, 
good-morrow. 

HiL.  Good-morrow,  reverend  knights,  unto  you 
both. 

Sir  Arth.  Father,  how  now'l    You  hear  how 
matters  go ; 
1  am  undone,  my  child  is  cast  away  ; 
You  did  your  best,  at  least  I  think  the  best : 
But  we  are  all  crosa'd  ;  flatly,  all  is  daah'd. 

HiL.  Alas  1  good  knights,  how  might  the  matter 
bel 
Let  me  understand  your  grief  for  charity. 

Sir  Arth.  Who  does  not  understand  my  grief  t 
Alas  1  alaa  ! 
And  yet  you  do  not ;  will  the  church  permit 
A  nun  in  approbation  of  her  habit 
To  be  ravished ) 

Hit.  A  holy  woman,  benedicite  ! 
Now  God  forfend,'  that  any  should  presume 
To  touch  the  sister  of  a  holy  house. 

Sir  Arth.  Jesus  deliver  me  ! 

Sm  Ralph.    Wliy,  Milliet-ut,  the  daughter  of 
this  knight. 
Is  out  of  Chcaton  taken  this  last  night. 

HiL.  Was  that  fair  maiden  late  become  a  nun? 

Sm  Ralph.  Was  she,  quoth  a  J  Knavery, 
knavery,  knavery,  knavery ;  I  smell  it,  I  smell  it. 
r  faitb,  is  the  wind  in  that  door  1  Is  it  even  so  1 
Dost  thou  ask  me  that  now  1 

HiL.  It  is  the  first  time  that  e'er  I  heard  of  it. 

Sir  Arth.  That's  very  strange, 


'  [Forbid,  pre 


nl.l 
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Sir  IUlpH.  Why,  tell  me,  friar,  tell  me  :  thott 
art  counted  a  holy  man  1  Do  not  play  the  hypo- 
crite with  me,  nor '  bear  with  me  :  I  cannot  dis- 
semble. Did  I  aughfc  but  by  thy  own  consent,  by 
tliy  allowance — nay,  further,  by  thy  warrant  1 

HiL.  Wiiy,  reverend  knight 

Sir  Ralph.  Unreverend  friar 

HiL.  Nay,  then  give  me  leave,  sir,  to  depart  i& 

I  had  hop'd  you  had  sent  for  me  to  some  other 
end. 

Sir  Arte.  Nay,  stay,  good  friar,  if  anything 
hath  happ'd 
About  this  matter  in  thy  love  to  us, 
That  thy  strict  order  cannot  juatiiy, 
Admit  it  to  be  8o,  we  will  cover  it ; 
Take  no  care,  man : 

Disclaim  not  yet  my  counsel  and  advice, 
The  wisest  man  that  is  may  be  o'crreach'd. 

HiL.  Sir  Arthur,  by  my  order  and  my  faith,  I 
know  not  what  you  mean. 

Sir  Kalfh.  By  your  order  and  by  your  faith  1 
This  is  most  strange  of  all.  Why,  t«ll  me,  friar, 
are  not  you  confessor  to  my  son  Iraiik  ? 

HiL.  Yes,  that  I  nm. 

Sir  Ralph.  And  did  not  this  good  knight  here 
and  mj^elf 
Confess  with  you,  being  his  ghostly  father. 
To  deal  with  him  about  th'  unhanded  marriage 
Betwixt  him  and  that  fair  young  Milli<'i'ntT 

HiL.  I  never  heard  of  any  match  intended. 

Sir  Arte.  Did  not  we  break  our  minds  that 


'  Prob»bly  we  ougbl  tu  reail,  A'oio  bear  aitli  uit — Coliitr. 
[Thifl  is  hardly  utiificlory,  yot  ilie  true  reading  is  difflcoli 
to  gnesH  at.  ] 
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Was  but  a  colour  and  a  very  plot 

To  put  by  young  Mounchensey )    Is't  not  true  t 

HlL.  The   more  I  strive  to    know  what   you 
should  mean, 
The  less  I  understand  yoa 

Sir  Ralph,  Did  not  ynu  tell  us  still,  how  Peter 
Fabel 
At  length  would  cross  us,  if  we  took  not  beed  1 

HiL.  I  have   heard   of  one    that   is   a   grwt 
magician ; 
But  he's  alwut  the  university. 

Sir  Ralph.    Did  not  you   send  yonr   novice 
Benedic 
To  persuade  the  girl  to  leave  Mounchensey'fi  love, 
To  cross  that  Peter  Fabel  in  his  art, 
And  to  that  purpose  made  him  visitor  I 

HiL.  I  never  sent  my  novice  from  my  house, 
Nor  have  we  made  our  visitation  yet. 

Sir  Arth.  Never  sent  him  !  Nay,  did  he  not 
go  1  and  did  not  I  direct  him  to  the  house,  and 
confer  with  him  by  the  way  )  and  did  not  he  tell 
me  wiiat  charge  he  had  received  from  you,  word 
by  word,  as  I  requested  at  your  hands  1 

HlL.  That  you  shall  know ;  he  came  along  with 

And  stays  without.     Come  hither,  Benedic 


Kntfr  Bknedic. 

Young  Benedic,  were  you  e'er  sent  by  me 
To  (Jheston  nunnery  for  a  visitor? 

Ben,  Never,  air,  truly. 

Sir  Ralph.  Stranger  than  all  the  rest ! 

SrR  Abth.  Did  not  I  direct  you  to  the  house  : 
Confer  with  you  from  Waltham  Abbey 
Unto  Cheston  walH 

Ben.  I  never  saw  you,  sir,  before  this  hour. 
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Enter  CHAMBERLAIN. 

L'llAM.  Anon,  anon. 

Sir  Ralph.  Call  mine  host  Blague  hither. 

Cham.  I  will  send  one  over,  air,  to  Kee  if  he  be  ] 
up.     I  thiiik  he  be  scarce  stirring  yet 

Sir  Ralph.  Why,  knave,  didst  thou  not  tell  mo  J 
an  hour  ago  mine  host  waa  up  I 

Cham.  Ay,  sir,  my  master's  up. 

Sir  KaLPB.  You  Itnave,  is  he  up,  and  is  he  not 
upT 
Dost  thou  mock  me  t 

Cram.  Ay,  sir,  ray  master  is  up ;  but  I  think  i 
Master  Blague  indeed  be  not  stirring. 

Sir  Ralph.  Why,  who's  thy  master  t  Is  not 
the  master  of  the  house  thy  master  ^ 

Cham.  Yes,  sir ;  but  Master  Blague  dwells  over  \ 
the  way. 

SlB  Arth.  Is   not  this   the    George  1    Before  ] 
Jove,  there's  some  villany  in  this. 

Cuam.  Foot,  our  sign's  removed;  this  is  strange  1 

Enter  Blague,  tntttiiig  hit  poind. 

Host.  Clianibtrlain,  speed  >  up  t<>  the  new  lodg- 
ings; 
Bid  Nell  look  well  to  the  bak'd  meat — 
How  now,  my  old  jennet's  iHick  J  ^  my  house 

*  [KditR.,  Jtaert'n  hank,  vhii:li  Steeveoa  defends  and  ex- 
ptaluB.  Mine  Ho«t,  it  Hliould  be  obaerved,  talks  mneik  bI 
random  ;  but  enrel;  Jtntn't  &«»£  i%  rank  naa^enBe.] 

"  1  oni^e  BUBpecl«d  this  psaaage  of  corruption,  but  biTe 
found  renson  to  change  mj  opinion.  The  merry  Ho»l«eem» 
willing  to  BMembte  ideiu  eipreaiiTe  of  tnut  and  WhJ(daiet. 
Tlie  old  quurros  begin  liie  yioxijenert  wltli  a  capital  letter, 
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Kotu 


I 


]  my  castle  ;  lie  in  Waltham  all  night,  and 
Kot  under  the  canopy  of  your  host  Blague's  bouBe  1 

Sir  AltTH.  Mine  host,  mine  host,  we  lay  all 
night  a.1  the  George  in  Wallham ;  but  whether  the 
George  be  your  fee-simple  or  no,  'tis  a  question. 
Look  upon  your  sign. 

Host.  Body  of  St  George,  this  is  mine  over- 
thwart  neighbour  hath  done  this  to  seduce  my 
blind  cuatomers.  I'll  tickle  his  catastriiphe  for 
this ;  if  1  do  not  indict  liim  at  the  next  assizes  for 
burglary,  let  me  die  of  the  yellows ;'  for  I  see  it 
is  no  boot  in  these  days  to  serve  the  good  Duke  of 
Norfolk.  The  villanous  world  is  turned  mangy;* 
one  jade  deceives  another,  and  your  ostler  plaj-s 
his  part  commonly  for  the  fourth  share.  Have  we 
comedies  in  hand,  you  whoreson,  villanous  male 
Loudon  lecher  1 

Sir  AhtH,  Mine  host,  wo  have  had  the  nioihng- 
est  night  of  it  that  ever  we  had  in  our  lives. 

Host.  Is  it  certain  1 

Sir  ArTH.  We  have  been  in  the  forest  all  night 
almost. 

Host.  Foot,  how  did  I  miss  you )  Heart !  I 
was  stealing  of  a  buck  there. 

Sir  Arth.  A  plague  on  you;  we  were  stayed  for 
yoiL 

Host.  W'ei-e  you,  my  noble  Romans  1  Why,  you 

tad  therefore  we  mty  lappoao  JcutrCi  bank  lo  b>vo  been  tlie 
■hop  of  Hime  tupker,  in  whoie  pouenioQ  mane;  could  be 
depotiud  wilh  aecaricy.  Tlie  Insh  alill  aty,  ax  sure  u 
BtatDii'i  B«nk ;  KoA.  our  ova  countnmcD,  u  ufe  u  the 
Baiii  of  Ens/laitd.  We  mj^lit  read  mj  Aoiue,  ioitead  of  my 
iorK,  u  the  fonner  t,grtrt  betMr  irilh  auUe.  The  lerTiect 
ul  a  iarte  are  of  all  thing*  the  moBl  unoerlain.'' — Sleevmi. 

'  i-e.,  01  :i  disease  peculiar  to  bor^>s.  ^o  in  SUaknpcare'a 
■■  Taming  of  the  Shrew  "~ 

■'  Di«  liarM  ip«]  irttta  itxirin*.  rafcd  ttlUi  llie  iiOaiiii,' 
—SUevcnt.     [See  Djoe'*  Shakni'.  Oidm.  iu  ».| 

'  Edits.,  Manger. 
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shall  ehare ;  the  venison  is  a-footiug.  Sine  Ctrtrt  et 
Bacfho  frigel  Yenut,  that  is,  there  is  a  guod  break- 
fast provided  for  a  marriage  that  is  in  my  house 
this  morning. 

Sir  Arth.  A  marriage,  mine  host ! 

Host.  A  conjunction  copulative  ^  a  gallant 
match  between  your  daughter  and  Kaymond 
Mounchensey,  young  juventus. 

Sir  Abi'h.  How  1 

Host.  'Tia  firm  ;  'tis  done. 
We'll  show  you  a  precedent  in  the  civil  law  fort. 

Sir  Ralph.  How  !  married  1 

Host,  Leave  tricks  and  admiration ;  there's  a 
cleanly  pair  of  sheets  on  the  bed  in  the  Orchard- 
chamber,  and  they  sliall  he  there.  What?  I'll  do 
it.     I  serve  the  good  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

Sm  Artu.  Thou  shalt  repent  this,  Blague. 

Sm  IUlph.  If  any  law  in  England  will  Biake 
thee  smart  fur  this,  expect  it  with  all  severity. 

Host,  I  renounce  your  defiance ;  if  you  parley 
so  roughly,  I'll  barricado  my  gates  against  you. 
Stand  fair,  bully ;  priest,  come  off  tW>m  the  rear- 
ward. What  can  you  say  now  )  'Twas  done  in 
my  house.  I  have  shelter  in  the  court  for't.  Do 
you  see  yon  bay-window  1  I  serve  the  good  Duke 
of  Norfolk,  and  'tia  his  lodging.  Storm,  I  care 
not,  serving  the  good  Duke  of  Norfolk.  Thou 
art  an  actor  in  this,  and  thou  shalt  carry  fire  iu 
thy  face  eternally. 


Smug.  Fire !  nouns,  there's  no  iire  iu  England 
hke  your  Ti-inidado  sack. '      Is  any   man  here 
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humorous ) '     We   stole  tlie   vcDison,   and   we'll 
justify  it :  say  you  now  t 

Host.  In  good  sootli.  Smug,  there's  more  sack 
on  the  fire,  Smug. 

SuUG.  I  do  not  take  any  exceptions  agunst 
your  sack :  but  if  you  lend  me  a  piko-staff,  I'll 
cudgel  them  all  hence,  by  this  hand. 

Host.  I  say  thou  ahalt  into  th«  cellar. 

Smuo.  'Sfoot,  mine  hoBt,  ahall's  not  grapple? 
Pray  you,  pray  you  ;  I  could  fight  now  for  all  the 
world  like  a  cockatrice's  e^,  Shall's  not  serve 
the  Duke  of  Norfolk  J  [EmL 

Host.  In,  skipper,  in. 

Sir  Arth.  Sirrali,  hath  young  Mounchensey 
married  your  sister? 

H.  Clare.  'Tis  certain,  sir ;  here's  the  priest 
that  coupled  them,  the  parties  joined,  and  the 
honest  witness  that  cried  amen. 

MoDN.  Sir  Arthur  Clare,  my  new-created 
father,  I  beseech  you  hear  rae. 

Sir  Arth.  Sir,  sir.  you  are  a  foolish  boy  ; 
you  have  done  that  you  cannot  answer ;  I  dare 
be  hold  to  seize  her  from  you,  for  she's  a  professed 
nun. 

Mil.  With  pardon,  air,  that  name  is  quite  un- 
done ; 
This  true-love  knot  cancels  both  maid  and  nun. 
When  first  you  told  me,  I  should  act  that  part, 
How  cold  and  bloody  it  crept  o'er  my  heart. 
To  Cheston  with  a  smiling  brow  I  went. 
But  yet,  dear  sir,  it  was  to  this  intent. 
That  my  sweet  Raymond  might  find  better  means, 
To  steal  me  thence.     In  brief,  disguis'd  he  came, 
Like  novice  to  old  father  Hildersham ; 
His  tutor  here  did  act  that  cunning  part,  ' 

And  in  our  love  hath  join'd  much  wit  to  art 

■  s™  note  to  ■•  The  Spanisl.  Tragedy,"  [t.  31]. 
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Sm  Artu.  Is  it  even  bo  1 

Mil.  With  pardon  therefori'  we  entreut  your 
smiles  1 
Love  (thwarted)  turns  itself  to  thouxand  wiles. 

Sir  Arth,  Young  Master  Jemingham,  were  you 
an  actor 
In  your  own  love's  abuse  i 

Jer.  My  thoughts,  good  eir, 
Did  labour  seriously  unto  this  end — 
To  wrong  myself,  ere  I'd  abuse  my  friend. 

Host.  He  speaks  like  a  bachelor  of  music ;  all 
in  numbers.  Kuights,  if  I  had  known  yoit  would 
have  let  this  covey  of  jmrtndges  Bit  thus  long  upon 
their  knees  imder  my  sigupost,  1  would  have 
spread  my  door  with  coverlids. 

Sib  Arth.  Well,  sir,  for  this  your  sign  was  re- 
moved, was  it  1 

Host.  Faltli,  wu  followed  the  directions  of  the 
devil,  Master  Peter  Fabel ;  and  Smug  (lord  bless 
us  !)  could  never  Etau<l  upright  since. 

SiK  Arth,  You,  sir — 'twas  you  was  his  minister, 
that  married  them ! 

Sir  John.  Sir,  to  prove  myself  an  honest  man, 
being  that  1  was  last  night  in  the  forest  stealing 
veniaou — now,  sir,  to  have  you  stand  my  friend,  if 
the  matter  should  be  called  in  question,  I  mariied 
your  daughter  lo  tills  worthy  gentleman. 

SlB  Arth.  I  may  chance  lo  requite  you,  and 
make  your  neck  crack  for't. 

Sir  John.  If  you  do,  I  am  as  resolute  as  my 
neigli  hour- vicar  of  Waltham  Abbey  ;  ahem !  grass 
and  hay !  we  are  all  mortal ;  let's  live  till  we  be 
hanged,  mine  host,  and  be  merry ;  and  there's  an 
end. 


«¥   EDMONTON. 


£iair  Fabel.' 


Fab.    Now,    knights,    I   enter :    now   my   part 
begitie, 
To  end  this  difference,  know,  nt  first  I  knew 
What  you  intended,  ere  your  love  took  flight 
From  old  Mounchenaey  ;  you,  Sir  ArtliiU'  Clare, 
Were  minded  to  have  married  tliis  sweet  bt?auty 
To  young  Frank  Jerningham  :  to  cross  this  match, 
I  us'd  some  pretty  slei^lita ;  but  I  protest 
Such  as  but  sat  upon  the  fikirtB  of  art : 
No  conjurations,  nor  such  weighty  spells 
As  tie  the  soul  to  their  performancy. 
These  for  his  love,  who  once  was  my  dear  pupil, 
Have  I  effected.     Now  (methinks)  'tis  stranee 
That  you,  being  old  in  wisdom,  should  thus  knit 
Your  forehead  on  this  match ;  since  reason  fails. 
No  law  can  curb  the  lover's  rash  attempt ; 
Years,  in  resisting  this,  are  sadly  Sjieiit. 
Smile  then  upon  your  daughter  and  kind  sou  ; 
And  let  our  toil  to  future  ages  prove, 
Tiie  Devil  of  Edmonton  did  good  in  love. 

Sin  AiiTH,  Well,  'tis  iu  vain  to  cross  thee,  Pro- 
vidence : 
Dear  son,  I  take  thee  up  into  my  heart ; 
Rise,  daughter. 

Mil.  This  is  a  kind  father's  part. 

Host.  Why,  Sir  John,"  semi  for  Spindle's  uoise 
presently  : 
Ha  !  ere't  be  night,  I'll  serve  tlie  good  Duke  of 
Norfolk. 

Sir  JoiiN.  Grass  and  hay  !  mine  host,  let's  live 
till  we  die,  and  Ite  merry  ;  and  there's  an  end. 

■  TAhj'rialeA  Fabian  in  cdita.  ISSS,  1631,   but  cDirecieil 
In  Hut  uf  1955. 

'  (Former  ediU.,  Sir  G<oryt.] 

'  [Atiandof  fiildlen.)    See  a  long  noU  to  "TbeOidi- 
usry."  ut  jr.,  ao.  I  |vol.  lii.) 


S64  THE   UERRT   DEVIL  OF  EDMONTON. 

Sm  Arth.  What,  is  breakfast  ready,  mine  hostt 
Host.  Tia,  my  little  Hebrew, 
SiK  Arth.    Sirrah  1  ride  straight  to  Cbeston 
nunnery, 
Fet«h  theni'e  my  lady  j  the  house,  I  know, 
By  thia  time  misses  their  young  votary. 
Come,  knights,  let's  in. 

BiL.  I  will  to  horse  presently,  air.     A  plague  on 
my  laily,  I  shall  miss  a  good  breakfast.     Smug, 
how  olianuo  you  cut  so  plaguely  behind.  Smug ! 
Smug.  Stand  away,  I'll  founder  you  else. 
Bit.  Farewell,  Smug,  thou  art  in  another  ele- 
ment. 
Smog.  I  will  be  by  and  by ;  I  will  be  Sunt 

George  again. 
Sir  Arth.  Take  heed  the  fellow  do  not  hurt 

himself, 
Sir  Bau'h.  Did  we  not  last  night  find  two 

Saint  Georges  here  1 
Fab,  Yea,  knights,  this  martiftlist  was  one  of 

them. 
Clare.  Then  thus  conclude  your  night  of  merri- 
ment. [Sxnmt  omnfM, 
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(1.)  Bam-AlUni :  Or  Mtrrii  !  «.  A  Oomtdg  Bivtrt 
timet  luTt-to-fore  acted  bji  tn*  Children  of  tUr  KU^i 
Beueh.  WritUn  by  Lo:  Barrel/.  At  London  Printed 
by  G.  Eld,  for  liobert  WiUon,  and  are  to  he  told  at  hit 
thop   in   Holbontt,  at    the   new  gate   of  (hayet-Inne. 

leii.  4°. 

(2.)  Bam-Alley:  Or  Merri/'Trickea.  A  Coraedy.  Divert 
time*  kere-to-fore  acted  by  tlie  Children  of  the  Eiagi 
Reveti.  Written  by  Lo.  Barrey.  London,  Printed  in/ 
John  I\forton,  for  Robert  fVihon.    163a     4°. 


INTRODUCTION. 


LoDowicK  Barry  is  said  to  have  bceu  a  geutkiuan  of 
Iriah  binli,  and  Anthony  Wood  ie  pleased  to  compH- 
ment  him  with  the  title  of  Lonl,  wliiuh  ia  very  probalily 
a  mistake.  No  circuniBtan(;eB  concemitig  iiim  remain, 
not  erea  the  timea  of  his  Uirth  and  death  ;  thoagh  the 
latter  itan  not  unlikely  to  be  HDcn  after  the  publication 
of  the  foUuniiig  play,  the  only  one  which  he  wrote, 
TlienTiter  of  his  article  in  the  "  BiugraphiaDramatica" 
says  that  "the  plot  in  thw  play  of  William  Small- 
shanka  decoying  tiie  Widow  Tnflatit  into  niarriaRe  i» 
the  same  with  that  in  Kili^rew's  '  Parson's  Wi^ddiiig,' 
and  both  taken  from  the '  £nfflM  So^hc.' "  The  latler 
part  of  thiB  ufaertion  is  entirely  without  foundution, 
and  the  leaet  attention  to  dates  would  have  prevented 
the  writer's  foiling  into  eo  grosa  an  error.  Both  plays 
were  published  before  '"'The  English  Rogue  "  appeniea  ; 
"Rum-Alley"'  above  fifty  years;  and  "The  Fonon's 
Wedding"  about  ten  or  twelve. 


>  There  are,  bh  will  be  seen  opposite,  two  editions  of 
"iUtD-AlUy,  the  tint  in  1611,  sad  the  other  In  1036;  ibc 
Iklter  printed  from  the  fartner  with  a  number  of  additional 
errors.  From  the  more  currupt  of  the  tiro  eopie«  this  play 
bM  Wen  hitherto  reprinted,  without  snj  comparisoD  of 
the  two;  they  lisvc  now  for  the  first  time  been  accurately 
eollstcd,  and  in  m&ny  instances  the  correct  reading  hns 
been  restored. — Collier.  [A  few  trifling  corrections  were 
introdneed  b;  Mr  Collier,  Uut  the  must  serious  corruption! 
and  errots  were  ovcriooltcd,  and  all  tbo  faultv  pointing  re- 
tained.   Such  ia  the  case  with  ail  the  plaj's. 

"  Ram-Alley"  mar  be  charouterised  as  a  strong  ly-wri  lien 
and  well^conitrucled  doutcetic  drama,  valuable  as  a  social 
Dioanmcnt  of  the  times,  and  interesting  as  the  author's  only 
known  production.  But  it  is  foil  of  groiia  pasaages,  illu- 
■ions,  and  innuendoes.  In  "The  Return  from  Parnassus," 
1606  [U,  117),  occurs  the  phrsse  "Rani-Alley  mediU- 
lions,"  the  saying  having  l>ecome  proverbial,  perhaps,  for 
ruffianly  language,  as  the  locality  was,  no  doubt,  notorious 
tor  its  bad  characters.] 


ACTOEUM  NOMINA. 

JcsTicE  TnrcBnr. 

TsOKia   Sllit.t.-8HA(IKS. 
WULIAU   SUALL-iBAHlCa, 

BonroHEB. 

Lcidtbhant  Bkabs. 

Thboai. 

Captain  Fade.' 

Dabh. 

Three  Gentleurn. 

A  Drawer. 

CoNiTABLG  and  OrriOKRs. 

Imdt  SnuKBitnELD. 
cohbtaktu.  sonherpield. 
Fbahoes. 

Chavberhaid. 


LT,  ADd  probmblf  the  fomipr  Ja 
bli  Alchymlii  Facc—CMia: 


PROLOGUE. 

HoMB-BRED  mirlh  our  Muse  doth  sing ; 

The  satyr's  tooth  and  waspish  atiiig. 

Which  most  do  hurt,  wheu  least  suspected, 

By  this  play  are  not  affected 

But  if  conceit  with  qitlck-turn'd  scenes, 

Observing  all  tlioae  ancient  streams. 

Winch  from  the  Horse-foot  fount  do  flow,' 

Aa  time,  place,  person  :  and  to  show 

Thin^  never  done  with  that  true  lifo. 

That  thoughts  and  wits  should  stand  at  strife. 

Whether  tne  things  now  ehown  be  true. 

Or  whether  we  ourselves  now  do 

The  things  we  but  present :  if  these. 

Free  from  the  loathsome  stage  disease, 

(So  overworn,  so  tir'd  and  stale, 

Not  satirising  but  to  rail) 

May  will  your  favours,  and  inherit 

But  calm  acceptance  for  his  merit : 

He  rows  by  Paper,  Pen,  and  Ink, 

And  by  the  learned  Sisters'  drink, 

To  spend  his  time,  his  lamps,  Ids  oil, 

And  never  cease  his  brain  to  toil, 

Till  from  the  sUent  hours  of  night 

He  doth  produce  for  your  deUght 

(Jonceits  60  new,  so  liarmless  free, 

That  Puritans  themselves  may  sec 

A  play,  yet  not  in  pubUc  preach, 

'  [Hippocrenc] 


PROt/HiirK.  ^^^^^1 

Tiiat  players  such  lewd  doctrine  teach,  ^^^^H 
That  their  pure  joioto  do  quake  and  tremble,        ^^ 

'When  they  do  see  a  man  resemble  ^M 

The  picture  of  a  villain :  this,  ^H 

Ajs  he  a  friiind  to  Muses  ia,  ^H 

To  you  hy  me  hr     '       '  jg  word,  ^H 

Ih  all  his  play  d               afford-  ^H 
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ACTDS  I.,  SC^NA  1. 

UnitT  CONSTANTIA  Wtf.  wi(A  a  Ittler  in  kerhand. 

Con.  In  this  tliaguiau,  ere  Bcarce  my  moiimitig 
robes 
Could  Iiavb  a  general  note,  I  have  forsook 
My  shape,  my  mother,  anil  those  rich  demesnes, 
Of  which  I  am  sole  heir ;  and  now  resolve 
In  this  disguiBe  of  page  to  follow  him, 
Whose  love  first  caue'd  me  to  n^Bume  this  abaiw. 
Lord,  how  my  feminine  blood  atire  at  tlie  sight 
Of  these  same  breeches  !  mcthinks  this  codpiece  ^ 
Should  betray  me  :  well,  I  will  try  the  worst. 
Hither  they  Bay  he  usually  doth  come, 
Whom  I  so  much  affect :  what  makes  he  here  I 
In  the  skirts  of  Holbom,  so  near  the  field. 
And  at  a  uarden-house  I  he  has  some  punk 
"Upon  my  life  !     No  more  :  here  h(*  cornea. 


'  Bam-AUtyisaac  ai  the  avenues  into  the  Temple  from 
Fleet  ^trvei.  It  formerly,  amoug  other  pikcea,  cUimcd  to  \x 
pxempl  from  tlie  proeeu  of  tbe  Court*  of  Law.  a  pririlcge 
which  woa  taken  from  it  by  thu  SUL  of  9  ft  10  William  til. 
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Enl^  BOCTCHEH, 

God  save  you,  sir :  your  name,  unless  I  err, 
Is  Master  Thomaa  Boutcher. 

Bout.  "Tia,  sweat  boy. 

Con.  I  have  a  letter  for  you. 

[CONSTANTIA  delivers  the  letUr ;  he  reads  it. 

Bout.  From  whom  is't  1 

Con.  The  insidB,  sir,  will  tell  you  j  I  shall  see 
What  love  he  bears  me  now,  [.iovfc] 

Bout.  Tb'  art  welcome,  boy. 
How  does  the  fair  Oonataiitia  Sommerfield, 
Thy '  noble  mistress  1 

Con.  I  left  her  in  health. 

Bout.  She  gives  thee  here  good  words ;  and  for 
her  sake 
Thou  shalt  not  want  a  master :  be  mitio  for  ever. 

Con.  I  thank  you,  air.     Now  shall  I  Bee  the 
punk.  \Hekfioeki. 

A'jirerWlLUAM  SMALI^HANKS. 

\V.  Small.  Who   knocks  so  fast't     1  thought 

'iwafl  you ;  what  news  I 
Bout.  You  know  my  business  well  ;  I  sing  one 

song. 
W.  Small.  'Sfoot,  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
my  land  is  gone, 
My  credit  of  less  trust  than  courtiers'  words 
To  men  of  judgment :  and  for  my  debts 
I   might  deserve  a  knighthood  ■.'^  what's   to    be 

done! 
The  knight  my  father  will  not  once  vouchsafe 
To  call  me  son  ;  that  little  land  he  gave, 


'  [Old  copies,  my.] 
'  [A  conlemptuouB  l 
sion  with  wbicli  Jamo 
of  raining  moDej'.] 
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Throftt  the  lawyer  swallowed  at  one  goli 
For  less  tb&n  half  the  vorth  ;  and  for  the  city 
There  be  so  many  rascals  and  tall  yeomen. 
Would  hang  upon  rae  for  their  maintenance, 
Should  I  but  peep  or  step  within  the  gates, 
That  1  am  forc'J,  only  to  ease  my  charge, 
To  live  here  in  the  suburbs  ;  or  in  the  town 
To  walk  I'n  tfnebrii.     I  tell  you,  nir, 
Your  best  retired  life  is  an  hom-st  pniik 
In  a  thnti;h'd  house  with  garlic :  tell  nut  mo : 
My  punk's  my  punk,  and  noble  lechery 
Sticks  by  a  man  when   all  his  friends  forsake 
him. 

Bout.  The  ])0X,  it  will  :  art  thou  so  senseless 
grown. 
So  much  endeared  to  thy  bestial  lu>>t, 
That  thy  original  worth  should  lie  extinct 
And  buried  in  thy  shame  t    Far  be  such  thoughts 
From  spirits  free  and  noble  I    Begin  to  live : 
Know  thyself,  and  whence  thou  art  denv'd. 
I  know  that  competent  state  thy  father  gave 
Cannot !«  yet  consum'iL 

W.  Small.  'Tis  gone,  by  heaven  ! 
Not  a  denier  is  left. 

Botrr.  "Tis  impossible. 

W.   SsiALL.  ImitoBsible !  s'heart ;    I   hi 
two  surkers 
Able  to  spend  the  weultliy  Craisiis'  store. 


Iiad 


Hatrr  FraNi'ics. 

IlouT.  What  are  ihey  T 

W,  Small.  Why,  a  lawj'er  and  &  whore  : 
See,  here  comes  one.     Dost  think  this  petticoat, 
A  perfum'^  smock,  &nd  twice  a  week  a  bath. 
Can  be  miuntain'd  with  half  a  year's  revenues  t 
No,  by  heaven !  we  annual  younger  brothers 
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MuBt  go  to't  by  wholesale  ;  by  wholesali . 
These  creatures  are  maintained  :  her  very  face 
Hits  coHt  a  hundred  pounds. 

Fran.  Sir,  thank  yourself.        [Cominff  funtard. 

Con.  They  keep  this  ivhore betwixt  them.  [^AaiJe. 

Fran.  You  know,  sir, 
I  did  enjoy  a  quiet  country  life, 
Spotless  and  free,  till  you  corrupted  me. 
And  brought  me  to  the  court.     I  never  knew 
What  sleeking,  glazing,  or  what  pressing  meant : 
Till  you  prefOT^d  me  to  your  aunt  the  lady. 
I  knew  no  ivory  teeth,  no  caps  of  hair. 
No  Mercury  water,  fucus*  or  perfumes. 
To  help  a  lady's  breath,  until  your  aunt 
Learnt  me  the  common  trick. 

W.  Small.  The  common  trick, 
Say  you  1  a  pox  upon  such  common  tricks  ! 
They  will  undo  us  all 

Boot.  And  knowing  this. 
Art  thou  so  wilful-blind  still  to  persist 
la  ruin  and  defame  ! 

W,  Small.  What  should  I  do  1 
I've  pass'd  ray  word  to  keep  this  gentlewoman, 
Till  I  can  place  her  to  her  own  content 
And  what  is  a  gentleman  but  his  word  1 

Bout,  Why.  let  her  go  to  service. 

'  [EdiU.,  vrbolcBalc-men.] 

*  A  paint  or  com]>08tliou  ueed  b;  the  ladies  to  beantifr 
the  fkce  and  heighten  tbe  compleiiDD.  It  is  metttioDCl  in 
Ben  Jonwn'B  "  Sq'anus,"  act  ii.  m.  1 — 


Whicli  vou  BhiU  iBir  t 
At  joa  best  like,  mod 


L  45,  where  brtaA  b 
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W.  Small.  To  service  : 
"VVhy,  so  she  does ;  she  is  my  laundress,' 
And  by  this  light,  no  puisne  Iim-a-Coiirt 
But  keeps  a  laundress  at  his  command 
To  do  him  service  ;  and  shall  not  I,  ha  1 

Fran.  Sir,  you  are  his  friend  (I  love  him  too) ; 
Propound  a  course  which  may  advantage  him, 
And  you  shall  find  sucii  real  worth  in  me. 
That  rather  than  I'll  live  his  hindrance, 
I  will  assume  the  most  {>enurioi]s  stat«' 
The  city  yields,  to  give  me  means  of  life. 

W.  Small.  Why,  there's  it :  you  hear  her  what 
she  says  ; 
Would  not  ha  be  damn'd  that  should  forsake  her ) 
Says  she  not  well )  can  you  propound  a  course. 
To  get  my  forfeit  land  from  yonder  rogue  : 
Parcel -lawyer,  parcel-devil,  all  knave, 
Throat,  Throat? 

Bout.  Not  I. 

W.  Shall  Why,  so :  I  thought  as  much ; 
You  are  like  our  citizens  to  men  in  need. 
Which  crj-,  'tis  pity  a  proper  gentleman 
Should  want  money  ;  yet  not  an  nsuring  slave 
Will  lend  him  a  denier  to  help  his  wants. 
Will  you  lend  me  forty  shillings  1 

Bolt.  I  will. 

W.    Small    Why,    God-a-mercy,    there's  some 
goodness  in  thee  : 
YowTl  not  repent  1 

Bout.  I  will  not. 

W.  Small.  With  that  money 
I  wilt  redeem  my  forfeit  land,  and  wed 
My  cockatrice  to  a  man  of  worship — 
To  a  man  of  worship,  by  this  light ! 

Bout,  But  how  t 
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W,  Small.  Thus:  in  Ram-AUfy  lies  a  felloi 
by  name 
Throat :  one  that  profesaeth  law,  but  incieod 
Has  neither  law  nor  conscience ;  a  fellov 
That  UBvei'  saw  the  bar,  but  when  his  life 
Was  call'd  in  question  for  a  coEenage. 
The  rogue  ie  rich  ;  to  him  go  you.  tell  him 

That  rich  Sir  John  Sommerfield 

Con.  How's  thati  [Aml^. 

W'.  Small.  .  Is  lately  dead,  an.!  that  my  hopia 
stand  fair 
To  get  his  only  daughter.     If  I  speed.' 
And  have  but  means  to  steal  away  the  wench. 
Tell  him  I  reckon  him  my  chiefest  friend 
To  entertain  us,  till  our  nuptial  riu^s 
May  be  accomplieh'd  :  and  could  you  but  procure 
My  elder  brother  meet  uie  on  the  way, 
And  but  associate  me  unto  his  bonse, 
'Twere    hit,    i'    faith ;    I'd    give    my     cimning 

Throat 
An  honest  slit  for  all  his  tiicks  in  law. 

Boot,  Why    this   shall    be    perforjuM ;    take ; 
there's  my  store. 
To  friends  all  things  are  common. 

W.  SarALU  Then  at  the  court 
There  are  none  foes,  for  all  things  there  are  rom- 
muu.  [^Sk/a] 

Bout.  I  will  as  i^arefully  perform  thy  wish, 
As  if  my  fortunes  lay  upon  th'  attempt. 
W.  Small.  When  shall  I  hear  fi-om  youl 
Bout.  Within  this  hour, 

W.  Small  Let  me  alone  for  tlie  rest :  if  I  ffuU 
not 
And  go  beyond  iny  open-throated  lawyer. 

•  The  4-  of  lo:;«l.aa  ii  if*/ «;.n.,J,  whifli  «.«  foliowwl 
by  Mr  Deed,  but  tin  tirat  l»of  161]  givea  tliu  true  roulins,  ■ 
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For  all  his  book-cosea  of  Tricmijiui  ituno 
And  Quadranttimo  ociam,  let  me, 
Like  waiting  gentlewomen,  bo  ever  bound 
To  sit  upon  my  heels,  and  pick  rushes. 
Will  you  about  this  gt^ar  I 
Bout.  With  my  beat  speed. 
W.  Small.   Then  fare  you  well ;  you'll  meet 

me  I 
Bout.  Without  fail. 

[Kxtnnt  BOUTCHKR  and  PAGE.' 
"W.  Small.  Adieu.     Now,  you  pernicious  cocka- 
trice,' 
You  see  how  I  must  akelder  for  your  good  : 
ril  bring  you   where  you   shall  have   means   to 

If  you  have  grace  euoujjli  to  appreliend  it. 
Fran.  Believe  me,  love,  howe'er  some  stricter 

wits 
Condemn  all  women  which  are  prone  to  love, 
And  think  that  if  their  favour  fall  on  any. 
By  eonsfiijuence  they  must  be  naught  with  many, 
And  hold  a  false  position  ;  tiiat  a  woman, 
Fiiise  to  herself,  can  truBty  be  to  no  man — 
Yet  no,  1  say  :  liowo'er  my  Life  hath  lost 
The  fame  which  my  virginity  aapir'd. 
I  will  be  true  to  thee  :  my  deed  shall  move 
To  win  from  all  wen  pity,  if  not  Iovb. 
W.  Small.  Tut,  I  know  thee  a  good  rascal; 

lets  in. 
Aud  un  with  all  your  nt'at  and  tiueat  rajjs  : 
On  with  your  cloak  mid  safeguard,' you  ari'ant 

dnib  ! 
You  must  cheat  without  all  oonscieuce,  filch  for 

theo  and  ine. 


'  Hcftning  Coa«t«nti»,  %a  dieguUed. — Coliicr. 
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Do  but  thou  ft(3t  what  J  shall  well  contrive, 

We'll  teach  iny  lawyer  a.  new  way  tn  thrive.  \_Sxeunl, 

Enter  MISTRESS  TaFPATA  and  Adriana  /wfr  mai-J, 

Taf.  Come,  lov'd  Adriana,  here  let  ua  sit. 
And  mark  who  passes.     Now,  for  n  wager, 
What  colour'd  beard  comes  next  by  the  window  ? 

Adrl  a  black,  madam,'  I  think. 

Taf.  I  think  not  ao  : 
I  think  a  red,  for  that  is  must  in  fashion. 
Lord  !  how  scarce  is  the  world  of  proper  men 
And  gallants !  sure,  we  never  more  snail  see 
A  good  leg  worn  in  a  long  silk  stocking 
With  a  long  codpiece  :  of  all  fashions. 
That  carried  it,  i'  faith.     What's  he  goes  by  t 

Snter  a  CitUm. 
Adri.  a  snivelling  citizen :  he  is  carrying  ware 
[Exit. 
Unto  some  lady's  chamber :  but  who's  this  T 

Enter  THOMAS  SmALL-SHANKS  readinq  a  Utter. 

Tap.  I   know   him  not ;  he   looks  just  like  a 
fooL 

Adrl  He's  very  brave,  he  may  be  a  courtier  r 
What's  that  he  reads  1 

Taf.  All !  how  light  he  treads. 
For  dirting  his  silk  stockings  '.  I'll  tell  thee  what, 
A  witty  woman  may  with  ease  distinguish 
All  men  by  their  noses,  as  thus  :  your  nose 
Tuscan  i«  lovely,  large  and  broad. 
Much  like  a  goose  :  your  valiant  generous  nose, 
A  crooked,  smooth  and  a  great  puffing  nose ; 
Your  scholar's  nose  is  very  fresh  and  raw, 


1  [Old  copiet 


«,«',.] 
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For  vanb  of  fire  in  winter,  and  quickly  smells 
His  chops  of  mutton  in  his  disli  of  poiiidgo ; 
Your  puritan  nose  is  very  sharp  and  long 
{Much  like  your  widow's !) '  and  with  ease   can 

smell 
An  edifying  capon  some  few*  atreeta  off. 

Enter  BoUTCHER  and  CONSTANTIA. 

Adr.1.'  0  miatress  !  a  very  proper  gentleman. 

Taf.  And  trust  me,  bo  he  is ;  1  never  saw 
A  man  tiiat  sooner  could  captive  my  thoughts 
{Since  I  writ  widow)  than  this  gentleman. 
I  would  ho  would  look  Up  ! 

Adri.  I'll  laugh  so  loud, 
That  he  may  hear  me. 

Taf.  That's  not  so  gond, 

Botrr.     And   spake    you    with    Master    Small- 
shanks  I 

Cos.  I  did. 

Bout.  Will  he  meet  his  brother  ( 

Con.  He  said  he  would. 
And  I  believed  him.     I  tell  you,  master, 
I  hare  done  that  for  many  of  these  gallants 
That  no  man  in  this  town  would  do  but  I. 

Bout.  What  is  that,  hoy  1 

Con.  Why,  trust  them  on  their  words  1 
But  will  yon  hear  the  news,  which  now  supplies 
The  city  with  discourse  t 

Bout.  What  is  it,  wag  1 

Con.    This,   sir :  they  say   some   of  our   city 
dames 

'  [Ediu.,  and  much.  Tbigaeemg  to  have  li«en  inl[Q.h]ced 
u  ft  pIsyFui  alluBLOti  by  Widoir  TsffaU  la  liersellj,  uiileu 
Ibwe  wordM  ihoald  be  gircn  to  Adriana. 

'  rEdit«.,>«.l 

'  [Tliis  part  of  tbe  dialo^e  1b  tonducled  by  Adriana  and 
Tiffnta  above,  wbile  tbe  otber  penona  enter  and  converaa 
below.] 
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Were  much  desirous  to  see  the  baboons 
Dotheirnewest  tricks:  went,  saw tbem,  came  home: 
Went  to  bed,  slept ;  next  morning  one  of  them, 
Being  to  shift  a  i^mock,  sends  down  her  maid 
To  warm  her  one  ;  nieamrhile,  ahe  gins  to  think 
On  the  baboons'  tricks,  and  (naked  in  her  bed) 
Begins  to  practise  some  :  at  last  she  strove 
To  get  her  right  leg  over  her  head  thus ; 
And  by  her  activity  she  got  it 
'Cross  her  shoulder;  bnt  not  with  all  Iier  power 
Could  she  reduce  ^  it :  at  last  [slie,  with]  much 

struggling, 
Tumbles  quite  from  the  bod  upon  the  floor. 
The  maid  by  this  returo'd  with  the  warm  smock. 
And  seeing  her  mistress  tlirown  on  the  ground, 
Tniss'd  up  liki!  a  football,  exclaims,  calls  help, 
Buns  down  amoz'd,  swears  that  her  mistress'  neck 
Is  broke  :  up  comes  her  husband  and  neighbours. 
And  finding  her  thus  truss'd,  some  flatly  said 
She  was  be witch'd —others  she  was  posscsa'd : 
A  third  said  for  her  pride  the  devil  bad  set 
Her  face  where  her  rump  should  stand  ;  but  at  last 
Her  valiant  husband  steps  me  boldly  to  her, 
Helps  her  ;  she  ashamed,  ber  husband  amazed. 
The  neighbours  laughing,  as  none  forbear, 
She  tells  them  of  the  fatal  accident 
To  which  one  answers  that,  if  her  husband 
Would  leave  his  trade,  and  carry  his  wife  about 
To  do  this  trick  in  public,  she'd  get  more  gold 
Than  all  the  baboons,  calves  with  two  tails. 
Or  motions'  whatsoever. 


Bout.  You  are  a  wi^. 

I  He  ■will  be  gone  if  v 


.  [Aim 


iiegJiT-t  to 


'  llriug  it  bsck. 
'  i.e..  Puppet-shows 
Bc.  t  (vol.  IS.) 


,e  lo  "  The  Antiquarj,"  »et 


MKUKV    TRICKS. 


281 


Abiu.  Shall  I  cough  or  snevzu } 

Taf.  No,  1  ba't ;  stand  asidti. 
Ah  me,  my  handkerchief !    Adrian,  Fabian  I 

Adri,  MiBireES  ! 

Tat.  Run,  run,  I  have  ht  my  handkerchief  fall. 
Gentleman,  shall  I  entreat  a  cuurtesy  1 

Botrr.  Within  uiy  [lower  your  beauty  shall  com- 
man<l. 
What  courtesy  is'tl 

Taf.  To  stoop,  and  take  up 
My  handkerchief. 

Bout.  Your  desire  ia  performed. 

Taf.  Sir,  most  hearty  thanks :  pleoee  you  come 
in, 
Yonr  welcome  fihall  trauEcend  your  expectation. 

Boirr.  I  accept  your  courtesy  ;  ha!  whafsthial 
Assailed  by  fear  and  hope  in  a  moment : 
Boutcber,  this  womanish  passion  fits  not  men. 
Who  know  the  worth  of  freedom :  shall  smiles  and 

eyes 
W  itli  their  lascivious  glances  conquer  him. 
Hath  still  been  lord  of  his  affections  1 
Shall  aimp'riut;  niceness.  loadstones  but  to  fools, 
Attract  a  knowing  spirit !  it  shidl,  it  does. 
Not  PhiebuR,  rising  from  Aurora's  lap, 
Spreuda  his  bright  rays  with  mon>  majestic  grace 
Than  came  tlie  glances  from  her  qiiick'ning  eye. 
And  what  of  tliis  1 

Con.  By  my  troth,  I  know  not 

Bout.  I  will  not  enter :  continued  flames  bum 
strong. 
I  yet  am  fre*-,  and  reason  keeps  her  seat 
Above  all  fond  affectiouH — yet  ia  she  fair, 

Knt^  AdRIAKA  [from  oftopr-]. 


And  if  you  please  to  ent«i',  1  dure  presume 
My  niistress  will  nffoni  you  gracious  welcome. 
Bout.  How  do  men  tall  your  mistress  I 
CoK.  The  man's  in  love.  [.^*i'/<,] 

Adri.  Her  name,  sir,  is  Mistress  Changeable, 
late  wife 
To  Master  Tatfata,  mercer,  deceasM. 
Bout.  I  have  beard  she  is  both  rich  and  beautiful 
Adri.  In  th'  eyea  of  such  as  love  her ;  judge 
yourself ; 
Please  you  but  priek  forward,  and  enter. 

[Exit  BOUTCHER. 
Con.  Now  will  1  fall  aboard  the  waiting-maid. 
Adrl  Fall  aboard  of  me  \  dost  take  me  for  a 

ship  I 
Con.  Ay,  and  will  shoot  you  betwixt  wind  and 

water. 
ADEt  Blurt !  master  gunner,  your  linstock's'  too 

short. 
Con.  Foot !  how  did  she  know  that !  dost  bear, 
sweetheart, 
Should  not  the  page  be  doing  with  the  maid. 
Whilst  the  master  is  busy  with  the  mistress  ? 
Please  you,  prick  forwards  ;  thou  art  a  wench 
Likely  to  go  the  way  of  all  flesh  shortly. 
Adri.  Whose  witty  knave  art  thoul 
Con.  At  your  service. 

Adri.  At  mine,  faith  !  I  should  breech  tbue. 
Con.  Uow,  breech  me ) 

Adri.    Ay,   breech    thec;^  1  have    breech'd  a 
taller  man 
Than  yon  in  my  time :  eome  io,  aud  welcome.  [Exit. 
Con.  Well,  I  see  now  a  rich  well-practis'd  bawd 
May  purse  more  fees  in  a  summer's  progress 

'  [Properlf  ItieBi.iok  lo  bold  llie  ^nuBr'i  mRtch ;  bulhere 
the  meaning  ia  Jlffvmtivf.] 
'  i.e.,  Whip  ihet 
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limn  K  vell-tnided  lawyer  in  a  whole  ttnu, 
Pandarism !  why,  'tia  grown  a  liberal  science, 
Or  a  new  sect,  and  the  good  profosaorB 
Will  (like  thu  Brownist)  frequent  gravel-pits  shortly. 
For  tney  use  woods  and  obscure  holes  already. 

[Sxit. 
Enter  Taffata  and  BoUTCHEK. 

Tap.  Not  marry  a  widow? 

BOCT.  No, 

Tat.  And  whyl 
Belike,  you  think  it  base  and  xervant-like 
To  feed  upon  reversion  ;  you  hold  us  widows, 
But  as  a  pie  thrust  to  the  lower  end. 
That  hath  had  many  fingers  in't  before, 
And  is  reserv'd  for  gross  and  hungrj'  stomachs. 

Bout.  You  much  mistake  me. 

Taf.  Come,  in  faith,  you  do : 
And  let  me  tell  you  that's  but  ceremony ; 
For  though  the  pie  he  broken  up  before, 
Yet,  says  the  proverb,  the  deeper  is  the  sweeter. 
And  though  a  capon's  wings  and  legs  be  earv'd, 
The  flesh  left  with  the  rump,  I  hope,  is  sweet. 
I  tetl  you,  sir,  I  have  been  woo'd  and  sued  to 
'Sy  worthy  knights  of  fair  demesnes  :  nay,  more, 
TTiey  have  been  out  of  debt ;  yet  till  this  hour 
I  neither  could  endure  to  be  in  love 
Or  be  beloved ;  but  proffer'd  ware  is  cheap. 
What's  lawful,  that  is  loath'd,  and  things  denied 
Are  with  more  stronger  appetite  pursu'd. 
I  am  too  yielding. 

Bout.  Yon  mistake  my  thoughts. 
But  know,  thou  wonder  of  this  continent, 
By  one  more  skiU'd  in  unknown  fate  than  was 
The  blind  Achaian  Prophet,'  'twa.-!  foretold. 


A  widow  should  endanger  both  my  life, 

My  soul,  ray  lands,  and  repuiation. 

This  checks  my  thoughts,  RTid  co<j1s  th'  essential 

fire 
Of  sacred  love,  more  acdeub  iu  luy  breast 
Tlian  speech  can  utter. 

Taf.  a  trivial  idle  jest ! 
Is't '  for  a  man  of  your  repute  and  note 
To  credit  Cortane-teilers )     A  petty  ixigiie, 
Tliat  never  saw  five  shUlinga  in  a  heap, 
Will  take  upon  him  to  divine  men's  fate, 
Yet  nnver  knows  himself  shall  die  a  beggar, 
Or  be  hanged  up  for  pilfering  tahle-cluth^, 
Shirts  and  smocks,  hang'd  out  to  dry  on  hedges. 
Tia  merely  '  base  to  trust  them  :  or  if  there  be 
A  man  in  whom  the  Delphic  god  hath  breath'd 
His  true  divining  fire,  that  can  foretell 
The  fix'd  decree  of  fate — he  likewise  knows 
"What  U  within  the  everlasting  book 
Of  destiny  decree<i,  cannot  by  wit 
Or  man's  invention  be  dissolv'd  or  shunn'il 
Then  give  thy  love  free  scope,  embrace  and  kiss. 
And  to  the  distaff-^isters  leave  th'  event. 

Bout,  How  powerful  are  their  words  whom  we 
aflect ! 
Small  force  shall  need  to  win  tlie  strongest  fort, 
.  If  to  his  state  the  captain  l>e  perfidious. 
I  must  entreat  you.  license  my  depart 
For  some  few  bourn. 

Taf.  Choose  what  you  will  of  time  : 
There  lies  your  way.  [Jt/ovei  atray.] 

Bout.  I  will  entreat  her  [av-it/c]     Stay. 

Tap.  Did  you  call,  sir  1 

'  [EdiU-.TiV] 

*  AUoluleU.    So  in  "  Tbe  Honest  Mun'a  FortDns,"  1>y 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher — 
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BOTJT.  No. 

Taf.  Then  fare  you  wtU. 

BotJT.  Who  'gins  to  love,  needs  not  a  secoud 
hell.  [A'jcit  BouTCilKU. 

Eiiter  Adriana. 

Tap,  Adrlnna,  makes  iie  nu  stay  I 
Adrl  Mistress  1 

Taf.  1  pnty  lUee  i>ee  if  he  have  left  thf!  hoiiiie. 
Peep  close ;  see,  but  be  not  seen  :  is  he  gone  1 
Adri.  No  ;  lie  lios  maile  a  stand. 
Taf.  I  wrythee,  keep  close. 
Adkl  Nay,  keep  you  close,  y'  had  beat. 
Taf.  What  does  he  now  1 
Adri.  Now  he  retires.' 

He-eiiUr  BoLTfUl'm  [below]. 

BotlT.  O  you  much  partial  gods  ! 
Why  gave  you  men  affections,  and  not  ■  power 
To  govern  them  1  what  I  by  fate  should  shun, 
1  moat  affect — a  widow,  a  widow. 

Taf.  Blows  the  wind  there  % 

Adbi,  Ha,  l)a !  he's  in,  i"  faith  : 
y  have  drawn  liim  now  within  your  purlieus,  ml,--- 
tress. 

BoL'T.  Tut,  I  will  not  love  !  my  rational 
And  betttr  parts  shall  conquer  blind  affections  : 
Let  passion  children  or  wrak  women  sway. 
My  love  shall  to  my  judgment  still  obey.       [Exii. 

Taf.  What  does  he  now  t 

Adri.  He's  gone. 

1  Perhipg  wa  ousbt  to  rcid  Sov  lit  nlumi,  aud  not  A'aw 
kt  retira ;  1>iit  both  the  old  copie*  ore  unifonu  in  favour  of 
retiru. — Coiticr.  [Selirt  maj  !«  riuhl,  db  il  i«  JiutiBable  to 
interprai  it  in  iU  origiiml  tense  of  draw  back,  iu  irhich  it  li 

almoHl  GqiiivulcDt  tu  rtlam.] 
■  [I'M  t"!™.,  •»«■") 
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Tap.  Gone  !  AJriaua  1 

Adri.  He  went  his  way,  ami  uever  look'd  beliind 

him. 
Taf.  Sure,  he's  taken  J 
Adri.  A  little  sing'J  or  so  : 
Each  thing  must  have  beginning;  men  must  pro- 
pare, 
Before  they  can  oonie  on,  and  show  their  loves 
In  pleasing  aorta  :  the  man  must  do  in  time  ; 
For  love,  good  mistress,  is  much  like  to  wax — 
Tlie  more  'tis  rutb'd,  it  slicks  the  faster  to ; 
Or,  like  a  bird  In  bird-lime  or  a  pit-fall. 
The  more  be  labours,  still  the  deeper  in. 

Taf.  Come,  thou  must  help  me  now ;  I  have  a 
trick 
To  second  this  beginning,  and  in  the  nick 
To  strike  it  dead,  i'  faith.     Women  must  woo. 
When  men  forget  what  nature  leads  them  to. 

[Exeunt. 

EnitrTa&O/iX  the  lawyer  from  his  iludy  ;  bookt  and 
bagi  ofmoneii  on  a  table,  a  ehair  ami  eveliion. 

Throat,  Chaste  Phcebe,  spUnde;   there's  that 
left  yet, 
Neit  to  my  book,  elara  micante  avro. 
Ay,  that's  the  soid  of  law  ;  that's  it,  that's  it. 
For  which  the  buckram-bag  must  trudge  ail  wea- 
thers. 
Though  scarcely  till'd  with  one  poor  rephcation. 
How  happy  are  we,  that  we  joy  the  law 
So  freely  as  we  do  ;  not  bought  and  sold, 
But  clearly  given,  without  all  base  extorting  : 
Taking  but  bare  ten  angels  for  a  fee. 
Or  upward.    To  this  reoown'd  estate 
Have  I  by  indirect  and  cunning  means 

Enwoven  myself,  and  now  can  scratch  it  out : 

Thrust  at  a  bar,  and  cry  Af>/  lord  as  loud 
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AiB  e'er  a  listed  gownman  of  them  all. 
I  never  plead  before  the  honour'd  bench  : 
But  6i*neA  Hffhl-worthip/vl  of  pracfful  juitien 
And  country  pentlemen :  and  yet  I've  found 
Good  gettings,  by  the  mass  ;  besides  odd  chents, 
Will    Small-shank's    lands,  and    many  garhoils  * 

Dash! 

Enter  Dash. 
Dasu.  Sir. 

Throat.  Is  that  rejoinder  done? 
Dash.  Done,  sir. 

Throat.  Have  you  ilrowii't  at  length,  have  you 
dash'd  it  out — 
According  to  your  name  1 

Dash.  Some  sevenscore  sheets. 
Throat.  Is  the  detaurrer  drawn  'twist  Snipe 
and  Woodcock  i 
And  what  do  you  say  to  Peacock's  pitiful  bill  1 

'  BuTj  uses  thia  irord  garboiU  in  a  aeme  to  wbleh  it  tu 
not  niiully  MppliMl.  The  Her.  Mr  Todd,  in  hii  edition  of 
IJr  Jobnson  a  Dictioosry,  uji,  "  Biehop  Hall  lus  ren- 
dered Virgil's  orma,  i.(.,  taUlei,  by  ihe  word  gorboil." 
This  is  a  miatake.  for  Hall  is  taugbing  at  SCaniharEl  for 
hsTini;  so  done  in  bis  attempted  hixamtlir  iranalatioa  of 
the  jfineiil — 
'>  aiia  me  the  numbn'ri  veto  thai  Virgil  mng, 

Awl  rtrgU'i  lelf  Bbill  qxak  (h«  Engiitb  loogac ; 

UBDhoDd  and  aarbtUa  ihaJl  be  cbauDi  irllh  lAiDgnl  feel,"  kt 

— B.  I.  ML  e. 

Bat  Ibere  are  many  niilhoritlea  liesidea  ShalceBpi^are,  in 
hie"Antonj  and  CUDpatnt."  for  its  employment  Ou- 
eoigne  inserts  it  in  the  speech  of  Uerenles  in  the  "  Prineely 
Pleaanres  of  EenilnorlJk :  "A  aartoycl  lliia  in  deede, 
["Vr'orka"  by  Haililt,  ii.  &3].  Drayton  alao  lues  it  ia  [hia 
'*  Marti meri ados."  l&9fi.J  quoted  in  "  England's  Pamanua," 
p.  *14~ 

"  Sudi  1>  lit  eatbej/ti  at  Oiit  con  diet  Ihin  : 
BnTe  fiDflidhmca  eDcoanlrTinf  EaihslunrD." 
and  T.  HeTWooii,  in  his  "Kapc  of  I.ucrece,"  ions,  ulks  of 
"Ibe  head  of  all  theic  garlioyle;,  llie  chief  actor  of  that 
black  mn,"  Ap— CW(.Vr. 
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Dash.  I  have  druwn  his  a 
Throat.  Negative  to  all ! 


nswer  Degative  to  all. 
The  plaintiff  Gays 
That  William  Czooso  was  sou  to  Thomas  Goose  ; 
Aiid  will  he  swear  the  general  bill  is  false  1 

Dash.  He  will 

Throat.  Then  he  forswears  his  father :  'tis  "weH, 
Some  of  our  clieuts  will  go  prig  '  to  hell 
Before  ourselves.     Has  he  paid  all  his  fees  1 

Dash.  He  left  them  all  with  nie. 

Throat.  Then  trass  my  points  : 
And  how  think'et  thou  of  law  t 

Dash.  Most  reverently. 
Law  is  the  world's  great  light :  a  second  aim 
To  this  terrestrial  globe :  by  which  all  things 
Hare  life  and  being,  and  without  which 
Confusion  and  disorder  soon  would  seize 
The  general  state  of  men  ;  wars,  outrages. 
The  ulcerous  deeds  of  peace  it  curbs  and  cures  ; 
It  is  the  kingdom's  eye,  by  which  she  sees 
The  acts  and  thoughts  of  men. 

Throat.  The  kingdom's  eye  ! 
I  tell  thee,  foul,  it  is  the  kingdom's  nose, 
By  which  xhe   smelb   out  all    tiiese    rich    trans- 
gressors : 
Nor  is't  of  flesh,  but  merely  made  of  wax. 
And  'tis  within  the  power  of  lis  lawyers 
To  wrest  this  nose  of  wax  which  way  we  please  : 
Or  it  may  be,  as  thou  aay'at,  an  eye  indeed ; 
But  if  it  be,  'tis  (sure)  a  woman's  eye,      [Ktmct 
That's  ever  rolling.  miHtia. 

Dash.  One  knocks. 

Throat.  Go,  see  who  'tis— 
Stay,  my  chair  and  gown  ;  and  then  go  see  who 

knocks. 
Thus  must  I  seem  a  lawyer,  which  am  indeed 
But  merely  dregs  and  off  scum  of  the  law. 
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Enter  BOUTCHER,  DaSH,  and  CoNSTANTIA. 


Ay,  tricesimo  pn'mo  AUierti  Magni, 
'Tis  very  clear. 

Bout.  God  save  you,  sir. 

Throat.  The  place  is  very  pregnant.     Master 
Boutcher, 
Most  hearty  welcome,  sir. 

Bout.  You  ply  tliia  gear, 
You  arc  no  truant  in  the  law,  I  see  t 

Throat.  Faith,  some  liundred  Iwoks  in  folio  I 
have 
Turn'd  over  to  letter  my  own  knowledge  ; 
But  that  is  nothing  for  a  stuilieut.' 

Bout.    Or  a   stationer — they   tuni  tliera  over 

But  not  as  you  do,  gentle  Master  Throat. 
And  what  \  the  law  upeaks  profit,  does  it  not  1 
Throat,  Faith,  some  bad  angels  haunt  us  now 
and  then ; 
But  what  brought  you  hitlier  1 
Bout.  Why,  these  Email  lege  1 
Throat.  You  are  conceited,  sir. 
Bout.  I  am  in  law. 
But  let  that  go,  and  tell  mo  how  you  do  : 
How  does  Will  Small-shanka  and  his  lovely  bride) 
Throat,  In  troth,  you  make  me  blush;  I  should 
have  ask'd 
His  health  of  you  ;  but  'tis  not  yet  toii  late. 
Bout.    Nay,  good  Sir  Throat.*  forbear   your 

quillets^  now. 
Throat.  By  heaven,  I  de.-il  most  plain !  I  saw 
him  not, 

'  Formerly  printed  ttuditnl,  khiI  Eur  tlie  tneiuure  it  miul 

b«  read  m.-^CoUirr.     [Tbe  (orm  Uudten(   ia   IsgitiniuM, 

though  uncommon,  and  hu  been  realored.) 

'  [Tbiaformof  add reu  »»  borrowed  from  the  uaivemit;.] 

*  LI..  HubUatiM.     So  in  "  Ererv  Womiin  in  her  Huinisiir  '' 
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Since  last  I  took  his  n 

Bout.  Sir,  be  not  n 
Yet  I  must  needs  herein  commend  your  love- 
To  let  me  see  him ;  for  (know)  I  know  him  wed. 
And  that  he  stole  away  SommeTfield's  heir. 
Therefore  suspect  me  not :  I  am  bis  friend. 

Throat,  How  !  wed  to  rich  Sommerfield's  otdy 

Is  old  Sotnmerfield  dead  I 

Bout.  Do  you  make  it  strange ) 

Throat,  By  heav'n,  I  know  it  not. 

Bout.  Then  am  I  griev'd 
I  spake  so  much ;  but  that  I  know  you  love  him, 
1  should  entreat  your  secrecy,  sir ;  fare  you  welL 

Throat.  Nay,  good  sir,  stay ;  if  ought  you  ean 


Of  Master  Small-shanks'  good,  let  me  partake, 
And  make  me  glad  in  knowing  his  good  hap. 
Bout.  You  much  endear  him,  sir ;  and   from 
your  love 
I  dare  presume  you  make  yourself  a  fortune, 
If  his  fair  hopes  proceed. 
Throat.  Say  on,  good  sir. 
Bout.  You  will  be  secret  I 
Throat.  Or  be  my  tongue  torn  out, 
Bout.  [FairJ  measure  for  a  lawyer.    [Atide.]  But 
to  the  point. 
He  has  stole  Sommerfield's  heir,  hither  brings  her. 
As  to  a  man  on  whom  he  may  rely 
His  life  and  fortunes  :  you  hath  he  named 
Already  for  the  steward  of  his  lands  : 
To  keep  his  courts,  and  to  collect  his  rent ; 


]609,  eiK.  Hi'-  "  He  hu  bUpolsBnd  tiii  tcdypols,  hia  Umee 
and  hit  trieks,  his  qnitks,  ind  hii  qaititt,"  &c. 

AG«m,  iiiL;rly'«  "Enphues,"  lEMl,  p.  56  :  "Notoiilj  the 
quirk*  and  t/aiddilUs  of  the  Logici&nB,  biit  alao,"  ka. 

Sec  Blw  Hr  Sleeveim'a  nole  on  "  Hamlet,"  act  v.  »c.  1. 
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Tu  let  out  leases,  and  to  raise  his  tinea  : 
Nothing  tliat  may  or  love  or  profit  bring. 
But  you  are  named  the  man. 

Throat.  1  am  his  slave. 
And  bound  unto  his  noble  courtusy 
Even  vrith  my  life ;  I  ever  said  he  would  thrive, 
And  I  proteat  I  kept  hie  forfeit  mortgage 
To  let  nim  know  what  'tis  to  live  in  want. 

Bout.  I  think  no  less.     One  word  nwre  in  pri- 
vate. [Wait:  aside.] 

Con.  Good  Master  Dash,  shall  I  put  you  now 
a  easel 

Dash.  Speak  on,  gooil  master  page. 

Con.  Then  thus  it  is  r 
Suppose  I  am  a  page,  he  is  my  master, 
My  master  goes  to  bed,  and  cannot  tell 
What  money's  iii  his  hose ;  I,  ere  next  day, 
Have  filch'd  out  some,  what  action  lies  for  this) 

Dash.  A»  action,  Imy,  cali'd  firking  the  poa- 

With  UB  your  action  seldom  comes  in  question  ; 
For  that  'tis  known  that  most  of  your  gallants 
Are  seldom  so  well-st«r'd,  that  they  forget 
What  money's  in  their  hose  ;  but  if  they  have. 
There  la  no  other  help  than  swear  the  page, 
And  put  him  to  hia  oath. 

Con.  Then,  firk  o'  iaw,i 
Dost  think,  he  that  has  conscience  to  steal, 
Has  not  a  conscience  likewise  to  denyl 
Then  hang  him  up,  i'  faith  7 

[BoUTdHER  and  TlinoAT  comt  forward  again. 

Bout.  I  must  meet  hiro. 

Throat.  Commend  me  ti)  them  ;  come,  when 
they  will, 

>  [Edits.,  feeki-lav,  of  wbich  I  f*il  (o  comprehend  Uio 
meaniBK,  if  any.  The  phnwe  firk  of  taa  ocean  uga-in  it 
p.  SSS,  and  in  ths  hdm  of  s  trick  or  tleiglii] 
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My  doors  stand  open,  &nd  all  within  is  theirs ; 
Afld  though  Kam-AUey  stinks  with  cooIm  and  ale, 
Yet  say  there's  many  a  worthy  lawyer's  chamber, 
'Buta    upon    Rani-Aliey,      I   have  still  an  open 

throat. 
If  aught  I  have  whiL-h  may  procure  iiis  good. 
Bid  him  comniaud^ay,  though  it  be  my  blood. 

[A'jCHM/. 


ACTUS  II.,  SC^NA  1, 

£nter  OuvKR  Shall^kiunks,  TaonrAS  Smau^ 
SHANKS. 

O.  Small,  is  this  the  phice  you  were  appointed 
to  meet  bim ) 

T.  Shall.  So  Boutcber  sent  me  wonl. 

0.  Small.  I  find  it  true, 
Tliat  wine,  good    news,  and  n   young    wlioIeBome 

wench 
Cheer  up  an  old  man's  blood.     I  tell  thee,  boy. 
I  am  right  hearty  glad  to  hear  thy  brother 
Hath  got  so  great  an  heir  :  now  were  myself 
So  well  bestow'd,  I  should  rejoice,  i'  faith. 

T.  Small.  I  hope  you  fdiall  do  well 

U.  Small.  Ko  doubt,  no  doubt ; 
Ah,  siiTah  !  has  a'  borue  the  wench  away  ! 
Jly  son,  i'  faitb,  my  very  son,  i'  faitb  I 
When  I  was  young,  and  liad  an  able  l>ack, 
And  wore  the  bristle  on  my  upper-lip, 
In  good  decorum  I  bad  as  good  conveyance, 
And  could  have  ferk'd,  and  ferk'd  y'  away  a  wench, 
As  soon  as  e'er  a  man  alivo.     Tut,  boy, 
I  had  my  winks,  my  becks,  treads  on  the  toe, 
Wrings  by  the  fingers,  smiles,  and  other  qiurka — 
No  courtier  like  me  ;  your  courtiers  all  are  fools,' 
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To  that  which  I  could  do.     I  wuM  have  done  it, 

boy, 
Even  to  a  hair,  and  that  some  laUiea  know. 
T.  Small,  Sir,   I  am   gla<i    tliis    match    may 
reconcile 
yi>ur  love  unto  my  brother. 

0.  Small.  0,  'tis  more  than  so.  [Yet] 
I'll  seem  offended  still,  though  I  am  glait    [.ijiMfe.] 

Mnter  William  Small-hhanks,  Fraxce.s,  Beard, 

booled. 

H'  has  got  rich  Sommerfield'a  heir. 

W.  Small.  Come,  wench  of  gold  ! 
For  thou  shalt  get  me  gold,  besides  mid  euds 
Of  silver  :  we'll  purchase  house  and  laud 
By  thy  bare  gettings,  weiieh,  by  thy  bare  gettinga. 
How  say'st.  Lieutenant  Beard  ;  does  she  not  look 
Like  a  wench  newly  utole  from  a  window  ? 

Beard.  Exceeding  well  she  carries  it,  by  Jove  ; 
And  if  she  can  forbear  her  rampant  tricks. 
And  but  hold  close  a  while,  'twill  take,  by  Mars. 

Fran.  How  now,  you  slave  f  my  rampant  tricks, 
yoii  rogue  ! 
Nay,  fear  not  me  :  uiy  only  fear  is  still. 
Thy  filthy  face  betrays  us ;  for  all  men  know, 
Thy  nose  stands  compass  like  a  bow. 
Which  is  three  quarters  drawn  ;  thy  head 
Which  is  with  greasy  hair  o'erspread, 
And  being  uncurl'd  and  black  as  coal, 
Doth  show  some  scullion  in  a  hole 
Begot  thee  on  a  gipsy,  or 
Thy  mother  was  somu  collier's  whore  : 
Uy  rampant  tricks,  you  rogue  I  tliou'lt  be  descried, 
Before  our  plot  be  ende<l. 

W.  Shall.  What  should  descry  him, 
Unless  it  be  his  nose  t  and  as  for  that, 
Thou  may'Bt  protest  he  was  tby  father's  butler. 
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And  for  tliy  love  te  likewise  run  away. 
Nay,  sweet  lieutenant,  now  forbear  to  puff, 
And  let  the  bristles  of  thy  beard  prow  downward  : 
Eeverence  vay  punk,  nad  pandarise  a  little. 
There's  many  of  thy  rank  that  do  profess  it, 
Yet  hold  it  no  diaparagcment. 

Beard.  I  shall  do 
Wliat  Hts  an  honest  man. 

\V.  SMAl,r»  Why,  that's  enough  : 
'Foot,  my  father  and  the  goose  my  brother  : — 
Back  you  two. — 

Beard.  Back. 

[Eiiier  William  and  Oliver  .Small-shanks.] 

W.  Small.  Ketire,  sweet  lieuUmant, 
And  come  not  on  till  I  shall  wave  you  on, 
0.  Smalu  Is  not  that  he  ! 
T.  Small.  'Tis  he. 
O.  Shall  But  whera'a  the  wench  ! ' 
W.  Smalu  It  shall  lie  so,  I'll  cheat  him,  that's 

flat. 
O.  Small   You  are  well  met :    know  ye  me, 

Belike  you  think  1  Lave  no  eyes,  no  ears, 

No  nose  to  smell,  and  wind  out  all  your  tricks, 

Y'  have  stole  Sir  Soinmerfield's  heir :  nay,  we  can 

And 
Your  wildest  jiarts,  your  turnings  and  returns. 
Your  traces,  squats,  the  mussers,  forms,  and  holes  ^ 
You  young  men  use,  if  once  our  sageat  wits 
Be  set  a-hunting.     Are  you  now  crept  forth ) 

'  Tbs  edition  of  tbU  play  in  1636  ouiu  the  word  mnek, 
knd  lh«refore  it  wax  not  founil  in  the  last  reprint  under 
th«  aaa  oi  Mr  lieed.  It  is  nav  inserted  rrom  tbs  copy  of 
1611.— (7o//ier. 

'  Terms  oE  the  cliue.  >lfi<un->  ire  hiding-liolcl,  or 
lurkliig.plai^t ;  from  tliQ  Fr.  rnusaer,  Id  bide,  i^oiiceal,  Ac. 
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Have  you  hid  your  head  wibhiu  n  liiiburb-hole 
All  tliis  while,  and  are  you  now  crept  forth ) 

W.  Smalu  Tis  a  stark  lie. 

O,  Small.  How  ) 

W.  Small.  Who  lulJ  you  m  did  lie ; 
'Foot !  a,  gentleinui  cannot  leave  the  city, 
And  keep  the  suburbs  to  take  a  little  physic, 
But  straight  aoine  slave  will  say  he  hides  his  head, 
I  hide  my  head  within  a  suburb-hole  I 
I  could  have  holes  at  court  to  hide  my  head, 
Were  1  but  so  dispos'd. 

0,  Shall.  Thou  varlet  knave, 
Th'  hast  stolen  away  Sir  John  Sommerfield's  heir ; 
But  never  look  for  iiountonauce  from  mo. 
Carry  her  whither  thou  wilt. 

W.  Small.  Father,  father. 
Heart  !  will  you  undo  your  posterity  1 
WUl  you,  sir,  undo  your  posterity  J 
I  can  but  kill  my  brother,  then  haug  myself. 
And  where  ia  then  your  house!     Make  me  not 

despair, 
'Foot,  now  I  have  got  a  wench,  worth  by  the  year 
Two  thousand  pound  and  upwards,  to  cross  ray 

hopes ! 
Would  e'er  a  clown  in  ChriElendom  do't  but  you  1 

T.   Shall,    Good   father,   let   him   leavti   this 
thundering, 
And  give  him  grace. 

W,  Small.  Why,  la,  my  brother  knows 
Season,  and  what  an  honest  man  should  do. 

0.  Smali^  Well,  where'a  your  wifel  i 

W.  Small.  She's  coming  here  behind. 

0.  Small.  I'll  give  her  somewhat,  thougii  I  love 
not  thee. 

W.  Small.  My  fatlier,  right :  I  knew  you  could 
not  hold 
Out  long  with  a  woman  ;  but  give  sometlung 
Worthy  your  gift  and  her  acceptance,  father. 
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This  chain  weru  excellent,  by  this  good  light, 
She  shall  give  yon  as  good,  if  once  her  lands 

JiiUer  FiiANCEs  and  BbABD. 
Coine  to  my  fingerijig. 

0.  Smau^  Peace,  knave !  what,  's  she  your  wife  t 

W.  Small.  That  shall  be,  sir. 

0.  Small.  And  what's  he  T 

W.  Smalu  My  man. 

0.  Smaxj.  a  rttffiau  knave  he  is. 

W.  Small.  A  ruffian,  sir  ! 
By  heaven  !  as  tall  a  man '  a^  e'er  drew  sword. 
Not  being  counted  of  the  damned  crew. 
Ho  was  her  father's  butler,  his  name  is  Beard ; 
Off  with  your  mask,  now  shall  you  find  me  true. 
And  that  I  am  a  son  unto  a  knight : 
This  is  my  father.  [?'o  Fiuncks. 

0.  Small.  I  am  indeed,  fair  maid  ; 
My  stylo  is  knight :  come,  let  me  kiss  your  lips. 

W.  Small.  Tliat  kiss  shall  cost  your  chain. 

[Aside. 

O.  Small.  It  smacks,  i'  faith  : 
I  must  commend  your  choice. 

Fran.  Sir,  I  have  given 
A  larger  venture  than  true  modesty 
Will  well  allow,  or  your  more  graver  wit  ■ 
Commend. 

W.  Small.  I  dare  be  sworn  she  has. 

0.  Small.  Not  so. 
The  foolish  knave  has  been  accounted  wild, 
And  so  have  I ;  but  I  am  now  come  home, 
And  so  will  he, 

Fl!AN.  I  must  believe  it  now. 

W.  Small.  Beg  his  chain,  wench.  [.Jfu^c] 

Beakd.  Will  you  cheat  your  father  I 

W.  Small.  Ay,  by  this  light,  will  I. 
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O.  Shall.  Nay,  sigh  not ; 
For  70U  slmll  lind  htm  loving  and  nie  thankful ; 
And  were  it  not  a  scandal  to  my  honour 
To  be  consenting  to  my  son's  attempt, 
You  should  unto  my  houae  :  me^iwhile,  take  this 
[To  Frances.] 
As  pledge  and  token  of  my  after-love  ! 

[Given  Jur  a  cAatii.] 
How  long  since  died  your  father  ) 

Fran.  Some  six  weeks  since 

W.  Small.  We  cannot  stay  to  talk,  for  slaves 
pursue. 
I  have  H  house  shall  loilgu  us,  tilt  the  priest 
May  make  uh  sure. 

0.  ^ALL.  Well,  sirrah,  love  this  woman. 
And  when  you  are  man   utnl  wite,  bring  her  to 

She  sliall  be  welcome. 
W,  Shall.  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir. 
O.  Smali.  I  must  be  gone;  I  must  a-wooing 


Priapus     speed    you ! 


W.    Small.    Jove    an 
You'll  return  t 

T.  Small.  Instantly. 

[SxfiDU  Sir  OLrvEii  ami  Tuohas  Small- 
shanks. 

W.  Shall.  Why,  this  came  cleanly  off. 
Give  me  the  chain,  you  little  cockatrice  : 
Why,  this  was  luck ;  'foot !  four  hundred  crowns 
Got  at  a  clap  !  hold  still  your  own,  yoii  whore. 
And  we  shall  thrive. 

Beard.  'Twaa  bravely  feCch'd  about 

W.  Shall.  Ay,  when  will  your  no.se  and  beard 
[Mrform  as  much  ? 

Fran.  I  am  glail  he  is  gone  ;  he  put  me  t«  the 
blush 
When  he  did  ask  me  of  rich  Sommerlield's  death. 


W.  Small.  And  took  not  I  my  c 

f)od1 
not  bring  you  off,  you  arrant  Jral>, 
Without  a  coimter-buff  1 '    look  who  comes  here — 
[Sinffs.]    And  three  merty  mtn,  and  three  merry  men. 
And  three  merrii  nun  be  lee-a.^ 

Enter  BOUTCHER  and  CONSTANTIA. 

Bout.  Still  in  this  vein)  I  liave  done  you  ser- 
vice; 

The  lawyer's  liouse  will  give  you  entertainment, 
Bountiful  and  free. 

W.  Small.  0  my  second  self ! 
Come,  let  me  buss  thy  beard,  we  are  all  made  ! 
Why  art  so  melancholy,  dost  want  money  I 
Look,  here's  gold,  and  as  we  pass  aIons> 
I'll  tell  thee  how  I  got  it :  not  a  wonl, 
But  that  she's  Sommerfield'a  heir  ;  my  brother 
Swallows  it  with  more  ease  than  a  Dutchman 
Does  flap-dragons  :  be  comes  ;  now  to  my  lawyers. 

EnUT  Thomas  Smau^shanks. 

Kiss  my  wife,  good  brother  ;  she  ia  a  wench 
Was  bom  to  make  us  all. 

•  [Bdite.,  Q,  the  letter  haring  been  wrilten  prolablj  by 
the  truiBcrlber  of  the  piny  for  premi  to  uve  trouble.  A  Q 
in  a  farthing  in  tlie  old  college  booka.] 

I  I  imagine  sn  allugioti  is  here  inteaded  to  the  b>^  eoiU 
of  the  Seijcanl«  bolonging  lo  the  Counter.     Sec  p.  S30. 

'  Tbeie  line!  are  the  concluBion  of  xanaj  old  tons*- 
SeTcral  instance!  are  produced  by  Mr  Steevcna,  Sir  John 
Hawkina,  and  Mr  T^rwhit,  in  iheir  notei  aa  "Tvelftb 
Sight,"  actii.  8c.  3. 

Again,  in  "Laugh  and  Lie  Ddwqc,"  ICHS,  sig.  E  A  : 
"  Me  plaied  auch  a  Bong  of  the  three  merry  men,  that  had  the 
dittie  beene  in  a  alrange  language,  I  ahould  hare  bwn 
puKzUd  in  the  muaick," 
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T.  Small.  I  hope  no  less, 
You  are  iriikonie,  sister,  into  thest;  our  parts, 
As  I  may  say. 

Fran.  Tlianks,  gentle  brother. 

W,  Small.  Come  now  to  Kara  Alley. 
There  shalt  thou  lie, 
Till  I  provide  a  priest. 

Bout.  0  villany  1 
I  think  he  will  gull  his  whole  generation  ; 
I  must  make  one,  ainco  'tis  so  well  begun  : 
I'll  not  forsake  liim,  till  hie  hopes  be  won.    [Exeunt, 

Enter  TuROAT  onrf  ttvo  Ciliieni. 

Throat.  Then  y'  are  friends  1 

Both.  We  are,  no  please  your  worship. 

Throat.  'Tia  well,  I  am  glad :  keep  your  money, 
for  law 
Is  like  a  butler's  box : '  while  you  two  strive, 
That  picks  up  all  your  money.     Vou  are  friends  I 

Both,  We  are,  so  please  you,  perfect  friends. 

Throat.  Why  so. 
N^ow  to  the  next  tap-bouse  ;  there  drink  down  this, 
And  by  the  operation  of  the  third  i>ot 
Quarrel  again,  and  come  to  me  for  law :     [Andt.'\ 
Fare  you  well. 

Both.  The  gods  conserve  yoar  wisdom. 

[£*ffuji(  Citizfti*. 

Throat.  Wliy  so :  these  are  tricks '  of  the  long 
tifteeus  :* 

'  IThie  allusion  occura  t 
Old  Kamea,"  ]60a,  p.  12.  i 
DuiiiK,"  teoe.  (ix.  103).] 

'  Anothw  prouf  tbat  tbo  edil.  of  1634  only  wu  (allowed 
b;  Mr  Beed.  The  lir»  4°  hu  it— "Why  »a:  tluie  are 
IrtcitB,"  Ac,  and  not  "there  are  tricks,''  ■■  >"  the  second 
i.'.—Caaitr. 

■  [See  Uyci:'»  SliukcH]>c:irL',  l8i!S,  v.  17S,  and  '-(IIiMBiuj," 
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To  give  counsel,  »Rd  to  take  fees  on  both  sides ; 
To  make  'em  frienda,  aad  thea  to  laugh  at  them  i 
Why,  this  thrives  well,  this  ia  a  tommoa  tiiclc. 
When  men  have  spent  a  deal  of  money  io  l»w. 
Then  lawyers  moke  them  friends.     I  have  a  trick 
To  go  beyond  all  these.     If  Sinall-slianke  come, 
And  bring  rich  Someriield's  heir I  say  no 

But  'tis  within  this  sconce'  to  go  beyond  them. 


EnCfr  Dash. 

e  gentlfi 


Dash.  Hero 
with  you. 
Throat.  Wliat  are  they  t 
Dash.  I  cannot  know  them,  sir, 
They  are  so  wrapp'd  in  cloaks. 
lliHOAT.  Have  they  a  woman  1 
Dash.   Yes,  air;  but  she's  mask'd,  and  in  her 

riding  suit 
Throat.  Go,  make  haate,  bring  them  uj>  witli 
reverence. 
Who '  are  tliey,  i'  faith !  h'  has  brought  the  wealthy 

heirl 
These  stools  and  cushions  stand  not  handsomely, 

Unler     WituAU     t^MAiJ.- sharks,     BoirrcBKB, 
Thomas  Small-shanks,  Frances,  and  Bkard. 
W.  SMALr.  Bless  thee,  Throat 
Throat.  Master  Small-shanks,  welcome. 
W.   Small.    Welcome,  love  ;    kiss  this  gentle 

woman.  Throat. 

V.  Fiftceae.  A  fiftem  wis  a  levy  made  in  auUidiu,  smonnt- 
iai(  b>  ■  GfUcnth  of  the  peraonnlty:  but  here  tht  pbraia 
ilmoBl  seeniH  to  be  used  looeeljr,  Id  Ibe  leiiae  of  eztorti<iD.] 

'  i.f.,  Htiul. 

•  [Old  oopiw,  0.] 
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Throat.  Your  worsliip  shall  comimuid  tne. 

W.  Smalu  Art  not  weary  1 

Bout.  Can  you  blame  her,  since  she  has  lid  an 
hard! 

Throat.  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen.     Dash  ! 

Dasil  ail. 

Throat.  A  fire  in  tlie  great  ciiambei'  quiekly. 

W.  BsiALL.  Ay,  that's  weli-said  ;  we  are  aln^ost 
weary. 
But,  Master  Tliroat,  if  any  touia  to  inquire 
For  me,  my  brother,  or  this  gentlewoman. 
We  are  not  here,  nor  liave  you  heard  of  us. 

Throat.  Not  a  word,  sir ;  here  you  aro  as  safe 
As  in  your  father's  house. 

T.  tsHALL.  And  be  shall  thank  you. 

W.    Small.    Th'   art  not   merrj-,  love )    Good 
Master  Throat, 
Bid  this  gentlewoman  welcome  :  alie  is  one, 
Of  whom  you  may  receive  some  courtesy 
In  time. 

Throat.  She  is  most  hearty  welcome. 
Wilt  please  you  walk  into  another  room. 
Where  ia  both  bed  and  fii-e  i 

W.  Shall.  Ay,  ay,  that,  tliat. 
Good  brother,  lead  her  in  :  Master  Tliroat  and  I 
Will  follow  iiiaUntly.     Now.  Master  Tliroat, 

[HmuiU  Thomas  Small-shanks,  Frances, 
atui  Beakii. 
It  rests  within  your  power  to  pleasure  me  ; 
Know  that  this  same  is  Sir  John  Sommerfield's 

Now  if  she  chance  to  question  what  I  am, 
Say,  son  unto  a  lord :  I  pray  thee,  tell  her 
I  have  a  world  of  land,  and  stand  in  hope 
To  be  created  baron ;  for  I  protest 
I  was  constrain'd  to  swear  it  forty  times, 
And  yet  she'll  scarce  believe  ma 
Throat,  Paiica  Mipieali: 
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Let  me  alone  to  set  you  out  in  length 
And  breadth. 

W.  SuAix.  I  prythet",  do't  effectually ; 
Shalt  have  a  quarter  share,  hj  this  good  light, 
In  all  she  has.     I  prythee,  forget  not 
To  tell  her  the  Small-ahanks  have  been  dancers, 
Tillers,  and  very  ancient  courtiere. 
And  in  request  at  court  since  Sir  John  Short-hoae 
With  his  long  silk  stockings  was  beheaded. 
Wilt  thou  do  this  1 

Throat,  Refer  it  to  my  car<>. 

W.  Small.  Excellent!  I'll  but  shift  my  boots, 
and  then 
Go  seek  a  priest ;  this  night  I  will  be  sure. 
If  we  be  sure,  it  cannot  be  undone  ; 
Can  it.  Master  Throat) 

Throat.  0,  ea,  not  possible ; 
Yoa  have  many  precedents  and  book'Cases  for't, 
Be  you  but  sure,  and  then  let  me  alone. 
Vivat  Rex,  currat  Lex;  and  I'll  defend  you. 

W.  Small.  Nay,  then,  hang  care :  come,  let's 
in.  [Exit  William  SuALL-aHANi£& 

Thuoat.  Ha,  ha ! 
Have  you  stole  her  J  falUre  faltejitem  noit  tttjraut. 
It  ahall  go  hard  but  I  will  strip  you,  boy  : 
You  stole  the  wench,  but  I  must  her  enjoy.  [£xit. 

Enter  MiaTBESS  Taffata  and  Adbiana,  Mow. 

Taf.  Come,  Adriana,  tell  me  what  thou  think'Et. 
I  am  tickled  with  conceit  of  marriage, 
And  whom  think'st  thou  for  me  the  fittest  Hus- 
band? 
What  say'st  thou  to  young  Boutcher) 

Adrl  a  pretty  fellow  : 

But  that  his  back  is  we^jt. 

Taf.  What  dost  thou  say 

To  Throat  the  lawyer? 
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Adri.  I  like  that  well, 
Were  the  rogue  a  lawyer ;  but  he  is  none. 
He  never  was  of  any  inn-of-comt, 
But  [of  an]  inn-of-chancery,  where  a'  was  known 
But  only  for  a  swaggering  whifflor, 
To  keep  out  rogues  and  prentices  ;  I  saw  him. 
When  he  was  stock'd  for  stealing  the  cook's  fees. 
A  lawyer  I  could  like,  for  'tis  a  thing 
Used  by  your  citizens'  wives.      Your  husband's 

dead: 
To  get  French  hoods  you  straight  must  lawyers 
wed. 

Tap.   "What  say'st  thou   then   to  nimble    Sir 
Oliver  Small-shanks  t 

Aoai.  Faitb,  he  must  hit  the  hair ;  a,  fellow  fit 
To  maike  a  pretty  cuckold.    Take  an  old  man : 
'Tis  now  the  newest  fashion  :  better  be 
An  old  man's  darling  than  a  young  roan's  warling.' 
Take  me  the  old  brisk  knight ;  the  fool  ia  rich, 
And  will  be  strong  enough  to  father  children. 
Though  not  to  get  them. 

Taf.  'Tia  true  :  he  is  the  man. 
Yet  will  I  bear  some  dozen  more  in  hand,' 
And  make  them  all  uy  gulls. 

AsBr.  Mistress,  stand  aside. 

'  This  is  proverbiBl.  [See  Hailitl's  "Proverbs."  1889, 
p.  84].  The  ScatM  Mf,  a  Jroung  man's  icoiulerlinff.  See 
"  Collection  of  Scots  Proierbs,"  B°  1731,  by  Janie*  Kolly, 
who  obMrrea  it  ii  useil  as  ta  arguacnt  to  induce  s  young 
girl  to  mirry  an  old  min. 

'  To  btar  in  tatut  wiu  a  common  phnse,  aignilyiiiK  to 
Urp  in  expr.ctation  or  dcptndtnte.  In  Dr  WalMr  Pope's 
■'  Life  of  Biahop  Selb  Ward,"  lfi97,  p.  104,  is  Ihe  following 
passage :  "My  Lord,  I  might  btar  you  in  Kand;  a  western 
phrase,  signifying  Jo  <i</aji<irieep  in  rxprelalion,  and  feed  you 
with  promiacs,  or  at  least  hopes,  thnt  I  should  cure  you  in 
some  competent  time,"  &g. 

Again,  in  Fennor's  "Compter's  Common  wealth,"  p.  47  ; 
"  I  h&Te  seen  diren  gentlemen  cemr^  into  prison  (after  they 
have  laine  a  fortnight  or  three  neskcs  st  some  of  their 
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Enter  BuUTcuKK  and  CoNSTANTlA. 

Young  Boutcher  comes :  let  me  alone  to  touch 
him. 

Bout.  This  is  the  Iioiise, 

Con.  And  that's  tim  cliamber-muid. 
■    Bout.  lATiere's  the  widow,  gentle  Adriana  I 

Adri.  The  widow,  air,  is  not  to  be  spoken  ta 

Bout.  Not  spoke  to  !  I  must  speak  with  her. 

Aonr.  Must  you  1 
Come  you  with  authority,  or  do  you  come 
To  sue  her  with  a  warrant,  that  you  must  speak 
with  her  J 

Boot.  I  would  enta'fit  it. 

Adri.  0,  you  would  entreat  it  I 
May  not  I  serve  your  turn  1  may  not  I  unfold 
Your  secrets  to  my  mistress  1  Love  is  your  suit  ^ 

Bout.  It  is,  fair  creature. 

ArbI.  And  why  did  you  fall  off, 
When  you  perceived  my  mistress  was  so  coming  1' 
D'  you  thinK  she  is  still  the  samel 

Bout.  I  do, 

Adri.  Why  so ! 
I  took  you  for  a  novice  :  and  I  must  think 
You  know  not  yet  the  inwards  of  a  woman. 
Do  you  not  know  that  women  are  like  fish, 
Which  must  I>e  strui^k,  when  they  are  prone  to 
bite, 


houMB,  *t  aa  excenivo  rate)  wilhoat  cither  elanke,  sword, 
or  hil^  which  lh«  tcrgctnta  bavo   got  from  them,  oaelj' 
hearing  thtm  in  hami  that  ibty  will  get  them  hailc" 
And  in  Ben  Jonaoii's  "  Volpone,"  act  i.  ac.  1  — 
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II  your  Iftbour's  lost  1    Bitt,  sir,  walk  here ; 
And  I'll  inform  my  mistress  your  degires.       [Exit. 

Con.  Master. 

Bout.  Boy. 

Con.  Come  Jiot  you  for  love  ) 

BODT.  I  do,  boy. 

Con.  And  you  would  liave  tlie  widow  I 

Bout.  I  would. 

Con.  By  Jove, 
1  never  saw  one  go  nliout  his  business 
More  untowardly  :  why,  sir,  do  not  yoii  know, 
That  he  which  would  be  inward  i  with  the  mis- 

treaa. 
Must  make  a  way  first  through  the  waJting-maid  t 
If  yon  will  know  the  widow's  affections. 
Feel  first  the  waiting  gentlewoman  ;  do  it,  master  ; 
Some  half  a  dozen  kisses  were  not  lost 
Upon  tills  gentlewoman ;  for  you  must  know. 
These  waitmg-maids  are  to  their  mistresses, 
Like  porches  unto  doors  ;  you  jiass  the  one, 
Before  you  can  have  entrance  at  the  other. 
Or  like  your  mustard  to  your  piece  of  brawn, 
If  you'll  have  one  taste  well,  you  must  not  acorn 
To  be  dipping  in  the  other.     1  tell  you,  master, 
'Tis  not  a  few  men's  tales  which  they  prefer 
Unto  their  mistresses  in  compass  of  a  year. 
Be  rul'd  by  me ;  untruss  yourself  to  her. 
Out  with  alt  your  lovesick  thou^'hts  to  her. 
Kiss  her,  and  give  lior  an  angel  to  buy  pins. 
And  this  shall  sooner  win  her  miatreaa'  love, 
Than  all  your  protestations,  sighs,  and  tears. 

Enter  TaffATA  and  AtiRUNA. 
Here  they  come.     To  her  boldly,  master. 

<  Iliilimsle,   on   familiu   termi.]     &«e    note   U   "The 
Spaninh  Trngedy"  [t.  lUS], 
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Do,  but  dally  not ;  that's  the  widow's  pUra 

BoDT.  Most  worthy  fair,  such  is  the  power  of  lov«. 
That  uow  I  come  t'  accept  your  proifer'd  gr&ce ; 
And  with  submissivo  thoughts  t' entreat  a  pardon 
For  my  so  gross  neglect 

Taf.  There's  no  offence ; 
My  mind  U  changed. 

Adrl  I  told  you  as  much  before. 

Con.  With  a  bey-pass^with  a.  repass.*  [AmuIc] 

Bout.  Dearest  of  women  ! 
The  constant  virtue  of  your  nobler  miud 
Speaks  in  your  looks  :  nor  can  yuu  euieriun 
Both  love  and  bate  at  once. 

Taf.  'TU  all  in  vain. 

Adrl  You  strive  against  the  stream. 

Con.  Fee  the  wailing-maid,  master !  [  Whupern,] 

Bout.  Stand  thou  propitious  ;  endear  me  to  my 
love. 
[BoUTCHER  gives  Adriana  A«  pnr$e  Hcrettg. 

Adri.  Dear  mistress,  turn  to  this  gentlemaa; 
I  protest 
I  have  some  feeling  of  his  constant  love. 
Cast  him  not  away  ;  try  his  love. 

Tap.  Why,  sir. 
With  what  audacions  front  can  you  entreat 
To  enjoy  iny  iove,  which  yet  not  two  hours  since 
You  scornfully  refus'd  J 

Con.  Well  fare  the  waiting-maid.  \_Aaidt. 

Bout.  My  fate  compell'd  me ;  but  now  fare- 
well, fond  fear : 
My  soul,  my  life,  my  lands,  and  reputation — 
I'll  hazard  all.  and  prize  them  all  beneath  thee. 

Tap.  Which  1  ahdl  put  to  trial ;  lend  rae  thy  ear. 
{Tliey  ta/k  apart. 


'  [A-D   allutian,   neiimin^ty,    I 
usTill's  "  Proverb*,"  p.  190,] 
*  [Terms  of  Ifgerdemuiti.] 


I  pajiulnr  Hflng.     Sm 
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Adri.  Can  you  love,  lioy) 

OuN.  Yes. 

Adbi,  What  or  whom) 

Con.  My  victuals. 

Adri.  A  pretty  knave,  i'  faith !  come  homR  to- 
night, 
Shalt  have  a  posset  and  camlied  eringoes. 
A  bed,  if  need  be,  too  ;  I  love,  a'  [my]  life, 
To  play  with  such  baboons  aa  thou. 

Con.  Indeed! 
But  dost  thou  think  the  widow  will  have  my 
master  t 

Adri.  I'll  tell  thee  then  ;  wo't  come  1 

Con.  I  will. 

Adri.  Remember  I 

Taf.  Will  you  perfonn  so  much  1 

BoiJT.  Or  lose  my  blood. 

Taf.  Mde  him  subscribe  it ;  and  then  I  vow, 
By  sacred  Vesta's  ever-hallowefl  fire, 
To  take  thee  to  my  bed. 

Bof  T,  Till  then,  farewell. 

Taf.    He's   worthy   love,    whose   virtues   most 
excel. 

Adri.  Remember !  [lo  Con.]  What,  is't  a  match 
betwixt  you,  mistress  t 

[Exit  BOUTCHER  and  CONSTANTIA. 

Taf.  I  have  set  the  fool  iii  hope  :  h'  has  under- 
took 
To  rid  me  of  tliat  fle.shly  Captain  Face ; 
Which  swears  in  taverns  and  all  ordinaries 
I  am  his  lawful  wife.     He  shall  allay 
The  fury  of  the  captain,  and  I  (secure) 
Will  laugh  at  the  disgi-ftce  they  both  endure. 

[Exewnt. 
Enttr  Throat  and  Frakces. 
Throat.  Open  your  ease,  and  I  shall  Boon  re- 
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Fran.  But  will  you  do  it,  truly  J 

Throat.  As  I  am  honest. 

Fhan.  This  gentleinaii,  whom  I  so  much  afft^t, 
I  scarce  yet  do  know ;  so  hlind  is  love 
In  thiDgs  which  roost  concerns  it.   Ab  y'  'are  honest, 
Tell  me  his  birth,  his  state,  and  farthest  hopes. 

Throat.  He  is  my  Mend,  and  I  will  si>eak  him 
truly. 
He  is  hy  birth  son  to  a  foolish  knight; 
His  present  state,  I  think,  will  he  the  prison. 
And  fartliest  iiope,  to  be  bail'd  out  again 
By  Gale  of  all  your  laud. 

Fran.  0  me  accurs'd  I 
Has  he  no  credit,  lands,  and  manors '( 

Throat.  That  land  he  has  lies  in  a  fail-  ehurch- 

And  for  his  manners,  they  are  su  rude  and  vile, 
That  scarce  an  honest  man  will  keep  him  comp&ny. 

Fran.  I  am  abus'd,  cosen'd,  and  deceived. 

Throat.   Why,  that's  his  occuiwtion ;  he  will 
cheat 
In  a  cloak  lin'd  with  velvet ;  he  will  prate 
Faster  than  five  barbei*  and  a  tailor  ; 
Lie  faster  than  ten  city  occupiers ' 
Or  cunning  tradesmen :  goes  a-trust 
In  every  tavern,  where  h'  has  spent  a  fagot ;  ] 
Swears  love  to  every  whore,  squires  bawds. 
And  takes  up  houses  for  them  as  their  husband : 
}Ie  is  a  man  I  love,  and  have  done  much 
To  bring  him  to  preferment 

Fran.  Is  there  no  trust,  no  honesty  in  nienl 

Throat.  Faith,  some  there  is, 
And  'tis  all  in  the  hands  of  us  lawyers 
And  women :  and  those  women  which  have  it. 
Keep  their  honesty  so  close,  that  not  one 
Amongst  a  hundred  is  ficrceii-'d  to  have  it. 

'  [Mfrchanto.  I 
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pR,VK.  Good  sir,  may  I  not  by  law  forsake  him, 
And  wed  another,  though  my  word  be  puss'd 
To  be  his  wife  J 

Throat.  0,  fiuestionlesa,  you  may ! 
You  have  many  precedents  and  bookcases  for't : 
Nay,  though  you  were  married  by  a  bookcase 
Of  Millenmo  itxeenttMimo,  Sic 
You  may  forsake  your  husbaml,  anil  wed  another. 
Provided  that  some  fault  be  in  the  husband. 
As  none  of  them  are  clear. 

FiiAN.  I  am  resolv'd. 
I  will  not  wed  him,  though  I  beg  my  bread. 

Throat.  All  that  I  have  ia  yours  ;  and  were  I 
worthy 
To  be  your  husband 

Fran.  I  thank  you,  sir ; 
I  will  rather  wed  a  moat  perfidious  Red-shanks 
A  noted  Jew,  or  some  mechanic  slave, 
Thau  let  him  joy  my  sheets. 

Throat.  He  comes,  he  comes. 


Eidir  W.  Small-shank-S,  Boittcher,  T.  Small- 
shanks,  Beard. 

W.  Shall.  Now,  my  virago,  'tia  done :  all's  cock- 
sure. 
I  have  a  priest  will  nmmble  up  a  marriage 
Without  bell,  book,  or  cjtndle  : '  a  nimble  stave, 


^  These  wordi,  bdl,  hook,  atd  ctndit.  refer  to  tho  mods  of 
excom  muni  cation  ia  the  Bomiih  Churcb.  la  "King 
John,"  ant  iii.  bc.  3,  the  Butird  uja — 

"BtU.bnhk,  sod  cand/c  ihill  oot  drlro  m?  buck, 

Dr  Orej,  in  his  "  Notes  on  Stiakespearc,"  i.  SSI,  hu 
(^Tcn  th«  ceremonial  an  pranonnciiig  an  eicomtaaaica- 
tion,  by  which  it  appeara  that  in  the  perfonnance  of  tlila 
office  three  candles  were  to  be  extinguished  in  the  different 
parts  of  11.     In  Archbishop  Winehelse.  *         '  -'  - 
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An  honest  Welaltmaii,  that  was  a  tailor, 
But  now  is  made  a  uurate. 

Beard.  Nny,  ]-■  are  fitted. 

Bout.  Now,  Master  Throat. 

T- Small.  Where's  your  spirit,  sister  I 

W.  Small.  What,  all  amort  I  ■  what's  the  mat- 
ter 1  do  you  hear  1 

Bout.  What's  the  reason  of  this  melancholy  1 

Throat,  By  heaven,  I  know  notl 

W.  Small.  Has  the  guflgeon  hitl  [AtiJe. 

Fran.  He  has  been  nibbling.  [And*. 

W.  Sbiall.  Hohi  him  to  it,  wenoli, 
And  it  will  hit,  by  heaven.     [Asidf.]     Why  art  so 

sad? 
'Foot,  weiidi,  we  will  Iw  married  to-night, 
We'll  sup  at  th'  Mitre,  and  from  theuce 
My  brother  and  we  three  will  to  the  Savoy; 
WTiich  done,  I  t«U  thee,  girl,  we'll,  hand  o'er 

head, 
Go  to  it  pell-mell  for  a  maidenhead. 
Come,  you  are  lusty ;  you  wenches  are  likf  bells. 


.  nno  129B  (see  Johneon'n  "  Koclesiutinl 
Laws,"  vol.  ii.),  it  is  directed  that  the  genUnce  ■gainst 
infringers  of  certain  articlci  should  be  "  throughout  ex- 

filainod  in  order  in  EnglUh,  with  brlU  tolling  nnd  randitt 
Is/iltd,  th«t  it  IDS*  raii«e  the  greater  dread ;  for  Lajrmea 
hsTe  greater  regard  to  this  solemnit.r  than  Id  the  effect  of 

'  All  amori  here  and  in  other  places  signilieB  mtlajickitly. 
So  in  Qreens'i  "  History  of  Friar  Bacon,"  1S94 — 
"  Bhill  b«  Uiiu  oU  amort  live  maltcontcBl," 
Again,  in  "Wily  Beguiled,"  1606— 

"  Whj,  hanDDw,  Soplios,  all  amarlt  >tlll  lioEUiib  ia  lixrst' 
[ii.   3061.    And   in   the   "  Contention   between  Liberalit]' 
and  Frodigilit}-,"  1602,  the  aullior  makes  an  addition  to 
this  French  expresaion  not  uauatl;  found  in  Englleh — 
'■What,  ii  Ihm  none  tbaluiwenr    Ttul  aia-mtrt  I  ~ 
[Tili.  SSS.i—CoHirr. 
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You  give  no  music  till  yon  feel  the  clapper. 
Come,  Throat :  a  torch.     We  must  be  gone.  [Exit. 

Fran.  Servant. 

Beard.  Mistress. 

Fran.  We  are  undone. 

BEAiiD.  Now  Jove  forfend  ! ' 

Fras.  This  fellow  has  no  land ;  and  which  is 
worae. 
He  has  ao  credit. 

Beard.  How  !  are  we  outstripp'd  1 
Blown  up  by  wit  of  man  1     Let  ub  be  gone 
Home  again,  home  again  :  our  market  now  is  done. 

Fran.  That  were  too  great  a  scandal. 

Throat.  Moat  true  I 
Belter  to  wed  another,  than  to  return 
With  scandal  and  defame :  wed  rae  a  man, 
Wliose  wealth  may  reconcile  your  mother's  love, 
And  make  the  action  lawfuL 

Beard.  But  where's  the  man  1 
I  like  your  counsel,  could  you  show  the  man. 

Throat.  Myself  am  he,  miglit  I  but  dare  aspire 
Unto  so  high  a  fortune. 

Beard.  Mistress,  take  the  man : 
Shall  we  be  baflled  with  fair  promises. 
Or  shall  we  trudge  like  beggars  back  again  t 
No,  take  this  wise  and  virtuous  man 
Who,  should  he  lose  his  legs,  his  arms,  liis  ears. 
His  nose,  and  all  his  other  members, 
Yet  if  his  tongue  he  left,  'twill  get  his  living. 
Take  ine  this  maiL 

Throat.  Thanks,  gentle  Master  Beard. 

Fram.  'Tis  impossible  ;  this  night  be  means  to 
wed  me. 

Throat.   If  not  by  law,  we  will  with  pow'r 
prevt-nt  it, 
So  you  but  give  consent. 


'  [Prove nt.     See  n^ 


8  of  vol  vii,] 
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Frak.  Let's  hear  the  means. 

Throat,  I'll  muster  up  my  friends,  and  thus  I 
cast  it ;  ^ 
Whilst  they  are  busy,  you  and  I  will  hence 
Direutly  to  n  chapel,  where  a  priest 
Shall  kiiit  the  nuptial  knot,  ere  they  pursue  us. 

B£iUU>.  0  rare  invention !  I  will  act  my  part ; 
He  owes  me  tliirteen  poimd,  I  say  no  more. 
But  there    be    catchpoles   [Aside]  ;    speak,   is't    a 
match  ?  * 

Fkan.  I  give  my  liking. 

Throat.  OashI 

Dash.  Sir. 

Throat.  Get  your  swonl, 

[£juuiu  Frani.:es  aiul  Beard. 
And  me  my  buckler ;  nay,  you  shall  know 
We  are  Tarn  Marti  ijuam  Metvurio. 
Bring  my  cloak :  you  Bball  thitlter :  I'll  for  &ieDds. 
Worship  anil  wealth  the  lawyer's  state  attends. 
Dash,  we  must  bear  some  brain  ^  to  Saint  John's 

Street, 
Go,  run,  fly :  and  afar  off  inquire. 
If  that  the  Lady  Sommerfield  be  there. 
If  there,  know  what  news ;  and  meet  me  straight 


i.t.,  Contrive  ic.     The  word  ia  iilitl  aouielimcs  used  i 


''  All  Bftir  tbe  wordB  O  rare  invtulion  has  been  hilherW 
Ipreti  lo  TbroKt  wiiliout  sny  notice,  and  although  both  lite 
quirtOB  luign  it  ta  Beard,  who,  u  nppeurs  subseqacally, 
hiLd  advuiacd  tbe  sum  he  mentioDl.— CoUwr. 

»  Soin  "The  Country  t'»puin,"  bj  the  Duke  of  New- 
castle, 1619,  p.  SI :  "  Wben  these  wordes  of  comin«nd  are 
rotten,  we  nil  sow  some  other  militu-}'  teedea ;  you  btart  a 
frratne  and  memory." 

A^lin,  the  Nurse,  in  "  Borneo  snd  Juliet,"  says — 


See  Mr  Sleevena'a 
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At  the  Micro  door,'  in  Fleet  Street,     Away  ! 
"  To  get  rich  wives,  men  must  not  use  delay." 


ACTUS  m..  SC^NA  1. 

Snter  Sir  Oliver  Small-shanks,  Justice 
TirrcniN. 

Jus,  Tut.  A-hunting,  Sir  Oliver,  and  dry-foot 
too! 

0.  SuALL.  We  old  men  iiave  our  crotchets,  our 
conundrums, 
Our  figariee,  quirks,  and  quibbles, 
As  well  as  youtii.     Justice  Tutchln,  1  go 
To  bunt  no  buck,  but  prick  a  lusty  doe. 
I  go,  in  truth,  a^wooing.  | 

Jus.  Tut.  Then  ride  with  ine, 
I'll  bring  you  to  my  sister  Sommertield. 

0.  Shall.  Justice,  not  so ;  by  her  there  hangs 
a  tale. 

Jus.  Tut.  Tlint'a  true  indeed. 

0.  Shall.  She  has  a  daughter. 

Jua.  Tdt.  And  what  of  that ! 

0.  Shall.  1  likewise  have  a  son, 
A  villanous  boy,  his  fatlier  up  and  down  ;  * 
What  should  I  say  I  these  velvet-bearded  boys 
Will  stUl  be  doing,  say  what  we  old  men  can. 

Jus.  Tut.  And  what  of  this,  Sir  Oliverl   be 

0.  Sbiall.  a  iiimble-spirited  knave,  the  villain 
boy 

<  (The  Micro  Tsrern  in  Dread  Street,  Cheapsitlc,  «u  a 
celebrnkd  taietn  at  thii  time.  From  the  pteBent  pugeags 
we  learn  that  Ihero  vaM  a  second  bouse  ao  called  in  Fleet 
Street  tbiu  early,] 

'  [The  image  of  hie  lather.] 
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Has  oae  trick  of  his  eire,  lias  got  the  wench, 
Stol'n  your  rich  sister's  heir. 

Jus.  Tut.  Sommerfield's  heir  1 

0.  Small.  Has  done  the  deed,  has  pierc'd  the 
vessel's  head. 
And  knows  hy  this  the  vintage. 

Jus.  Tit.  When  should  this  be  I 

0.  Small.  As  I  ara  by  my  eounsei  well-informed. 
This  vet7  day. 

Jus.  Tut.  Tut,  it  cannot  be, 
Some  ten  miles  hence  1  saw  the  maid  last  night. 

0.  Small.  Maids  may  be  mnida  to-night,  and 
not  to-morrow, 
Women  are  free,  and  sell  their  maidenheads, 
As  men  sell  cloth  by  yard  and  handful ; 
But  if  you  chance  to  see  your  sister  widow, 
Comfort  her  tears,  and  say  her  daughter's  match'd 
With  one  that  has  a  knocker  to  his  father — 
An  honest,  noble  knight. 

Jus,  Tux.  Stand  close,  knight,  close. 
And  mark  this  captain's  humour.  His  name  is  Puff. 
He  dreams  as  he  walks,  and  thinks  no  woman 


JliiIo-  C.u'TAiN  Puff. 

Sees  him,  Imt  is  in  love  with  him. 

Puff.  'Twere  brave, 
If  some  great  lady  through  a  window  spied  me. 
And  straight  should  love  me.   Say,  she  should  send 
Five  thousand  pound  unto  ray  lodging, 
And  crave  my  company  1  with  that  money 
I  would  make  three  several  cloaks,  and  line  them 
With  black,  crimson,  and  tawny  three-pil'd  velvet ; 
I  would  eat  at  Chare's  ordinary,  and  dice 
At  Antony's  :  then  would  I  keep  my  whore 
In  heaten  velvet,  and  have  two  slaves  to  tend  her. 

0.  Small.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Puff.  What,  my  case  of  Justices  ) 
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What,  are  you  eavesdroiiping  I  or  do  you  tinnk 
Your  tawny  coats  with  greasy  facings  here 
Shall  carry  it  1     Sir  Oliver  Small- shanks, 
Enow  my  name  ia  Puff,  knight ;  thee  have  I  sought 
To  fright  tliee  from  thy  wits. 

Jus.  Tut.  Nay.  good  Sir  Puff, 
We  have  too  many  iua<Imi:^n  already, 

Pdff.  How  ?  I  tell  thee,  Justice  Tutchin.  not  all 
Thy  hailitfs,  serjeanta,  busy  constables, 
Defeasants,  warrants,  or  thy  mittimuses, 
Shall  save  his  throat  from  cutting,  if  he  presume 
To  woo  the  widow  yclipped  '  Tafiatn  : 
She  is  my  wife  by  oath.     Therefore,  take  lieed  ; 
Let  me  not  catch  thee  in  the  widow's  house  : 
If  I  ilo,  I'll  pick  thy  head  upon  my  sword, 
And  piss  in  thy  very  visnomy ;  beware,  beware  ! 
Come  there  no  more ;  a  captain's  word 
Flies  not  so  fierce  as  doth  his  fatal  swortl- 

[Erii  PUPT. 

0.  Shall.  How  like  you  thisl  shall  we  endure 
this  thunder, 
Or  go  no  further  1 

Joa.  Tut.  We  will  on,  Sir  Oliver, 
We  will  on  ;  let  me  alone  to  touch  him. 
I  wonder  how  my  spirit  did  forbear 
To  strike  him  on  the  face  :  had  this  been  spoke 
Within  my  liberties,  h'  had  died  for  it. 


lie-enttr  Capt.IIS  Pupr. 

O.  Su.ALL.  I  was  about  to  draw. 

Puff.  If  you  come  there. 
Thy  beard  shall  serve  to  stuff  those  hulls,  by  which 
I  get  me  heat  at  tennis. 

Jus.  Tut.  Is  he  gone?  [Sxtt  PuFF. 

I  would  he  durst  ha'  stood  to  this  a  while. 

>  •.(.,  Cilled. 
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Well,  I  shall  catcli  him  in  a  narrow  room, 
Where  neither  of  us  can  flinch :  if  I  do, 
I'll  make  him  dance  a  trenclunoor  ^  to  my  sword. 
Come,  I'll  along  with  you  to  the  widow. 
We  will  not  be  outbraved,  take  my  word, 
We'll  not  Ik-  wrong'd,  while  I  can  <iraw  a  sword. 
[Exeunt. 

Enter  Throat  aful  two  othtr  Gentleuen, 

Throat.  Let  the  coach  titay  at  Shoe  Lane  end ; 
be  reaily. 
Let  the  boot  stand  open  ;  and  when  she's  in, 
Hnrry  towards  Saint  Giles's  in  the  Fields, 
As  if  the  devil  himself  were  waggoner. 
Now  for  ail  arm  of  oak  and  lieart  of  st«&l, 
To  l>ear  away  the  wench,  to  get  a  wife, 
A  gentlewoman,  a  maid — nay,  which  ia  more, 
An  honest  maid  and,  which  ia  most  of  all, 

'  Tniuhmort  Tu  a  dsnce,  of  wLieh  (mj'b  Sir  John 
Hawkins,  in  tin  "History  of  Mueie,"  iv.  391)  "frequent 
mention  is  mads  by  our  old  ilmniatic  writera.  Thua,  in  the 
'  leliad  Prlnceeg' of  Bcaumoiit  and  Fletcher,  act  v.,  one  of 
the  Tawnemen  aaya — 

In  the  '  Table  Talk '  of  Seldcn,  title  Kiag  of  Ea^and,  is  the 
foltowinK  humorous  paaaagc  : — '  The  Court  of  Kngland  is 
much  altered.  At  a  solemn  dancing,  first,  jou  had  the 
gnvB  meaaurea,  then  the  cdrantoca  uod  the  galliarda,  and 
tbia  ia  kept  up  with  ceremoDy ;  at  length  lo  trtachmort  and 
the  caahion-dance :  and  then  all  the  company  dance,  lord 
and  Kfoom,  lady  and  kitchen-maid,  no  dialitictian.  So  in 
oar  Court  ....  in  King  Charles's  lime,  there  haa  been 
nothing  bat  trcachwire  and  the  cuah  ion -dance,  omnitua 
gatherum,  tolty  poUj,  hoite  cum  toitc.'  And  in  the  aomedy 
of  '  The  BehearBal.'  the  earth,  sun,  atid  moon  are  made  to 
dance  the  bey  to  the  tune  of  trenckmorc.  Prom  all  which 
it  may  ba  inferred  that  the  irCTcSraore  was  a  lively  more- 

The  trtnchmort  is  also   mentioned  in    Beaumont   and 
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A  rich  And  boneet  maid :  0  Jove  I  0  Jove ! 
For  a  man  to  wed  such  a  wife  as  this 
Is  to  dwell  in  the  suburbs  of  heaven. 

lar  Gemt.  Ib  she  bo  exquisite  1 

Theoat.  Sir,  she  U  rich, 
Aud  a  great  lieir. 

2d  Gent.  'Tis  the  more  dangerous. 

Throat.    Dangerous  ?    Lord !   where   be   those 
gallant  spirits  1 
Tlie  time  has  been,  wlien  scarce  au  honest  woman. 
Much  less  a,  wonch,  could  pass  an  inn-of-court. 
But  some  of  the  fry  would  have  been  doing 
With  her,    I  knew  the  day,  when  Shreds,  a  tailor. 
Coming  once  late  by  an  ij  in -of- chancery, 
Was  laid  along,  and  muffled  in  his  cloak. 
His  wife  took  in,  etitch'd-up,  tum'd  out  again. 
And  he  persuaded  all  was  but  in  jest. 
Tut,  those  brave  boys  are  gone  ;  these  which  are 

left 
Are  wary  lads,  live  poring  on  their  books, 
And  give  their  linen  to  their  laundresses; 
By  tMl  they  now  can  save  their  purses  :' 
I  knew,  when  everj'  gallant  hsd  his  man, 
But  now  a  twelvepenny  weekly  laundress 
Will  serve  the  turn  to  half  a  dozen  of  them. 


J-:i)fer  Dash. 

Here  comes  my  man ;  wliat  news! 

Dash.  As  you  would  wish ; 
The  Lady  Sommerfield  is  tome  to  town. 
Her  horses  yet  are  walking,  and  her  men  sa 
Her  only  daughter  is  conveyed  away — 
No  man  knows  how.     Now  to  it,  master  1 
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You  and  your  servant  Dasli  are  made  for  e 
If  you  but  stick  to  it  ooir. 

Throat.  GeuUemen, 
Now  show  yourselves  at  full,  and  not  a  man 
But  sharea  a  fortune  witb  me,  if  I  speed. 

i'nter  WlLLIAM  SMALL-SHANKS.   BoCTCHER,  ThO- 
HAS   SmALI^SHANKS,  FRANCES,  itfiJ  BeARD  leii/t 

1  ST  Gent.  Tut,  fear  not  us;  be  sure  you  run 
away, 
And  we'll  perform  the  quarrel. 

Throat.  Stand  close :  they  come. 

W.  Small.  Art  sure  he  will  be  iiere ! 

Fran,  Most  sure. 

W.  Small.  Bean!. 

Beard.  Sir. 

W,  Small.  Bear  up  the  ton'h,  ami  keep  your 
way  apace 
Directly  to  the  Savoy. 

T.  Small.  Have  you  a  licence  1 
Look  to  that,  brother,  before  you  marrj'. 
For  fear  the  itarson  lose  his  benefice. 

W.  Small.  Tut,  our  curate  craves  no  licence  ; 

His  living  came  to  him  by  a  miracle. 

Bout.  How  by  [a|  miracle  1 

W.  Small.   Wliy,  he  paid  nothing  for't : 
He  swears  that  few  be  free  from  simony, 
But  only  Welshmen,  and  those  he  saya,  too, 
Are  but  mountain  priests. 

Bout.  But  hang  him,  fool,  he  lies : 
What's  his  reason  1 

"W.  Small.  His  reason  ia  this  ; 
That  all  their  livings  are  so  rude  and  bore, 
That  not  a  man  will  venture  liia  damnation 
By  giving  money  for  them  :  he  does  protest,  i 
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There  is  but  two  jiair  of  hose  and  shoes 
In  all  his  parish. 

IST  Gent.  Hold  up  your  light,  sir. 
,    Beard.  .Shall  I  be  taught  how  to  advance  my 
torch  1 

W.  Small.  What's  the  matter,  lieutenant  I 

2d  Gent.  Your  lieutenant's  an  ass. 

Beard.  How,  an  aas  I  die,  men,  like  dogs ) ' 

[Jtra,vs. 

W,  Small  Hold,  gentlemen. 

Beard.  An  ass !  an  ass ! 

Throat.  Hold,  brother,  hold  !  Ueutenant. 
Put  up,  as  you  are  men ;  your  wife  la  gone. 

W.  Small.  Gonel 

Bout.  Gone. 

W.  Shall.  How  1  which  way  1  this  is  some  plot. 

T.  Smalt.  Down  toward  Fleet  Bridge. 

Am  Follow,  follow,  follow  : 

1st  Gent,  S"  has  the  wench :  let  us  pureue 
aloof,* 
Ami  see  the  event.     This  will  prove  good  mirtli. 
When  things  unshapM  shall  have  a  perfect  birth. 


i'n/fr  William  Small-shascSiBoutcher,  Thomas 
Small-suanks,  and  BeaJU),  their  »w>rdt  drawH. 

VT.  Shall.  Tis  a  thing  impossible  they  should 
be  gone 
Thus  far,  and  we  not  see  them. 
T.  Smau.  Upon  my  life. 


sso 
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They  went  in  by  the  Greyhound,  and  ao  struct 
Into  Bridewell. 

Bout.  What  should  she  make  there  f 

T.  Small.  Take  water  at  the  dock. 

Beaud.  Water  at  dock  ! 
A  fico  for  her  diwk  I  you'll  not  be  nil'd. 
You'll  etill  be  obstinate,  I'll  pawn  my  fate, 
She  took  along  Shoe  Lane,  and  so  went  home. 

W.  Small.  Home  1 

BEAitD.  Ay,  home  ;  how  could  she  dioose  but  go. 
Seeing  so  many  naked  tools  at  once 
Drawn  in  the  street  1 

T.  Shall.  What  scurvy  luck  was  this  1 

W.  Small,  Come,  we  will  find  her.  or  we'll  fire 
the  suburbs. 
Pnt  up  your  tools ;  let's  first  along  Shoe  Lane, 
Tlien  straight  up  Holborn  ;  if  we  find  her  not, 
AVe'U  thence  direct  to  Throat's ;  if  slie  lie  lost, 
I  am  undone,  and  all  your  hopes  are  cross'd. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  iilR  OLIVER  SMALL-SUANKS,  JUSTICE  TDT- 
CHIN,  MiSTBEMS  TaFFATA,  AdRUNA. 

0.  Small.  Widow,  I  must  be  short. 

Jus.  Tut.  Sir  Oliver. 
Will  you  shame  yourself,  ha  ?  you  must  be  short  I 
Why,  what  a  word  was  that  to  tell  a  widow  I 

0.  Small.  I  meant  I  must  be  brief. 

Jus.  Tut.  Wiy  say  so,  then, 
Yet  that's  almost  as  ill ;  go  to,  speak  on. 

O.  Small.  Widow,  I  must  be  brief:  what  old 
men  do, 
They  must  do  quickly, 

Taf.  Then,  goml  sir,  do  it ; 
Widows  are  seldom  slow  to  put  men  to  it. 

0.  Small.  And  old  men  know  their  cues :  my 
love,  vou  know. 


L 
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Hss  been  protest€d  long,  and  now  I  come 
To  make  my  latest  tender  ;  an  old-grown  oak 
Can  keep  you  from  the  rain,  and  stands  as  fair 
And  portly  as  the  best. 

Taf.  Yet  search  him  well, 
And  we  shall  find  no  pith  or  hearty  timber 
To  underlay  a  building.  [Atide. 

Jus.  Tut.  I  would  that  oak 
Had  been  a-fire ;  forward,  good  Sir  Oliver, 
Your  oak  is  nought :  stick  not  ton  much  to  that. 

0,  SmaIJ*  If  you  can  like,  you  shall  be  laayfied, 
Live  at  the  court,  and  soon  be  got  with  child. 
What,  do  you  think  we  old  men  can  do  notlungt 

Joa  Tut.  This  was  somewhat  like. 

0.  Small.  You  shall  have  jewels, 
A  baboon,  parrot,  and  aa  Iceland  >  dog, 
And  I  myself  to  bear  you  company. 
Your  jointure  is  five  hundred  pound  by  year, 


80  I  mimil  hB«  my  litUj  (uU  o(  IhM 

Utt  leiland  cur  nfiu«." 
Abraiiam  Fleming',  in  bU  trict  "Of  Englishe  Dogjfei,the 
diiersitics,  the  naana,  the  oalBreB,  and  the  proportiM,"  I67S, 
spcalu  of  the  introduction  of  Itelanii  liogi,  and  describeB 
tiiein.  "  Use  and  oDstome  hath  interlaincd  other  dogg«a  of 
an  outlnndigh  kinde,  but  a  feir,  and  the  uune  being  of  a 
pretty  bjgreMB,  I  mesne  /ir/anil  dagga,  curled  and  rongh 
ul  over,  which  by  rcuoa  of  the  length  of  their  hcnre,  make 
shove  neither  of  face  nor  of  bodj.  And  jet  these  cnirca, 
fotsootlie,  because  thev  arc  so  airaungc,  are  greatly  set  \iy, 
eeleemed,  taken  vp,  and  made  of,  many  times  in  the  roome 
of  the  Bpaniell,  gentle  or  comforter." — Collier.  [Sig.  F  4. 
Fleming's  book  is,  howerer,  only  a  tranBlatiun  from  Calua, 
"Dc  CanibuB  liritannieis."] 
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Besides  your  plate,  your  chains,  and  hoiuebold- 

stuff, 
WIi6n  envious  fate  shall  change  this  mortal  Ufei 

Taf.  But  shall  I  not  bo  overcloy'd  with  love  ? 
Will  you  not  lie  too  busy )  shall  I  keep 
My  diatiiber  by  the  mouth,  if  I  be  pleas'd 
To  take  physic,  to  send  for  visitants, 
Xo  have  my  maid  read  Amadis  de  Gaul 
Or  Donzel  del  PIkbIki  '  to  ine  ?  sliall  I  have 
A  coach  of  the  last  edition — 
The  coachman's  seat  a  good  way  from  the  coach. 
That,  if  some  other  ladies  and  myself 
Chance  to  talk  bawdy,  he  may  not  o'erfaear  usi 

0.  Small.  All  this,  and  more. 

Taf.  Shall  we  have  two  chambers  I 
And  will  you  not  presume  unto  my  bed. 
Till  I  sh^  call  you  by  my  waiting-maid  1 

0.  Small.  Not  I,  by  heaven  I 

Tax.  And  when  I  send  her, 
Will  you  not  entice  her  to  your  lust, 
Nor  tumble  her,  before  you  come  to  me  J 

Adri.  Nay,  let  him  do  his  worst,  make  your 
match  sure, 
And  fear  not  me ;  I  never  yet  liid  fear        [Aside. 
Anything  my  master  could  do  to  me.  [Knoet, 

Taf.  What  noise  is  that!  go,  see,  Adriana, 
And  bring  me  word  :  I  am  so  haunted 
With  3  swaggering  captain,  thiit  swears,  God  bles* 
us, 

Enltr  AdrUNA. 
Like  a  very  termagant ; ''  a  rascal  knave, 


>  Heroes  of  romance.       [Rj-  "Donsel  del  Pbmbo"JlhB 

WAy  inlDnds.  1  i^oncluile,  the  "Knigbl  of  Iho  tjan,"  oi    " 
"Mitror  Of  Knighthood."] 

•  Tamnyant  or  Tirmagant  hub.  ■«  Dr  Percy  obw 
a  Saracen  deitv.  Ter;r  cUmorous  and   violent  tn  the  old 
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That  «ays  be  will  kill  all  men  which  seek  to  wcJ 
me. 
Adri.  O  mistreBS !  Captain  PufT,  half-drunk,  is 

Coming  up-5tairs. 

0.  Small.  0  Go<l !  have  you  no  room 
Beyond  this  chamber  1  h'  has  sworn  to  kill  me. 
And  pies  in  my  very  vianomy. 

Taf.  What,  are  you  afraid.  Sir  OhverT 

0,  Small.  Not  afraid ; 
But  of  all  men  I  love  not  to  meddle  with  a  drunk 

ard  : 
Have  you  any  room  backwanls  1 

Taf.  None.  sir. 

Jus.  Tut.  Is  there  ne'er  a  trunk  or  cupboard 
for  him? 
Is  there  ne'er  a  hole  backwards  to  hide  him  in  T 

Capt.  Puff  [v-ithoiit],  I  must  apeak  with  her. 

O.  Small.  0  God  I  he  comes  I 

Adrl    Creep  under  my  mistress's  farthingale, 
knight. 
That's  the  beat  and  safest  place  in  the  chamber. 


moralilics.  He  ]*«  frequenti]'  nentianed  ind  slluded  («  in 
OUT  utoient  dnmu  and  poemt.  Bisbop  Hall'a  "Sftttteg" 
begin  tbiiH  — 

"  Nol  Iiulln'  witntOD  laie,  nor  nDd'riiiit  kDlght. 

Of  nightie  jrnAaunl  ■nd  grtU  Termataunt." 

Mr  Tyrwhill  *^J*,  the  cliaracter  ie  lo  be  met  vilh  in  an 
old  romuicc,  MSS.  Bod.  1624,  where  it  is  ootisUintl;  ipeli 
Tercagan.    (Sco  notes  to  Chmeer.  v.  13,741.) 

See  also  "  King  and  no  King,"  act  i<r.,  and  "  Rule  a  Wife 
uid  b»»«  a  Wife,"  act  t. 

Again.  Hnmlet  njt,  "  I  wonld  have  aach  a  fellow  whipl. 
for  o'erdoing  Trrmagaal." 

See  notea  on  ihia  passage,  edit.  1779;  alea  Warton'a 
OlmrvatioiiH  an  Sp«nier,  ii.  226;  [Biahop  I'ercj's  folio 
H3.,  ii.  167;   and  Narea.  1S60.  arts.  Termagant  and  Trl- 
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Jus.  Tot.  Ay,  there,  there — that  he  will  never 

mistrust. 
Adri.  Enter,  knight,  keep  cIobb;  gather  youi- 
selF 
Round  like  a  hedgehog;     stir  not,  whate'er  you 

hear 
See,  or  smell,  knight     God  bless  us !   here  be 
comes. 

£nter  Captais  Puff. 

Capt.  Puff.  Bleas  thee,  widow  and  wife. 

Taf.  Sir,  get  you  gone, 
Leave  my  house,  or  I  will  have  you  <^onjur'cl 
With  such  a  spell  you  never  yet  have  heard  of. 
Have  you  no  other  place  to  vent  your  froth 
But  in  my  house )  is  this  the  fittest  place 
Your  captainship  can  find  to  puff  in,  ha  t 

Capt.  Puff.  How  1  am  I  not  thy  spouse  7  didst 
thou  not  say 
These  arms  should  clip  •  thy  naked  body  fast 
Betwixt  two  linen  sheets,  and  be  sole  lord 
Of  all  thy  pewter-work  !     Thy  word  is  pass'd : 
And  know,  that  man  is  powder,  dust  and  earth. 
That  shall  once  dare  to  think  thee  for  his  wife  1 

Taf.  How  now,  you  slave )     One  call  the  con- 
stable. 

Capt.  Puff.   No  constable   with  all  his  hal- 
berdiers 
Dare  once  advance  Ids  head  or  ]]eep  up  Btairs, 
If  I  cry  but,  keep  down ;  have  I  not  Uv'd, 
And  march'd  on  sieged  walls, 
In  thunder,  lightning,  rain,  and  snow. 
And  eke  in  shot  of  powdered  balls, 
\\Tio9o  costly  marks  are  yet  to  show  1 

Taf.  Captain  Puff,  for  my  last  husband's  sake. 
With  whom  you  were  so  familiarly  acquainted. 
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I  am  content  to  wink  at  these  rude  tricks ; 
Bat  hence  !  trouble  me  no  more  ;  if  you  do, 
I  shall  lav  you  fast,  where  you  shall  see 
No  sun  or  moon. 

Capt,  Puff.  Nor  yet  the  northern  pole ! 
A  fico  for  the  sun  and  moon :  let  me  live  in  a  hole, 
So  these  two  stars  may  shine. 

Tap.  Sir,  get  you  gone, 
You  swaggering  cheating  TumbuU  Street^  rogue, 
Or  I  will  hale  you  to  the  common  gaol. 
Where  lice  shall  eat  you. 

Capt.  Prpp.  Go  to,  I  shall  spurn 
And  flesh  ^  your  petti(^oat. 

Tap.  Run  to  the  Counter, 
Fetch  me  a  reil-bearded  serjeant :  ^  I'll  make 
You,  captain,  think  the  devi]  of  hell  is  como 
To  fetch  you.  if  he  once  fasten  on  you. 

Capt.  Putp.  Damn  thee  and  thy  Serjeants,  thou 
mercer's  punk, 
Thus  will  I  kick  thee  and  thy  farthingales. 

[Kiuts  at  lier  pellKoat.] 

O.  Small.  Hold,  captain  ! 

Capt.  Puff,  What,  do  you  cast  your  whelps  t 
What,  have  I  found  you,  sir  J  have  not  1  plac'd 
My  sakers,  culverings,  demi-culverings, 
My  cannons,  demi-caunons,  basOiska, 
Upon  her  breach,  and  do  I  not  stand 
K«ady  with  my  pike  to  make  my  entry. 
And  are  you  come  to  man  her  1 

0.  Small.  Good  captain,  hold. 

Capt.  Puff.  Are  not  her  bulwarks,  parapets, 
trenches. 
Scarps,  counter-scarps.'*  fortifications. 


'  [A  loulitj  notoriouB  for  bod  characters.] 
>  (Pierce  it  with  my  sword.     Edits.,  iIom/i,] 
'  See  note  lo  '  ■  The  SpsnUli  Tr:iged  j,"  [v.  121.] 
«  [Edite..  ,car/,.  counCrr-.rar/., ] 
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Curtains,  shadows,  mines,  coiiiitfr-inineB, 
Kampiers,'  forts,  ditches,  works,  water-works. 
And  is  not  her  half-moon  mine  1  and  do  you  hriag 
A  rescue,  goodman  knight  I 
Tat.  CaU  up  mj-  men. 


£nter  0.  SMALL, 


It'/  (I 


r  ihret  olfiti'i  with  d-ubt. 


Where  he  these  knaves  1   have   they  no  ears  or 

hearts  J 
Bear  heni;e  this  rascal ;  some  other  fetch  a  warraut : 
I'll  teach  him  to  know  himself. 
Jira.  Tut.  Down  with  the  slave. 
0.  Small.  'Tis  not  your  beard  shall  carry  it  ; 

down  with  the  rogue. 
Capt.  Puff.  Not  Hercules  'gainst  twenty, 

[Exit  VxtT. 
Jus.  Tut.  Ah,  sirrah  ! 
I  knew  *  my  hands  no  longer  couM  forbear  luin  ; 
Why  did  you  not  strike  the  knave,  Sir  Oliver  I 
O.  Small.  Why,  so  I  did. 
Jus,  Tirr.  But  then  it  was  too  lat«. 
0.  Small.  What  would  you  have  me  do,  wlieti 
I  was  down, 
And  he  stood  thundering  with  his  weapon  drawn. 

Enter  Adrian'A, 

Eeody  to  cut  my  throat  J 

ASRL  The  rogue  is  gone. 
And  here's  one  from  the  lady  Sommerfield, 
To  intreat  you  come  with  all  the  speed  you  can 
To  Saint  John's  Street. 

Jus.  Tut.  Which  I  will  do. 


'  FltBinpartii.     A  common  fono  ] 
*  Before  printed  hnov?,  Kdhsrin^  to 
oflOSe,— (.■ciJtVf. 
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Tap.  Gentlemen, 

I  am  aorry  you  should  be  thus  disturb'd 
Within  my  house ;  but  uow  all  fear  ia  pass'd, 
You  are  most  welcome  :  supper  ended, 
I'll  give  a  gracious  answer  to  your  suit ; 
Meanwhile,  let  nought  iliamay  or  keep  you  mute. 
[ExU. 

Enter  TuROAT,  Frances,  and  Dash. 

Throat.    Pay  the   coachman,  Dash,  pay  him 

And  thank  liira  for  his  speed.     Now  Viiral  Rex, 
The  knot  is  knit,  whit'h  not  the  law  itself, 
With  all  his  liydra-heada  an<l  strongest  nerves, 
la  able  to  disjoin  :  uow  let  him  hang, 
Fret  out  his  gut«,  and  swear  the  stars  from  heaven — 
He  never  shall  enjoy  you  ;  you  shall  be  rich. 
Your  lady-mother  this  day  came  to  town 
In  your  pursuit :  we  will  but  shift  some  rags, 
And  straight  go  take  her  blessing. 

Fran.  That  must  not  be  ; 
Fiimish  me  with  jewels,  and  then  myself. 
Attended  by  your  man  and  honest  Beard, 
Will  thither  first,  and  with  my  lady-mother 
Crave  a  peace  for  you. 

Throat.  I  like  that  well ; 
Her  anger  somewhat  calm'd,  I  brisk  and  Une, 
Some  half  hour  after  will  present  myself 
As  son-in-law  unto  her,  which  she  must  needs 
Accept  with  gracious  looks, 

Fkan.  Ay,  when  sliu  knows 
Before  by  me,  from  what  an  eminent  plague 
Your  wisdom  has  preserv'd  me. 

Throat.  Ay,  that,  that— 
That  will  strike  it  dead.     But,  here  comes  Beard. 
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Beabd.  What,  are  you  sure  I  tied  fast  by  heart 

and  hand  1 
Thkoat,  I  now  do  call  her  wife,  she  now  Ls 

Seal'd  and  deliver'd  by  mi  honest  priest 
At  Saint  Giles's  in  the  Fields. 

Beard.  God  give  you  joy,  sir. 

Throat.  But  where'e  mad  Small-shanks  1 

Bkahd.  0,  hard  at  hand. 
And  almost  mad  with  loss  of  his  fair  bride  ; 
Let  not  my  lovely  mistress  be  seen  ; 
And  aee,  if  you  can  draw  him  to  compound 
For  all  his  title  to  her :  I  ha\^  serjeanta, 
Eeady  to  do  the  feat,  when  time  shall  serve. 

Throat.  Stand  you  aside,  dear  love ; '  nay,  I 
will  firk 
My  silly  novice,  as  he  was  never  firk'd. 
Since  midwives  bound  his  noddle ;  here  they  come. 

Enter  WILLIAM  Smai.I^SEANKs,  Thomas  Smali^ 

SHANKS,  and  BOUTGHER. 

W.  Small.  0  Master  Tliroat,  unless  you  speak 
good  news. 
My  hopes  are  cross'd,  and  I  undone  for  ever  ! 

Throat.  I  never  thought  you'd  come  to  other 
end; 
Vour  courses  have  been  always  so  profane, 
£xtravagant  and  base. 

W.  Small.  Nay,  good  sir,  hear : 
Did  not  my  love  return  1  came  she  not  hither  J 
For  Jove's  love,  speak. 

'  To  FranoeB,  viho  probably  places  herself  oQl  of  view,  or 
pcrhftpi  makes  her  exil,  irhich,  however,  is  not  mukcd. — 
VeUier. 
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Throat,  bir,  will  you  get  you  gone, 
And  seek  your  love  elsewhere  1  for  know,  my  bouse 
Is  not  to  entertain  such  customers 
Ab  you  and  your  comrades. 

W.  SUALL.  Ib  the  man  mad 
OrdrunkI  Why,  Master  Throat,  know  you  to  whom 
You  talk  so  saucily  1 

Throat.  Why,  unto  you 
And  to  your  brother  ymall-sbanks ;  will  you  be 

Bout.  Nay,  good  sir,  hold  ua  not  in  this  sus- 
pense; 
Answer  directly :  came  not  the  virgin  hither  1 
Throat.  Will  you  be  gone  directly  J  are  you 
mad? 
Come  you  to  seek  a  virgin  in  Ram- Alley, 
So  near  an  inn-of-court,  and  amongst  cooks. 
Ale-men,  and  laundresses  1  why,  are  you  fools  I 
W.  Small.  Sir,  leave  this  firk  of  law,  or,  by  this 
light, 
m  give  your  throat  a  slit.     Came  she  not  liitherl 
Answer  to  that  point 

Throat.  What,  have  you  lost  her  I 
Come,  do  not  gull  your  friends. 

W.  Small.  By  heaven,  she's  gone. 
Unless  she  be  retum'd  since  we  last  left  you. 
Throat.  Nay,  then,  I  cry  you  mercy  j  she  came 
not  hither, 
As  I  am  an  honest  man  :  is't  possible, 
A  maid  so  lovely  fair,  so  well-demean'd. 
Should  be  took  from  you  1  what,  yon  three — 
So  young,  so  brave,  and  valiant  gentlemen — 
Sure,  it  cannot  be  I 
T.  Small.  Afore  God,  'tis  true. 
W.  Small.  To  our  perpetual  shame,  'tis  now 

too  true. 
Throat.    Is  site  not  left  behind  you  in  the 
tavern  I 
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Are  you  sure  yoii  brought  her  out  (   were  you  not 

drunk. 
And  BO  forgot  hert 

W.  Small.  A  pox  on  ali  suuli  luok  I 
I  will  find  her,  or,  by  this  good  light, 
I'll  fire  all  the  city.     Gome,  let's  go : 
Whoever  has  her  shall  not  long  enjoy  her, 
I'll  prove  a  contract :  let  Ub  walk  the  round. 
I'll  have  her,  if  she  keep  above  the  ground,  [£xU. 

Throat.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  he  makes  me  sport,  i'  faith. 
The  gull  is  mad,  atark-matl.   Dash,  draw  the  bond, 
And  a  release  of  all  his  interest 
In  this  my  loved  wife, 

Beabd.  Ay,  be  sure  of  that. 
For  I  have  certain  gobUua  in  buffjerkina' 

Ee-eiUer  WuxUM  SMALUsirANKs  vilh  the 
SerjtanU. 

Lie  in  ambuscado  for  him. 

Officer.  I  arrest  yon,  air. 

W.  Small.  Keaeue !  rescue  I 

TuROAT.  O,  he  is  caught. 

W.  Small.  I'll  give  you  bail : 
Hang  off,  honest  cntchpoles.    Master  Throat,  good, 

wise. 
Learned  and  honest  Master  Throat,  now,  now — 
Now  or  never,  help  me. 

Throat.  What's  the  matter  1 

W.  Small.  Here  are  two  retainers,  hangersnin, 

Which  will  consume  more  than  ten  liveries  ; 
If  by  your  means  they  be  not  straight  shook  off — 
I  am  arrested. 
Throat.  Arrested !  wbaf  b  the  sum  I 


>  The  Attn  of  tbe  serjeanU  at  ihat  time. 


I 
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W.  Small.  But  thirteen  iiouuds,  due  to  Beard 
the  butler  : 
Do  1>ut  bail  me,  and  I  will  save  you  harmless. 
Throat.   Why,  here's  the  end'of  it ' :  I  kiiow  the 

If  you  be  bail'd  by  me,  the  debt  is  mine, 
Which  I  will  undertake 

W.  Small.  La*  there,  rogues : 
Foot !  I  kuew  he  would  not  let  me  want 
For  thirteen  pounds. 

Throat.  Provided  you  seal  a  releawe 
Of  ftll  your  claim  to  Mistress  SommerGeld. 

W.  Small.  Serjeants,  do  your  kind  :  hale  me  to 
the  hole. 
Seal  a,  release )  serjeiuits,  come  :  to  prison  ! 
Seal  a  release  for  Mistrv ss  Sommerfield  T 
First  I  will  stink  in  jail,  be  eat  with  lice, 
Endure  an  object  worse  than  the  devil  himself. 
And  that's  ten  serjeants  peeping  through  the  grates 
Upon  my  lousy  linen.     Oome  to  jail : 
Foot,  a  release  ! 

T.  Shall.  There's  no  conscience  in  it. 

BiiDT,  'Tis  a  demand  uncharitable. 

Throat.  Nay,  choose. 

Kritrr  Fkancks. 

Fran.  I  can  hold  no  longer  ;  impudent  man— 
W.  SuALL.  My  wife  !   foot !   my  wife !   let  me 

go,  Serjeants. 
Fbam.  0  thou  perfidious  man !  dar'st  thou  pre- 
en me 
To  call  her  wife,  whom  thou  so  much  hast  wrong'd  1 
What  conquest  hast  thou  got  to  wrong  a  maid, 
A  silly  harmless  maid  1  wbat  glory  ia't. 
That  thou  hast  thus  deceived  a  simple  virgin, 


'  [Edit! 
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And  brought  her  from  lier  friends  I   what  honour 

For  thee  to  make  tlie  butler  lose  liis  office. 
And  run  away  with  thee  !   Your  tricks  are  known  ; 
Didst  thou  not  swear  thou  ahouldst  be  baronis'd  t 
And  hadst  both  lands  and  fortunes,  both  which 
thou  want'fit  ? 

W.  Small.  Foot,  that's  not  my  fault ;  I  would 
have  lands, 
If  I  could  get  'em. 

Fran.  I  know  your  tricks; 
And  know  I  now  am  wife  unto  this  man. 

Omnes.  Howl 

Throat.  I  thank  her,  sir,  she  baa  now  vouchBaf  d 
To  cast  lierself  on  me. 

Fran.  Therefore  subscribe; 
Take  somewhat  of  hini  for  a  full  release. 
And  pray  to  God  to  make  you  an  honest  man  : 
If  not,  I  do  protest  by  eaith  and  heaven, 
Although  I  starve,  thou  never  shalt  enjoy  me. 

Beard.  Her  vow  is  jjasa'd,  nor  will  she  break 
her  word ; 
Look  to  it,  micher. 

Fran,  I  hope  he  will  compound. 

W,  Small.   Foot,  shall  I  give  two  thousand 
pounds  a  year 
For  nothing  ? 

T.  Small.  Brother,  come :  be  nil'd  by  me. 
Better  to  take  a.  little  than  losu  all. 

Boui.  You  see  she's  resolute;  y'had  best  com- 
pound. 

W.  Sualu  I'll  first  be  damn'd,  ere  I  will  lose 
my  right. 
Unless  he  give  me  up  my  forfeit  mortgage, 
And  bail  me  of  this  action. 

Fean.  Sir,  you  may  choose  : 
What  is  the  mortgage  worth? 

W.  SiiLUJ,.  Let's  liave  no  whispering. 
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Throat.  Some  forty  pounds  a  year. 

Fran.  Do  it,  do  it. 
Come,  you  shall  do  it,  we  will  be  rid  of  him 
At  any  rate. 

Throat.  Dash,  go  fetch  his  mortgage. 

[JCxit  Dash. 
^o  that  your  friends  be  bound,  you  shall  not  claim 
Title,  right,  possession,  in  part  or  whole, 
In  time  to  come,  in  this  my  loved  wife  : 
I  will  restore  the  mortgage,  pay  this  debt. 
And  set  you  free. 

W.  Small.  They  shall  not 

Bout.  We  wilt. 
Come,  draw  the  bonds,  and  we  will  soon  subscribe 
them. 

Enter  DasH. 

Throat.  They'reready-dmwii;  here's  Ms  release: 
Seneantfl,  let  him  go. 
Dash.  Here's  the  mortage,  sir. 
Vi'.  Small,  Waa  ever  man  thus  cheated  of  a 

Is  this  my  mortgage  ( 

Throat.  The  very  same,  sir. 

W.  Small.  Well,  I  will  subscribe,     God  give 
you  joy, 
Although  I  have  but  little  cause  to  wish  it, 
My  heart  will  scarce  consent  unto  my  hand. 
'Tia  done. 

Throat.  You  give  this  as  your  deed  1 

Omnes.  We  do. 

Throat.  Certify  them,  Dash. 

W.  Small.  What !  am  I  free  T 

Throat.  You  are  :  Serjeants,  I  discharge  you. 
There's  your  fees. 

Beard.  Not  so;  I  must  liave  money. 

Throat.  I'll  puss  my  word. 


asi 
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Beard.  Foutrt  I  words  are  wind  ; 
I  say,  I  mufct  have  money. 

Throat.  How  much,  bit  i 

Beard.  Three  pounds  in  hand,  and  all  the  rest 
to-morrow. 

Throat.  There's  your  sum.     Now,   officers,   be 
gone. 
Each  take  his  w&y ;  I  must  to  Saint  John's  Street, 
And  see  my  lady-mother:  she's  now  in  town, 
And  we  to  her  shall  straight  present  our  duties. 

T.  Small.  0  Jove  iBhall  welosetiie  wpnch  thasJ 

W.  Small.  Even  thus. 
Throat,  farewell :  since  'tis  thy  hick  to  have  hep, 
1  still  shall  pray  you  long  may  live  together. 
Kow  each  to  his  affairs, 

Throat.  Good  night  to  aiL 

\Extxmt  W.  S,,  T.  S.,  and  BoUT. 
Dear  wife,  step  in.     Beartl  and  Dash,  come  hither : 
Here  take  this  money  :  go  borrow  jewels 
Of  the  next  gohlsmith :    Beard,  take  thou  tliesd 

hooks, 
(5o  both  to  the  Inoker'a  in  Fitter  Lane, 
Lay  them  in  pawn  for  a  velvet  jerkin 
And  a  doable  ruff:  tell  him,  he  ahall  have 
As  much  for  a  loan  to-night,  as  I  do  give 
Usury  for  a  whole  circuit ;  which  done, 
You  two  shall  man  her  to  her  mother'a  :  go. 

\EKmnt  Beard  and  Dash. 
My  fate  looks  big  !  methiuks  I  see  already 
Nineteen  gold  choins,  seventeen  gi'eat  beards,  atid 

ten 
Reverend  bald  heads,  proclaim  my  way  before  me. 
My  coach  shall  now  go  prancing  through  Cheap- 
side, 
And  not  be  forc'd  to  hurry  tJirough  the  streets 
For  fear  of  serjeants  ;  nor  shall  1  need  to  try, 
Whether  my  well-grass'd  tumbling  foot-cloth  nag 
Be  able  to  outrun  a  weli-breath'd  catch-pole. 
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1  now  in  pomp  will  ride,  for  'tis  most  fit. 

He  should  liave  Btate,  that  riseth  by  his  wit.  [£ri(. 


I 
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SnCfr  yiK  Oliver,  Justice  Tutchin,  Tafpata, 
and  Abriama. 

Oliver,  Good  meat  the  belly  fills,  good  wine 
the  brain ; 
Women  please  men,  men  pleaaurti  tbem  again  : 
Ka  me,  ka  thee  :  one  thing  mnel  rub  another  ; 
English  love  Scots,  Welshmen  love  each  other. 

Jus.  Ttrr.  You  say  very  right.  Sir  Oliver,  very 
right; 
1  have't  in  my  noddle,  1'  faith.    That's  all  the  fault 
Old  justices  have  ;  when  they  arc  at  feasts, 
They  will  bib^  hard ;  they  will  be  fine  sunburnt. 
Sufficient  fox'd  or  columber'd,  now  and  then. 
Now  could  I  sit  in  roy  chair  at  home,  and  nod 
A  drunkard  to  the  stocks  by  virtue  of 
The  last  statute  rarely.' 

Taf,  Sir,  you  are  merry. 

JU8.  Tut.  I  am  indeed. 

Taf.  Your  supper,  sir,  was  light ; 
But  I  hope  you  think  you're  welcome. 

Jus.  Tut,  I  do. 
A  light  supper,  quoth  you  !  pray  God  it  be, 
Pray  God  I  carry  it  cleanly,  I  am  sure  it  lies 
As  heavy  in  my  belly  as  molt  lead ; 
Yet  I'll  go  see  my  sister  Sommerfield. 

'  Tbcao  are  cmt  pbnuea  for  being  In  taxi  cited, 
*  The  Btiiute  here  referred  to  is  the  4tb  uf  Jamci  the 
First,  1806,  which  direeU  that  any  persona  convicted  of  being 
diunk  Bhall  pay  fire  diiJUngi,  or  be  ael  in  the  atooka  during 
the  apace  of  aii  baura  for  the  first  ollenee;  and  for  the 
■econd  be  bound  in  a  reeognizancc  for  liia  jtood  behaviour. 
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Oliver.  So  late,  good  Justice  J 

Jus.  Tut.  Aye,  even  so  late. 
Night  is  the  mother  of  wit,  as  you  may  eee 
By  poets  or  rather  conatablea 
In  tiieir  examinations  at  miiloight. 
Well  lie  together  without  marrying, 
Save  tlie  curate's  fees '  and  the  parish  a  labour ; 
'Tis  a  thriving  course. 

Oliver.  That  may  not  be, 
For  excommunications  then  will  flee. 

Jus.  Tut.  That's  true,  they  fly  indeed  like  wild 

In  flocks,  one  in  the  breech  of  another  ; 
But  the  best  is,  a  small  matter  stays  them. 
And  so  farewell. 

Oliver.  Farewell,  good  Justice  Tutchin, 

[Exit  Justice  Tutchin. 
Alas,  good  gentleman,  hia  brains  are  crazed, 
But  let  that  pass.     Speak,  widow,  is*t  a  matcht 
Shall  we  clap  it  up  1 

Adri.  Nay,  if 't  come  to  clapping. 
Good  night,  i'  faith.    Mistress,  look  before  you. 
There's  nothing  more  dangerous  to  maid  or  widow 
Than  sudden  clappings-up ;  nothing  hath  spoiled 
So  many  proper  ladies  as  clappinga-up. 
Your  filuttle-cock,  striding  from  tables  to  ground. 
Only  to  try  the  strength  of  the  back : 
Your  riding  a  hunting — ay,  though  they  fall 
With  their  heels  upward,  and  lay  as  if 
They  were  taking  the  height  of  some  high  star 
With  a  cross-staff ;  no,  nor  your  iumblings 
In  horselitters,  coaches  or  caroucLes,' 
Have  spoiled  ao  many  women  as  clappings-np. 


'  Tlie  word  fiu  ifia  till  nov  accidenlally  otnitud,  tUough 
inBerl«il  in  both  the  old  copies. — Collar. 

'  These  naroBs,  which  nre  genariiDj  coosiilered  u  anony- 
mous, appear  from  this  passage  to  si^ify  difl'erent  kinds  of 
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OUVBB.  Why,  then,  we'll  chop  it  up. 

Taf.  That's  not  allowed, 
Unless  you  were  eon  to  a  Welsh  curate. 
But  faitii,  «ir  knight,  I  have  n  kind  of  itvhing 
To  be  a  lady ;  that,  I  can  tell  you,  wooes, 
And  can  persuade  with  better  rhetoric 
Than  oatbs,  wit,  wealth,  valour,  lands,  or  person  : 
I  have  some  debts  at  Court,  and,  marrying  you, 
I  hojje  the  courtiers  will  not  stick  to  jwiy  me. 

Oliver.  Never  fear  tliy  payment.     This  I  will 
say 
For  courtiers,  they'll  be  sure  to  pay  each  other, 
Howe'er  they  deal  with  citizens. 

T\F.  Then  here's  my  hand  ; 
I  am  your  wife,  condition  we  lie  joined 
Before  to-morrow's  eun. 

Oliver.  Nay,  even  to-night. 


Tehictcs,  or  different  siia  of  the  same.  About  this  tima 
tlie;  were  come  into  general  use.  Dr  Perej,  in  liia  Soteg 
to  tlie  "  KorthumberUiid  Household  Btrok."  p.  HB,  Myi, 
from  Anderaon'e  "  Origin  of  Conmeree."  that  coftehea  vera 
inlrodueed  into  England  by  Fitl-Alan,  Enil  of  Arundel,  a.d. 
ISSD  ;  but  from  tbe  following  pausge  in  iLe  works  of  Tajrlor 
tbe  Water-Poet,  1830,  p.  2*0,  they  appear  to  have  been  uaed 
Eome  jeara  earlier  :— "  For  iu  tbe  }cere  1664,  one  Williani 
ISoonen,  a  Dutchman,  brought  Gist  the  use  <if  eoaches  htth«r, 
aiid  the  said  Boonen  was  Qaeene  -filitabeth'a  coachman  ;  for 
indeede  a  coach  w'sa  a  (trangc  tuDnater  in  tboao  daya,  and 
the  ijlght  of  them  put  both  liame  and  man  into  amazement : 
some  Baid  it  waa  a  great  erabahell  brought  out  of  China,  and 
Eome  imaEin'd  it  to  be  one  of  the  pagan  templea,  ia  which 
Ihc  cannibila  adored  the  divetl :  but  at  lost  thoao  douhta 
were  cleared,  and  coach-making  became  a  substantial  trade  ; 
BO  that  now  ail  tbe  world  muy  nee  they  are  an  common  aa 
n'horCB,  and  may  be  hired  an  caaie  u  k'nighta  of  tho  post. " 
Dr  Percy  ohaervca,  Ibcy  wore  finit  drawn  with  two  horses, 
and  that  it  waa  tbe  farourite  Buckingham  who,  about  1610, 
bepan  to  draw  with  six  horses  which,  Wiison  tells  ue  ("  Life 
of  King  James,"  IfiBS,  foi.  p.  I30J,  "waa  wondered  at  then 
aa  a  noreliy,  and  imputed  to  him  as  a  mustering  pride," 
About  the  same  time,  he  introduced  sedaiL  cliairs. 
VOL.  X.  Y 
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So  you  be  pleas'd.     With  little  waming,  widow. 

We  old  men  can  be  ready,  and  thou  shalt  see, 

Before  the  time  that  chanticleer 

Shall  call,  and  tell  the  day  is  near : 

When  wenchea,  lying  on  their  backs, 

Receive  with  joy  their  love-«toI'n  amacks ; 

When  maids,  awak'd  from  their  first  sleep, 

Deceiv'd  with  dreams,  begin  to  weep, 

And  think,  if  dreams  sucli  pleasure  know, 

What  sport  the  substance  them  would  show ; 

When  a  lady  'gins'  white  limbs  to  spread, 

Her  love  but  new-stol'ii  to  her  bed. 

His  cotton  shoes  yet  scarce  put  off, 

And  dares  not  laugh,  speak,  sneeze,  or  cough  ; 

When  precise  dames  begin  to  thinJc, 

Why  their  gross  louring''  husbands  stiuk ; 

What  pleasure  'twere  then  to  enjoy, 

A  nimble  vicar  or  a  boy ; 

Before  this  time  thou  sbalt  behold 

Me  quaffing  out  our  bridal  bowl," 

Adrl  Then,  belike,  before  the  morning  sun 
You  will  be  coupled  t 

Taf.  Yes,  faith,  Adriana. 

Adhl  Well,  I  will  look  you  shall  have  a  clean 
smock, 
Provided  that  yon  pay  the  fee.  Sir  Oliver. 
Since  my  mistress,  sir,  will  be  a  lady, 
I'll  lose  no  fees  due  to  the  waiting-maid. 

Oliver.  Why,  is  there  a  fee  belonging  to  itt 

Adri.  a  knight,  and  never  heard  of  smock-fees  t 


which  JB  perhapa  right. — CW/i'rr. 

'  Bridul  hail  in  th«  retulin)c  of  1611,  anil  n 
bawl,  as  Sir  RiioJ  tive  It. — CiAlitr. 
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I  would  I  had  the  monopoly  of  them, 
So  there  were  no  impost  get  upon  them. 

Enter  WlIO-IAM  SMALI^SHANKS. 

Oliver.  ^Vhom  have  we  here  1  what,  my  mad- 
headed  son ; 
What  makes  he  here  so  late  1    Say  I  am  gone ; 
And  I  the  whilst  will  atep  heh!nd  the  hangings. 

W.    StULL.    God   bless  tliee,  parcel  of  man's 
flesh. 

Taf.  How,  sir ) 

W.  Shall.  Why,  parcel  of  man's  flesh  !  art,  not 
a  womaa  % 
But,  widow,  where's  the  old  stinkard  my  father! 
They  Bay,  widow,  you  dance  altogether 
After  hia  pipe. 

Taf.  What  then  % 

W.  Small.  Th'  art  a  fool, 
ril  assure  thee  there's  no  music  in  it. 

Taf.  Can  you  play  better  J 

W.  SuALL.  Better,  widow ) 
Blood,  dost  think  I  have  not  leanit  my  prick-songl 
What,  not  the  court  prick-song)     One  up  and 

another  down : 
Why,  I  havet  to  a  hair ;  by  this  light, 
I  hope  thou  loveat  him  not 

Taf.  I'll  marry  him,  sir. 

W,  Small.  How  1  marry  him !  foot,  art  mad, 
widow? 
Woo't  marry  an  old  crazed  man 
With  meagre  looks,  with  visage  wan. 
With  little  legs  and  crinkled  Uiighs, 
With  chap-faU'n  gums  and  deep-sunk  eyes  1 
Why,  a  dog,  seiz'd  on  ten  days  by  death. 
Stinks  not  so  loathsome  as  his  breath ; 
Xor  can  a  city  common  jakes. 
Which  all  mens'  breeches  undertakes, 
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Yield  fasting  stoniaclia  euch  a  savour, 
As  doth  his  breath  aud  ugly  favour. 

Oliver.  Rogae  !  [Aeide. 

Adrl  That's  all  one,  sir ;  she  means  to  be  a  lady. 

W.  SuALL.  Does  she  bo?  and  thou  must  be  her 
waiting-woman  1 
F^th,  thou  wilt  make  a  fine  dainty  creature, 
To  sit  at  a  chamber-door,  and  look  fleas 
In  my  lady's  dog,  while  she  is  shewing 
Some  slippery-breech' d  courtier  rare  faces 
In.  a  bay  '-window.     Foot,  widow, 
Marry  me — a  young  and  complete  gallant. 

Taf.  How  a  complete  ^lantl  what!  a  fellow 
With  a  hat  tiick'd  up  behmd,  and,  what  we  use 
About  our  hips  to  keep  our  coats  from  dabbling, 
He  wears  about  his  neck — a  farthingale  ! 
A  standing  coJlai  to  keep  his  neat  band  clean, 
The  whilst  his  shirt  doth  stink,  and  is  more  foul 
Than  an  inn-of-chancery  table-cloth  : 
His  breeches  must  be  plaited,  as  if  he  had 
Some  thirty  pockets.when  one  poor  half-penny  purse 
Will  carry  all  liis  treasure ;  his  knees  tUl  points, 
As.if  his  legs  and  hams  were  tied  together ; 
A  fellow  that  has  no  inside,  but  prates 
By  rote,  as  players  and  parrots  use  to  do, 
AJid,  to  define  a  complete  gallant  right, 
A  mercer  form'd  him,  a  tailor  makes  h^i, 
A  player  gives  him  spirit. 

W.  Small.  Why,  bo  in  my  conscience  Ui  te  a 
countess 
Thon  wouldst  marry  a  hedge-hog  :  I  must  confess, 
Tis  state  to  have  a  coxcomb  kiss  your  hands. 
While  yet  the  chamber-lie  ^  is  scarce  wip'd  off; 

1  [Edits.,  iji.] 

»  [Lie  is  «rici]j  a  miiture  of  rater  and  alkuline  tail;  aee 
the  "Morie  Ts1e«  of  Skdtoa,"  No.  2  (Old  Engliib  Jest- 
Booki  ii.  fl).  But  bere  it  eigniSce  the  water  of  thcpttde 
chamhrt.] 
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To  have  au  upright  nshur  march  before  you 
Bore-heiuled  in  a  tuftulala  jerkin, 
Made  of  your  old  cast  gown,  shows  passing  well, 
But  when  you  feel  your  husband's  pulse,  that's 

heU; 
Then  you  fly  out,  and  bid  strait  smocks  farewell. 

Taf.  I  hope,  sir,  whate'er  our  husbands  be, 
We  may  be  honest. 

W,  Small.  May  be  !  may,  y'  are : 
Women  and  honesty  are  so  near  allied, 
As  parsons'  lives  are  to  their  doctrines — 
One  and  the  same.     But,  widow,  now  be  rul'd ; 
I  hope  the  heavens  will  give  thee  better  grace 
Than  to  accept  the  father,  and  I  yet  hve 
To  be  bestowed:  if  you  wed  the  stinkard, 
You  shall  find  the  tale  of  Tantalus 
To  be  no  fable,  widow. 

Oliver.  How  I  sweat  I  [Aiide. 

I  can  hold  no  longer.  [Conua  out]  Degenerate  bas- 
tard! 
I  here  disclaim  thee,  cashier  thee ;  nay,  more, 
I  disinherit  thee  both  of  my  love 
And  living  :  get  tliee  a  grey  cloak  and  hat, 
And  walk  in  Paul's  >  among  thy  cashier'd  mates 
As  melancholy  as  the  best. 

Taf.  Come  not  near  me. 
I  forbid  thee  my  house,  my  out-houses. 
My  garden,  orchard,  and  my  back-side;^  ' 

Thon  shalt  not  harbour  near  me. 

[Ejfewit  TaffaTA  and  AotUANA. 

Oliver.  Nay,  to  thy  grief 

'  8t  Paul's  Cntheiiral,  which  si  Ihis  period  nai  open  all 
daj,  and  the  regorC  ol  all  th«  idle,  prafligate,  or  qeccaaitoui 
people  in  town. 

Bl shop  Carleton  tells  us  ("Thankful  Delimanoe,"  ISSs, 

S,  101),  that  BabingtoD'i  and  Ballard's  CoDspiracy  via  "oon- 
wred  upon  in  Paul's  Church."— Gi/cAriw. 
*  (Ikok-yard.] 
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Know,  varlet,  I  will  be  wed  this  morning. 
Thou  Bhalt  not  be  there,  nor  once  be  grac'd 
With  a  piece  of  rosemary.'     I "  casliier  ihee. 
Do  not  reply :  I  will  not  stay  to  hear  thee. 

\£rii  Siu  Oliver. 
W.  Small.  Now  may  I  go  put  me  on  a  clean 
shirt, 
And  hang  myself.    Foot,  who  would  liave  tliotight 
The  fox  had  earth'd  so  near  me ;  what's  to  be  donel 
What  miracle  shall  I  now  undertake 
To  win  respective'  grace  with  God  and  men) 
What,  if  I  tum'd  courtier  and  liv'd  honest  1 
Sure,  that  wuuld  do :  I  dare  not  walk  the  streets, 
For  I  <lwindle  at  a  Serjeant  in  buff 
Almost  as  much  as  a  new  plnyer  does 
At  a  plague-bill  certified  forty.* 
Well,  I  like  this  widow ;  a  lusty  plump  drab : 
Has  substance  both  in  breech  and  purse, 
And  pity  and  sin  tt  were  she  should  be  wed 
To  a  furr'd  cloak  and  a  night-cap.     I'll  have  her : 
This  widow  I  will  have  :  her  money 
Shall  pay  my  debts,  and  set  niri  up  again. 
Tis  here,  'tis  almost  forg'd,  which  if  it  take, 
The  world  shall  praise  mv  wit,  admire  my  fate. 

[Emt, 

'  See  ["  Popular  Antiquitiea  of  Oreut  Britain,"  ii.  71.] 
»  [Old  copies.  i'H.] 

*  I.e.,  Respectful.  So,  in  "TIib  Second  Tart  of  Amoiiia 
knd  Mellida,"  net  ill.  ac.  4 — - 

In  "  Etgi?  Man  oiit  of  his  Humour,"  nut  v.  sc.  i— 

■•  I  am  bounrl  to  pLwIgs  il  rapwIiBdy,  sir," 
■nil  in  "  Cjnthia's  Revels  "— 

*  Meaoinj;  a  bill  announcing  tboc  lbs  plague  hid  oee»- 
■ioned  forty  deilbs.  During  tbe  pUguc,  tlie  Ihestret  wen 
cloieil ;  and,  to  >  new  jiaytr  such  an  event  wu  doublj 
cbIud  ito  us. — Collier. 
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Enter  Beard,  Dash,  Frances,  Serjeant, 
Drawer. 

Beard.  Serjeants,  beware  ;  be  euie  you  not  mis- 
take, 
For  if  you  do — 

Dash.  She  shall  be  quickly  bail'd, 
She  shall  corpus  enm  causa  be  romov'd  ; 
Your  action  entered  first  below  shall  shrink, 
And  you  shall  find,  sir  eerjeant,  she  bas  friends 
Will  stick  to  her  in  the  common  place. 

Sek.  Sir, 
Will  you  procure  her  bail  ? 

Beard.  She  shall  be  bail'd. 
Drawer,  bring  up  some  wine,  use  her  well. 
Her  husband  is  a  gentleman  of  sort. 

Ser.  a  yentleman  of  sort  I  why,  what  care  1 1 
A  woman  of  her  fashion  shall  find 
More  kindness  at  a  lusty  Serjeant's  hand 
Than  ten  of  your  gentlemen  of  sort. 

Dash.  Sir,  use  her  well ;  she's  wife  to  Master 
Throat, 

Ser.  I'll  use  her,  sir,  as  if  she  were  my  wife : 
Would  you  have  any  more  1 

Beard.  Drink  upon  that. 
Whilst  we  go  fetch  lier  bail.     Dash,  fellow  Dash, 
With  all  the  speed  thou  hast,  run  for  our  master ; 
Make  haste,  lest  he  be  gone,  before  thou  comest, 
To  Lady  Sommerfield's  :  I'll  fetch  another  ; 
She  eh^l  have  bail. 

Dash.  And  a  firking  writ 
Of  false  imnrisoiimeut ;  she  shall  be  sure 
Of  twelvepence  damage,  and  five-and-twenty  pound 
For  suits  in  law  :  I'll  go  fetch  my  master. 

Beard.  Aud  I  another. 

[Sxeuac  Beard  and  Dash. 

Ser.  Drawer,  leave  the  room. 
Here,  mistress,  a  health ! 
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Fras.  Let  it  come,  sweet  rogue. 

[Tht  Drawer  iland*  atide. 
Drawer.  Ay,  say  you  so  J  then  must  I  have 
an  eye; 
These  serjeants  feed  on  very  good  reversionB, 
On  capons,  teals,  and  sometimes  on  a  woodcock. 
Hot  fix)m  the  shrieve'a  own  table  ; '  the  knaves  feed 

Which  makes  them  horrid  lechers. 

Fran.  This  health  is  pledg-d  ; 
And,  honest  serjeant,  how  does  Master  Gripe, 
The  keeper  of  the  Counter  1  I  do  protest, 
I  found  him  always  favourable  to  nie. 
He  is  an  honest  man  j  has  often  stood  to  me. 
And  been  my  friend  ;  and  let  me  go  o'  trust 
For  victual,  when  he  has  denied  it  knights.     But 

Let's  pay,  and  then  be  gone  :  th'  arrest,  you  know. 
Was  but  a  trick  to  get  from  nimble  Dash, 
My  husband's  man. 

Ser.  True :  but  I  have  an  action 
At  suit  of  Mistress  Smell-smock,  your  quoDcUm 

bawd : 
Tlie  sum  is  eight   go()d    pound  for    six  weeks* 

board. 
And  five  weeks'  loan  for  a  red  tafiata  gown, 
Bound  with  a  silver  lace. 

Fran.  I  do  protest, 
By  all  the  honesty  'tivixt  thee  anil  me, 
I  got  her  in  that  gown  in  six  weeks'  space 
Four  pound,  and  fourteen  pence  given  by  a  clerk 
Of  an  inu-of-chancery  that  night  I  came 
Out  of  her  house ;  and  does  the  filthy  jade 


'  It  was  fonaerly  customary  for  tho  counters  in  London 
to  receiVG  the  rcmiiina  of  the  sheriffs'  dinners,  for  the  lue 
of  the  priBoners  conGned  therc.~3eG  Stow'k  "Sumy," 
vel,  i.  b.  iiip.  Sl.cdLt,  1720, 


Send  to  me  for  money  J '     But,  honest  serjeant. 
Let  me  go,  and  say  thou  didst  not  see  me, 
I'll  do  thee  as  great  a  pleasure  shortly. 

Ser.  Shall  we  embrace  to-night  1 

Fran.  With  all  ray  heart, 

Ser.  Sit  on  my  knee,  and  Idss. 

Enter  Beard. 

Beard.  What  news,  boyi  why  stand  you  a 
tinel  ?  J 

Drawer.  Do  but  conceal  yoni-self,  and  we  sliu 
catch 
My  Serjeant  nappinjj. 

Bkard.  Shall  maids  be  here  deflowered  1 

Ser.  Now  kiss  again. 

Drawer.  Now,  now. 

Enter   Captai.V.   and   s'eiitg   the   hurly-biii'l;/.   ru 

Beard.  Deflower  virgins !   rogue  1   avnunt, 
slave. 
Are  maida  Ht  subj£icts  for  a  Serjeant's  mace  1 
So  now  are  we  once  more  free :  there's  for  thJ 
wine.  [Exit  SERJE.4.NT. 

Now  to  our  reudezvons  :  three  pounds  in  gold 
These    slops '    contain ;   we'll    quaff    in    Venioe 

glasses,^  I 

And  swear  some  lawyers  are  but  silly  asses.         _^ 

[Exeunt  Beard  and  FRAyOBtSB 

I 

'  [Minlreei  Smell -b mock  lulvanceil  Frances  ths  drew,  the 
eon  of  which  ms  lo  be  repuid,  and  Fraucea  sija  Lliat  sbo 
node  up  th«  money  in  six  weeks,] 

'  Hreecbea.     Tlio  Unn  occurs  in  ftlnoat  ever*  writer  of 

:,   it  ia  said  :  ■•  Of 

MbaalmMtwitboat 
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L'?iter  Captain  Face. 
Capt.  Face.  la  the  coast  cleart  Are  those  viymh 
tions  ceas'd  1 
And  may  ve  drink  lanaty  sack  in  peace  t 
Shall  we  have  no  attendance  here,  you  rogues  I 
Where  be  these  rascals  that  ekip  up  and  doi 
"    '      ■ '  '  "ginal  jacks  7 '     '^ 


Drawers  ! 


Foster  than  v 

Dkawer.  Sir! 

Capt.  Face.  On  whom  wait  you,  sir  rogue  ? 

Drawer.  Faith,  capt-ain, 
I  attend  a  conventicle  of  players. 

Capt.  Face.  How,  players  I  what  in  there  o'er  & 
cuckold  among  them} 

Drawer.  Jove  defend  else  ;  it  stauda  with  policy, 
That  one  should  be  a  notorious  cuckold, 
If  it  be  but  for  the  better  keeping 
The  rest  of  his  company  togetlier. 

Capt.  Face.  When  did  you  see  Sir  Theophraatns 
Slop, 
The  city  dog-master? 

Drawer,  Not  to-day,  sir. 

Capt.  Fack  Wliat  have  you  for  my  supjier  f 

Drawer.  Nothing  ready, 
Unless  you  please  to  stay  the  ibessing,  captain. 

Capt.  Fack.  Zounds  1    stay  the  dressing !  you 
damned  rogue. 
What,  shall  I  wait  upon  your  greasy  cook. 
And  wait  his  leisure  1  go  down  stwrs,  rogue  ; 
Now  all  lier  other  customers  be  serv'd, 
Ask,  if  your  mistress  have  a  snip  of  mutton 
Yet  left  for  me. 

Drawer.  Yes,  sir. 


number,  loroe  tninsparlcd  billicr  inia    V<niet  tnii  d) 

SUcei,  Bomc  made  in  the  Cilie  bj  slnngeri,"    The  tai 
iclory  of  glaia  it  Vtnia  tu  thcD  very  eansiderable. 
HowbU'b  "  Ulltra,"  1754.  p.  68. 
'  ISee  Sxrea,  «di[.  1S£S,  p.  0-iJ.| 
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Oapt.  Face.  And,  good-mau  rogue, 
See  what  good  thing  your  Jutchen-iuaid  has  left 
For    me    to    work    upon;    my    barrow-guttlinga 

grumble 
And  would  have  food  :    [E^rit  Draitrr.']     Say  now, 

the  viutner's  wife 
Should  bring  me  up  a  pbeaBant,  partridge,  quail ; 
A  pleasant  banquet,  and  extremely  love  me, 
Desire  me  to  eat,  kiss,  and  protest, 
I  should  pay  nothing  for  it ;  say  she  should  drink 
Herself  three- ijuarters  drunk  to  win  my  love, 
Then  give  me  a  chain  worth   some   three    score 

pounds : 
Say  'twere  worth  but  forty — say,  but  twenty, 
For  citizens  do  seldom  in  their  wooing 
Give  above  twenty  pounds — aay  then,  'tis  twenty, 
rU  go  sell  some  fifteen  pounds'  worth  of  the  chain 
To  buy  some  clothes,  and  shift  my  lousy  linen, 
And  wear  the  rest  as  a  perpetual  favour 
About  my  aim  iu  fashion  of  a  bracelet. 
Say  then  her  husband  should  grow  jealous, 
I'd  make  him  drunk,  and  then  I'll  cuckold  him. 
But  then  a  vintner's  wife,  some  rogue  will  aay. 
Which  sits  at  bar  for  the  receipt  of  custom, 
That  smells  of  ehippinga  and  of  broken  fish. 
Is  love  to  Captain  Face ;  which  to  prevent, 
I'll  never  come  but  when  her  best-stitch'd  hat. 
Her  bugle-gown,  and  best-wrought  smock  is  on ; 
Then  does  she  neither  smell  of  bread,  of  meat. 
Or  droppings  of  the  tap ;  it  shall  lie  so. 

SaCer  Boutcuer,  William  Small-shanks,  an-l 

CONSTAtJTIA. 

Bout,  Now  leave  us,  boy ;  bless  you,  Captain  Face. 
Capt.  Pace.  I'll  liave  no  music' 
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W.  Small.  Foot,  dost  take  us  for  fiddlers  1 

Capt.  Face.  Then  turn  straight.     Drawer,  ran 
down  the  stairs, 
And  thank  the  gods  a  gave  me  that  great  patience 
Not  to  strike  you. 

Bout.  Your  patience,  sir.  is  great : 
For  you  dare  seldom  strike.     Sirrah,  they  aay, 
You  needs  will  wed  tlie  widow  Tattuto, 
Nolent  wlriu  t 

CaPT.  Face.  Do  not  urge  my  patience, 
Awake  not  fury  new-rak'd  up  in  emliera  ! 
I  give  you  leave  to  live, 

W.  Small.  Men  say  y'have  irieks, 
Y'  are  an  admirable  ape,  and  you  can  do 
More  feats  than  three  baboons ;  we  must  have  some. 

Capt,  Face.  My  patience  yet  is  great :    I  say, 
begone, 
My  triclts  are  dangerous. 

Bout.  That'a  nothing, 
I  have  brought  you  furniture.     Come,  get  up 
Upon  this  table  :  do  your  feats. 


Gvanin^  to  Uverns  and  inns,  pitying  for  the  cnlertainmcnt 
o(  tlie  company  tbey  foand  there.  Sir  John  lUwbim 
("  History  of  Muelc,"  v.  6fl)  raentiong  ■  person  who  vaa  an 
excellent  psrfortaer,  and  yet  submitted  to  get  his  liring  hf 
this  practice  so  lata  as  tbc  year  173S.  It  is  said  that  tome 
musiciana  attended  the  greater  innB  so  conntantly  thai  tbey 
might  in  some  aorl  he  styled  rclainers  to  the  houses. 

A  Tery  curiona  am)  rare  tract,  with  tbc  title  of  "  The 
Acton  Remoostraace  or  Complaint  for  the  Silencing:  of  tbeir 
Profession,"  ISO,  has  the  fotloving'  apposite  passage: — 
"  Uur  Musike  that  was  held  so  delectable  and  precious  that 
they  aeomed  to  come  to  a  Taveme  under  tventy  ahitlinga 
salnry  for  two  hour™,  now  wander  with  their  Inslrumenta 
under  their  cloaks,  I  meauc  such  as  haue  any,  into  all  hooeea 
of  good  fellonship.  saluting  erery  roome  where  there  ia 
company  with  Will  yau  hoii  aitij  mHtihf,  OentUmm'"  Such 
nag  one  eoBieqnoncB  of  the  severity  of  Puritan  diacipUne. 
—Collier.     [Haziitt's  "English  Drama  and  Stage," '"" 

p.  asfl.]  ■' 
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Or  I  will  whip  you  to  them ;  do  not  I  know 
You  are  a  loiisy  knave  ? 

Capt.  Face.  How  !  lousy  knave ; 
Are  we  not  English  bred  1 

Bout.  Y'are  a  coward  rogue, 
That  dares  not  look  a  kitling  in  the  face. 
If  she  but  stare  or  mew. 

Capt.  Face.  My  patience  yet  \b  great : 
Do  you  bandy  troiwB  1  by  Dis,  I  will  be  knight, 
Wear  a  blue  coat  oil  great  Saint  George's  day,' 
And  with  my  fellows  drive  you  all  from  Paul's 
For  this  attempt. 

Bout.  Will  you  yet  get  up  ! 
I  must  lash  you  to  it. 

Capt.  Face.  By  Pluto,  gentlemen, 
To  do  you  pleasure,  and  to  make  you  eport, 
ni  do't. 

W,  Small.  Come,  get  up  then  quick. 

Bout.  I'll  dress  you,  sir. 

Capp.  Face  By  Jove,  'tis  not  for  fear. 
But  for  a  love  I  bear  unto  tliese  tricks. 
That  I  perform  it. 

Bout.  Hold  up  your  snout,  sir  : 
Sit  handsomely ;  by  heaven,  sir,  you  miwt  do  it. 
Come,  boy. 

W.  Small.  No,  by  this  good  light,  I'll  play 
Him  that  goes  with  the  motions. 

Drawer,  Where's  the  captain,  gentlemen  I 

W.  Small.  Stand  back,  boy,  and  be  a  spectator. 
Gentlemen, 

1  1  find  hltu  coali  iiaad  to  be  warn  on  St  Oeorst'i  ity,  but 
what  order  of  people  Iho  fiBhion  wae  conEned  to,  I  hive  not 
been  able  to  diicovtr.  It  U  nieationed  in  epigrim  33  of 
/tubbe  aHd  a  grtal  out.  Tht  Heoad  hnvilt,  by  Tkomat  Frtt- 
man,  ICo,  IdU. 

■■  Wilh-i  iflram  Donilnelwepin(t|[r«lernf»7. 

[Blue  coats  were  worn  bj beadles.  SceUjWs  Middlelon, 
i.  itb.\ 
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You  slmll  see  the  strange  nature  of  an  oittrandiBh 

beast, 
That  has  but  two  legs,  bearded  like  a  man, 
Nosed  like  a  goose,  and  tongiied  like  a  woman. 
Lately  brought  from  the  land  of  Cataia.' 
A  beast  of  much  understanding,  were,  it  not  given 
Too  much  to  the  love  of  venery.  Do  I  not  do  it  well  I 

Bout.  Admirably ! 

W.  Small.  Remember,  noble  captain, 
You  skip,  when  I  shall  shake  my  whip.     Now,  sir, 
What  can  you  do  for  the  great  Turk ) 
What  can  you  do  for  the  Pope  of  Rome  t 
Hark !  he  stirreth  not,  he  moveth  not,  he  wa^eth 

not; 
What  can  you  do  for  the  town  of  Geneva,  sirrah  1 
[He  Itoldt  up  kit  /lands  itaUad  of  prai/ing. 

Con.  Sure,  this  baboon  is  a  great  Puritan, 

Bout.  Is  not  this  strange  1 

W.  Small.  Not  a  whit ;  by  this  light 
Banks  -  his  horse  and  he  were  taugnt  both  in  a 
stable. 

Drawer.  0,  rare ! 

Capt.  Face.  Zounds !  Pll  first  be  damn'd  :  eliall 
[my]  sport 
Be  laugh'd  at  I  by  Dis,  by  Pluto,  and  great  Pro- 
serpine, 
My  fatal  blade,  once  drawn,  falls  but  with  death  : 
Yet  if  you'll  let  me  go,  I  vow,  by  Jove, 
No  widow,  maid,  wife,  punk,  or  cockatrice, 
Shall  make  me  haimt  your  ghosts. 

Bout.  'Twill  not  serve,  sir, 
You  must  show  more. 

Capi'.  Fack  I'll  first  be  haug'd  and  damn'd.* 

>  Both  the  old  copies  name  tbia  eooalr}'  CtUiM,  but  the 
cbange  is  probably  tight— CoUier. 

'  See  QOle  to  "  The  Paraon'a  Weddino;,"  «e[  v,  gc.  2. 

'  Mere  the  Captain  most  likely  jumped  from  the  table, 
and  made  his  escupe ;  hut  we  are  left  to  infer  it.— CoJJiw. 
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W.  iJMALi..  Foot,  can  he  jump  so  well  1 

Bout.  Is  he  bo  quick  1 
I  hope  the  slave  will  hnust  no  more  the  widow. 

W.  Shaij^  As  for  that  take  no  ciire,  for  by  tliis 
light 
Shell  not  have  thee. 

Bout,  Not  have  me  t 

W.  Small.  No,  not  have  tliee. 
By  this  hand,  flesh,  and  blood,  she  is  resolv'd 
To  make  my  father  a  moat  fearful  cuckold. 
And  he's  resolv'd  to  save  his  sonl  by  her. 

Boot.  How,  by  her  t 

W.  Small.  Thus :  all  old  men,  which  marry 
Young  wives,  shall  questionless  be  eav'd. 
For  while  they're  young,  they  keep  other  men's 

wives, 
And  wlien  they're  old,  they  keep  wives  for  other 

men. 
And  BO  by  satisfaction  procure  salvation. 
Why,  thou  dejected  tail  of  a  crab  ! 
Does  not  the  fair  Conatantia  Sommerfield  ' 
Doat  on  thy  filthy  face  1  and  wilt  thou  wed 
A  wanton  widow  I  what  caii'st  thou  see. 
To  doat  on  her  1 

Boot,  Only  this — I  love  her. 

W.  Small.  Dost  love  her  I  then  take  a  purgation, 
For  love,  I'll  assure  thee,  is  a  binder. 
Of  all  things  under  heaven,  there's  no  fitter 
Parallels  than  a  drunkard  and  a  lover ; 
For  a  drunkard  loses  his  senses,  so  does  your  lover ; 
Your  drunkard  is  quRrrelsome,  so  ia  your  lover ; 
Your  ilrunkard  will  swear,  lie,  and  speak  great 
Words — so  will  your  lover ;  your  drunkard  is  most 
Desirous  of  his  lechery,  and  so  is  your  lover. 


>  The  mctrs  of  tbii  line  tm  spoiled  b}^  tlia  d 
Ihe  arUcle  in  it,  ariBing  frnm  a  noo -allention  to  tha  old 
copy. — CollUr. 
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Well,  the  night  grows  old  ;  farewell. 

I  am  RO  mitch  ihy  friead,  that  uone  shall   bed 

thee, 
While  fair  Constantia  is  resolvM  to  wed  tliee. 

[Eireunt. 

Enter  ThuMAs  SMAl-L-bHAMLs,  and  ollura. 

T.  Small.  Foot,  shall  we  let  the  wench  go  thus  1 
My  miwters,  now  show  yourselves  gentlemen. 
And  take  away  the  lawj-er's  wife. 
Foot,  though  I  have  uo  wit,  yet  I  cati 
Love  a  wench,  and  choose  a  wife. 

Gent,  Why,  sir,  what  should  3'ou  do  with  a 
wife,  that  are  held  none  of  the  wisest  i  you'll  get 
none  but  fools. 

T.  Shall.  How  !  fools  1  why  may  not  I,  a  fool, 
get  a  wise  child,  as  well  as  wise  men  get  fools ;  * 
all  lies  but  in  the  agility  of  the  woman.  In  troth, 
I  think  all  fools  are  got  when  their  mothers  sleep  ; 
therefore  I'll  never  lie  with  my  wife,  but  when  she 
is  broad  waking.  Stand  ta't,  honest  friends ;  knock 
down  the  lieutenant,  and  then  hurry  the  wench  to 
Fleet  Street ;  there  my  fatJicr  and  I  will  this 
morning  lie  nmrried. 

EiOer  Beard  and  Francrs, 

Gent.  Stand  close  :  they  come. 

Bears.   By  Jove,  the  night  grows  dark,  and 
Luna  looks 
As  if  tliis  hour  some  fifty  cuckolds  wore  making. 
Then  let  us  trudge. 

Gent.  Down  with  'em,  down  with  em :  away 


1  Till  I 


it  ran  "  Why  may  not  I,  a  fool,  get  s  wUe 
w  mm  f^i  fooli,"  accordins  lo  lh«  corrupt 
co|F)-  of  IG'ii.— Collier. 
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with  her,  Master  Small -shanks,  to  Fleet  Street; 
go,  the  curate  there  stays  for  you.  [Sxnmt, 

Beard.  Aud  stays  the  curate  1 
What's  hero  1  knock'd  down,  and  blood  of  men  let 

out  I 
Must  men  in  darkness  bleed  5  then,  Erebus,  look  big, 
And,  Boreas,  blow  the  fire  of  ail  my  rage 
Into  his  nose.     Night,  thou  art  a  whore, 
ISmalt-shauks  a  rogue  j  and  is  my  wench  took  from 

mel 
Sure,  I  am  gull'd ;  this  was  no  cockatrice, 
I  never  saw  her,  before  this  daylight  peep'd  : 
What,  dropp'st  thou,  head  t  tiiis  surely  is  the  heir. 
And  mad  Will  Sraall-ehanfes  lay  in  ambuscado, 
To  get  her  now  from  me.     Beard  I  Lieutenant 

Beard, 
Tiioii  art  an  ass  ;  what  a  dull  slave  was  I, 
That  all  this  while  smelt  not  her  honesty  i 
Pate,  I  do  not  pity  thee  :  hadst  thou  brains. 
Lieutenant  Beajd  had  got  this  wealthy  heir 
From  all  these  rogues.     Blood !  to  be  thus  oVr-. 

reach'd, 
In  pale  and  wench  I  revenge  !  revenge  1  come  up, 
And  with  thy  curled  locks  cling  to  my  beard. 
Small-shanks,  1  will  betray  ihee.     I  will '  tmdge 
To  Saint  John  Street,  to  inform  the  Lady  Sommer- 

field. 
Where  thou  art ;  I  will  prevent  the  match. 
Thou  art  to  Fleet  Street  gone,  revenge  shall  follow  ; 
And  my  incensed  wrath  shall,  like  great  thunder. 
Disperse  thy  hopes  and  thy  brave  wife  asunder. 

[£xil. 

Enter  LAdy  SOMMERFIEIJ)  and  JCSTICE  TUTceiy. 
Jua,  Tut.  Say  as  I  My,  widow ;  the  wench  ia 
gone, 

■  [Old  copies,  nowmU.] 
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But  I  know  vluther  stoI'D  she  is  ;  well — 
I  know  by  whom  ;  say  as  I  say,  widow. 
I  have  beea  drinking  hard — why,  say  so  too. 
Old  men  they  can  be  tiue  with  small  ada 

The  law  is  not  offended.  I  h.^ul  no  punk  ; 
Kor  in  an  alehoUBe  have  I  made  me  drunk. 
The  statnte  ia  not  broke,^  I  have  the  skill 
To  drink  by  law ;  then  say  as  I  say  still. 

Lady  Sou.  To  what  extremes  doth  tlda  licen- 
tioua  time 
Hurry  unstayed  youth  1     Kor  goda  nor  lawe, 
Whose  ponal  scourges  are  enough  to  save 
Ev'n  damn'd  fiends,  can  in  this  looser  age 
Confine  unlwunded  youth.     '\\Tio  durst  presume 
To  steal  my  youth's  delight,  my  age's  hope, 
Her  father's  heir  and  the  last  noble  stem 
Of  all  her  ancestors  1  fear  they  or  gods  or  laws  ) 

Jus.  Tut.  I  say  aa  you  say,  sister ;  but  for  the 
laws, 
There  are  so  many,  that  men  do  stand  in  aw« 
Of  none  at  all.     Take  heed  they  steal  nob  you. 
'Who  wooa  a  widow  with  a  fair  full  moon 
Shall  surely  speed ;  beware  of  full  moons,  widow  : 
Will  Small-shanks  has  your  daughter — no  word  but 

mum  J 
My  warrant  you  shall  have,  when  time  shall  come. 

Lady  Som.  Your  warrant  i 

Jus.  Tut.  Aye,  my  warrant,  widow ; 
My  warrant  can  stretch  far ;  no  more,  but  so, 
'Twill  serve  to  catch  a  knave  or  fetch  a  doe. 

£iLtcf  Servixg-mak. 


'  la  tbii  Blatule  of  4  JnmeB  1.,  cap.  5,  «Gct.  4,  ii  a  peoiltj- 
n  nny  parson  conlinuing  drinking  or  Cippliug  in  inii^ 
ctuaUiug-liouiies,  or  aU'liauica,  Jkc 
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Ladt  Som.  ^Vllat  is  he  for  a  man  I 

Serv.-sian.  Notliing  for  a  man,  but  much  for  a 
beast. 
I  think  him  luDatic  ;  for  lie  demands 
^Vhat  plat«  of  his  is  stirring  i'  the  house ! 
He  calk  your  men  his  butlers,  couks,  and  stewards ; 
Kisses  your  women,  and  makes  exceeding  much 
Of  your  coachman's  wife. 

Jus,  Tut.  Then  he's  a  gentleman,  for  'lis  a  true 
note  of  a  gentleman  to  make  much  of  other  meti's 
wives :  bring  him  up.  Ah,  sirrah,  makes  he  much 
of  your  coachman's  wife  1  This  gear  will  nm  a- 
wheels  then  shortly:  a  man  may  make  much  more 
of  another  man's  wife  than  he  can  do  of 's  own. 

Lady  Sou.  How  much,  brother  1 

Jcs,  TL'T.  a  man  may  make  with  ease  a  ptuik, 
a  child,  a  bastard,  a  cuckold,  of  another  man's  wife 
all  at  a  clap ;  and  tliat  is  much,  I  think. 

Enter  SEKVlNG-SlAlf  and  THROAT. 

Skrv.-uan.  That's  my  lady. 

Throat.  For  that  thou  first  hast  brought  me  to 
her  sight, 
I  here  create  thee  clerk  of  the  kitchen  : 
No  man  shall  beg  it  from  theo. 

Serv.-man,  Sure,  the  fellow's  mad. 

Lady  SoM.  Whatwouldyou,  sirt    Igueeeyour 
long  profession ' 
By  your  scant  suit ;  your  habit  seems  to  turn 
Your  inside  outward  to  me  ;  y'are,  I  think, 
Some  turner  of  the  kw. 

Throat.  Law  is  my  living, 
And  on  that  ancient  mould  I  wear  this  outside  : 
Suit  ujHin  suit  wastes  some,  yet  makes  me  thriTB, 
First  law,  then  gold,  then  love ;  and  then  we  wive, 

'  [Uwjeri  are  «tiU  called  gcullemea  o[  Ue  long  robe,] 


Just.  Tut.   A  man  of  fonn,  like  me.      Bat 

■what's  your  buEiness  I 
Lady  Som.   Be  brief,  good  mr ;  what  makes 

this  hold  intniaion  1 

Throat.  Intrude  I  do  not,  for  I  know  the  law  ; 
It  is  the  nde  that  squares  out  all  our  actions. 
Those  u^^tions  bring  in  coin,  coin  gets  me  friends, 
Your  son-in-law  hath  law  at's  fingers'  enda. 

Lady  Som.  My  son-in-law  1 

Throat.  Madam,  your  aon-in-law. 
Mother,  I  come  (be  glad  I  call  you  bo). 
To  make  a  gentle  breach  into  your  favour. 
And  win  your  approbation  of  my  choice  : 
Your  cherry-ripe  sweet  daughter  [so  renown'd 
For  beauty,  virtue  and  a  wealthy  dower) 
I  have  espous'd. 

Lady  Som.  How  I  yon  espouse  my  daughter  t 

Throat.  Noveriat  mhiVtw,  the  laws  of  heaven. 
Of  nature,  church,  and  chance,  have  made  her  mine; 
Therefore  deliver  her  by  these  presents. 

JosT.  Tut.   How's  this  J    made  her  yours,  sir, 
ptr  qaam  regvlam  t 
Nay,  we  are  letter'd,  sir,  as  well  as  yon, 
Jledde  rationem  ;  pa-  quant  regulam  ) 

Throat.  Faminw^  ludijlcantvrvii-oi: 
By  that  same  rule  these  lips  have  taken  seizin  ; 
Tut,  I  do  all  by  statute-law  and  reason. 

Lady  Som.  Hence,  you  base  knave  !  you  petty- 
fogging  groom  I 
Clad  in  old  ends,  and  piec'd  with  brokery : 
Yon  wed  my  daughter ! 

Just.  Tut.  You,  sir  Amhi-dexter  ! 
A  aumner's  *  son,  and  learn'd  in  Norfolk  wiles ; 
Some  common  bail  or  counter-lawyer. 
Marry  my  niece !  your  half-sleeves  shall  not  cany  her. 
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Throat.  These  stonna  will  be  diaaolv'd  in  tears 

of  joy. 
Mother,  I  doubt  it  not    Justice,  to  you, 
That  jerk  at  my  half-sleeves,  and  yet  yourself 
Do  never  wear  but  buckram  out  of  sight : 
A  flaonel  waist-coat  or  a  canvas  truss, 
A  shitl  of  thrift,  I  use  it ;  let's  be  friends, 
You  know  the  law  has  tricks — ka  me,  ka  thee ! 
Videi'U  tUilitas,  the  mot  to  these  half-arms, 
Corput  ruM  cauJM,  need  no  bumbasting ; 
We  wear  small  hair,  yet  have  we  tongue  and  wit, 
Law3'er3  close-breech'd  have  bodies  politic. 

Lady  Som.  Speak,  answer  me,  air  Jack :  stole 
you  my  daughter  1 

Throat.  Short  tale  to  make,  I  fingered  have 
your  daughter : 
I  have  ta'en  Hvery  and  seisin  of  the  wench. 
Deliver  her  thoa :  you  know  the  statute-laws ; 
She'fl  mine  without  exception,  bar,  or  clause ; 
Come,  come,  restore. 

Lady  Som.  The  fellow's  mad,  I  think. 

Throat,  I  was  not  mad  before  I  married  ; 
But,  ipio  faclo,  what  the  act  may  make  me, 
That  know  I  not. 

Jdst.  Tut.  Fellows,  come  in  there. 


£nler  two  or  three  SERVANTS, 

By  this,  air,  you  confess  you  stole  my  niece. 
And  I  attach  you  here  of  felony. 
Lay  hold  on  him  I  I'll  make  my  mittimus, 
And  send  him  to  the  gaol ;  have  we  no  bar 
Nor  clause  to  hamper  you  1  away  with  him. 
Those  claws  shall  claw  you  to  a  bar  of  shame, 
Where  thou  shalt  show  thy  goll.'     I'll  bar  your 
claim. 
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If  I  be  Justice  Tutcliin. 

Throat.  Hands  off,  you  slaves ! 
O,  favour  my  jerkin,*  though  you  War  my  Qe^b. 
I  8et  more  store  by  that :  my  Audita 
Querela  shall  be  heard,  and  ivith  a  Certiorari 
I'll  fetch  her  from  you  with  a  pojc 

Enter  EearD. 

Beard.  \Vlmt'a  here  to  do  1  is  all  the  world  in 
arms} 
More  tumults,  brawls,  and  insurrections! 
Is  blood  the  theme,  whereon  our  time  must  treat  1 

Throat.  Here's  Beard  your  butler :   a  rescue. 
Beard ;  draw. 

Beard.  Drawl  not  so  :  my  blade's  as  ominously 
drawn 
Unto  the  death  of  nine  or  ten  such  grooms, 
As  is  a  knife  unsheath'd,  with  th'  hungry  maw, 
Threat'ning  tlie  ruin  of  a  chine  of  beef : 
But  for  the  reBtieaa  toil  it  took  of  late, 
2Iy  blade  shall  sleep  awliile. 

Throat,  Help. 

Beard.  Stop  thy  throat. 
And  hear  me  speak,  whose  bloody  characters 
Will  show  I  have  been  scuffling.     Briefly  thna  : 
Thy  wife,  your  daughter,  and  your  lovely  nipce. 
Is  hurri'd  now  to  Fleet  Street :  the  damn'd  crew 
With  glaves  and  clubs  have  rapt  her  from  th«ae 

arms. 
Tiiroat,  thou  art  bobb'd ;  although  thou  bought'st 

the  heir, 
Yet  hath  the  slave  made  a  re-entry. 

Jus.  Tut.  Sirrah,  what  are  youl 

Throat.  My  lady's  butler,  sir. 

Beard.  Not  I,  by  heaven! 

Throat.  By  this  good  light,  he  swore  it. 
And  for  your  daughter's  love  he  ran  awny. 
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Beard.  By  Jove,  I  gulVd  thee,  Throat. 

Jus,  Tut.  More  knavery  yet ! 
Lay  hands  on  him,  pinion  them  hoth, 
And  gnard  them  hence  towards  Fleet  Street. :  come 
ftway  I 

Beard.  Must  we  be  led  like  thieves,  and  pin- 
ion'd  walkl 
Spent  I  my  blood  for  this  I  is  this  my  hire  ? 
Why  tiien  bum,  rage :  set  Beard  and  Nose  on  fire. 

Jus.  Tut.  On,  on,  I  say. 

Throat.  Justice,  tlte  law  gball  firk  you. 


ACTUS  T.,  SC^XA  1. 
Enter  William  Small-ssanes. 

W.  Small.  On  this  one  hour  depends  my  hopes 

and  fortunes. 
Foot,  I  must  have  this  widow :  what  shonld  my 

dad 
Make  with  a  wife  tliat  scarce  can  wipe  his  nose, 
Uutruss  his  points,  or  liold  a  chamber.pot 
Steady,  till  he  pisses  t  the  doors  are  fast ; 
'Tis  now  the  midst  of  night ;  yet  shall  thle  chain 
Procure  access,  and  conference  with  the  widow, 
What,  though  I  cheat  my  father ;  all  men  have  sins. 
Though  in  their  several  kinds :  all  ends  in  tbts — 
So  they  get  gold,  they  care  not  whose  it  is. 
Begging  the  court,  use  bears  the  city  oat, 
Lawyers  their  quirks :  thus  goes  the  world  about. 
So  that  our  vilhunies  have  but  different  shapes, 
Th'  effects  all  one,  and  poor  men  are  but  apes 
To  imitate  their  betters :  this  is  the  difference — 
All  great  men's  sins  must  still  bo  humoured. 
And  poor  men's  vices  largely  punished. 
The  privilege  that  great  men  have  in  evi), 
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Is  this,  they  go  unpunlsh'd  to  the  devil. 
Therefore  I'll  in  ;  thia  chain  I  know  will  move ; 
Gold  and  rich  stones  win  coyest  ladies'  love. 

[Knoclf. 
Enter  AdriASA  \ahove]. 

Adr.  What  would  you,  sir,  that  you  do  knock 

so  boldly) 
W.  Small.  I  must  come  in  to  the  widoiv. 
Adr.  How  !  come  in  1 
The  widow  has  no  entrance  for  such  mates. 

W.  SuALL.  Dost  hear,  sweet  chambermaid  1  by 
heaven,  t  come 
With  letters  from  my  father ;  I  have  brought  her 

stonee, 
iTewels  and  chaiua,  which  ahe  must  use  to-monnw. 

Adr,  Y'are  a  needy  knave,  and  will  lie  : 
Your  father  haa  caahier'd  you,  nor  will  he  trust 

you, 

Be  gone,  lest  I  do  wash  you  hence.' 

W,  Small.  Dost  hearT 
By  this  good  night,  my  father  and  I  are  friends. 
Take  but  this  chain  for  token,  give  her  that. 
And  tell  her  I  have  other  things  for  ber, 
\\'hich  by  my  father's  will  I  am  commanded 
To  give  to  her  own  hands. 

Adr.  Say  you  so  1 
In  troth,  I  think  you'll  prove  an  honest  man. 
Had  you  once  got  a  beard  ;  let  me  see  the  chain.  ' 

W.  Small,  Dost  think  I  he  1     By  this  light, 
Adrians, 
1  love  her  with  my  soul ;  here's  letters 
And  other  jewels  sent  her  from  my  father. 
Is  she  a-bedT 

Adr.  By  my  virginity. 
She  is  uncas'd,  and  ready  to  slip  in 

'  [Slt'aning  lUat  »he  vriil  throw  eomethuig  ou  hu  bead.) 
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Betwixt  the  sheets ;  but  I  will  bear  her  this, 
And  tell  her  what  you  say.  [Exit. 

W.  Small.  But  make  some  haste. 
Why  BO,  'twill  take  ;  heart !  how  a,  waiting-maid 
Can  shake  a  fellow  up,  that  is  caahier'd. 
And  has  no  money  1     Foot,  should  she  keep  the 

chain. 
And  not  come  down,  I  must  turn  citizen. 
Be  haukrout,  and  crave  the  king's  protection. 
But  here  she  comes. 


Eii(€r  Taffata  [in  fur  smock]  and  AduIANA. 

Taf.  What  Would  yon,  sir,  with  us, 
That  on  the  sudden  and  so  late  you  come  t 

W.  Small.  I  have  some  secrets  to  acquaint  jon 
with; 
Please  you  to  let  the  chamljer-majd  shake  ofl^ 
And  stand  aa  sentinel. 

Taf.  It  shall  not  need. 
I  hope  I  have  not  brought  her  up  bo  ill. 
But  tliat  she  knows  how  to  contain  your  secrets. 
As  well  as  I  her  mistress  :  therefore  on. 

W.  Small.  It  is  not  fit,  forsooth,  that  I  should 

Before  she  leave  the  room. 

Adr,  'Tifl  not  iiuleed. 
Therefore  I'll  wait  in  the  witli-drawing  room. 
Until  you  call.  [E^if. 

Taf.  Now,  sir,  what's  your  will  ? 

W.  Small.   Dear  widow,  pity  the  state   of  a 
young, 
Poor,  yet  proper  gentleman  :  by  Yenus'  pap. 
Upon  my  knees  I'd  creep  unto  your  lap 
For  one  small  drop  of  favour:  and  though  this 

face 
Is  not  the  finest  face,  yet  t'as  been  praia'd 
By  ladies  of  good  judgment  in  faces.  , 
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Taf."  Are  fliese  your  secrets  ? 
.    W.  Small  You  shall  have  secrete 
More  pleasing;  nay  hear,  sweet  widow; 
Some  wantons  do  deliglit  to  see  men  creep, 
And  on  their  knees  to  woo  them. 

Tap.  1  am  none  of  those  ; 
Stand  up,  I  more  desire  a  man  should  stani}, 
Than  cringe  and  creep,  that  means  to  win  my  love": 
I  Eay,  st&nd  up,  and  let  me  go,  ye  bad  best. 

W.  Small.    For  ever  let  me  creep  upon    the 
ground, 
Unless  you  bear  my  suit. 

Tap.  How  now,  air  sauce  1 
Would  you  be  cap'ring  in  your  father's  saddle  t 
Away,  you  casbierd  younger  Itrotber,  be  gone  I 
Do  not  I  know  the  fashions  of  you  all  1 
When  a  poor  woman  has  laid  open  all 
Her  thoughts  to  you,  then  you  grow  proud  and 

coy  J 
But  when  wise  maids  dissemble,  and  keep  close. 
Then  you  poor  snakes  come   creeping  on  your 

bellies. 
And  with  all  oiled  looks  prostrate  yourselves 
Before  our  beauties'  sun  where,  once  but  warm, 
Like  hateful  snakes  you  strike  us  with  your  stings, 
Ajid  then  forsake  us.  I  know  yourtricks — be  gone  ! 

W.  Small.  Foot,  I'll  first  be  hang'd :  nay,  if 
you  go, 
You  shall  leave  your  smock  behind  you,  widow ; 
Keep  close  your  womanish  weapon,   hold   your 

tongue, 
Nor  speak,  cough,  sneeze,  or  stamp ;  for,  if  you  do, 
By  this  good  blade  I'll  cut  your  throat  directly. 
Peace  !  stir  not,  by  heaven  I'll  cut  your  throi^ 
If  you  but  stir ;  apeak  not,  stand  still,  go  to, 
I'll  teach  coy  widows  a  new  way  to  woe. 
Come,  you  shall  kiss ;  why  so  ;  I'll  stab,  byheaTeti, 
If  you  but  stir ;  now  hear — first  kiss  again. 
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Why  so ;  stir  not.     Now  come  I  to  the  point 

My  hopes  are  past,  nor  can  my  present  state 

Afford  a  dngle  haUpenny :  my  father 

Hates  mo  deadly ;  to  beg,  my  bifth  forbids  ; 

To  Bteal,  the  law,  the  h^Dgman  and  the  rope 

With  one  consent  deny  :  to  go  o'trust. 

The  city  common-council  has  forbid  it, 

Therefore  my  Btat«  is  desperate — stir  not— 

And  I  by  miich  will  rather  choose  to  hang, 

Thau  in  a  ditch  or  prison-hole  to  starve. 

Resolve,  wed  me,  and  take  me  to  your  bed. 

Or  by  my  soul  I'll  straight  cut  off  your  head, 

Then  kill  myself;  for  I  had  rathet-  die. 

Than  In  a  street  live  poor  and  lousily. 

You  don't — I  know,  yon  cannot '  — love  my  father  1 

A  widow  that  has  known  the  gvui  of  things. 

To  doat  upon  an  old  and  crazed  man, 

That  stinks  at  both  ends  worse  than  an  elder-pipe  I 

Who,  when  his  blood  and  spirit  are  at  the  height^ 

Hath  not  a  member  to  liis  palsy  body, 

But  is  more  limber  than  a  King's-head  pudding. 

Took  from  the  pot  half-sod ;  do  I  not  know  this  t 

Have  you  not  wealth  enough  to  serve  us  both  t 

And  am  not  I  a  pretty  handsome  fellow 

To  do  your  drudgery  1     Come,  come,  resolve. 

For,  by  my  blood,  if  you  deny  your  bed, 

I'll  cut  your  throat  without  equivocation. 

If  you  be  pleas'd,  hold  up  your  finger  ;  if  not. 

By  heaven  I'll  gar  my  whinyard  ^  through  your 

wombl 
Is't  a  match  ? 

Tap.  Hear  me  but  speak. 

W.  Small.  You'll  prate  too  loud. 

Taf.  No. 

W.  Shall.   Nor  speak  one  word  against  my 
honest  suit  1 

'  [Ediu.,  Do  not,  t  tnoic  yoH  caanot.]  *  Sitord. 
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Taf.  No,  hj  my  worth. 

W.  Small.  Kise  upon  that,  and  speak. 

Taf.  I  daro  not  wed;  men  sayy'arc  nanght, 
you'll  cheat, 
And  you  do  keep  a  whore, 

W.  Small,  That  is  a  lie  ; 
She  keeps  herself  find  me;  yet  I  protest, 
She's  not  dishonest. 

Taf.  How  could  she  maintain  you  1 

W.  Small.  Why,  by  hur  comings-in ;  a  little  thing 
Her  friends  have  left  her,  wliich  with  putting  to 

best  use, 
And  oftea  turning,  yields  her  a  poor  living. 
But  what  of  that?  she's  now  shook  off;  to  thee 
I'll  only  cleave :  I'll  be  thy  merchant. 
And  to  this  wealthy  fair  I'll  bring  my  ware, 
And  here  set  up  my  standing  :  therefore  resolve. 
Nought  liut  my  sword  is  left :  iPt  be  a  match. 
Clap  hands,  contract,  and  straight  to  bed : 
Ifiiot,  pray,  forgive,  and  straight  goes  off  your  hea^ 

Tat.  I  take  thy  love, 

W.  Small,  Then  straight  let's  both  to  bed. 

Taf.  I'll  wed  to-morrow. 

\V.  Small.  Yon  shall  not  sleep  upon't. 
An  honest  contract  is  as  gooil  as  marriage. 
A  bird  in  hand — you  know  the  proverb,  widow. 

Tap,  0,'  let  me  tcll  thee,  I'll  love  thee,  while  I 
live. 
For.  this  attempt ;  give  me  that  lusty  lad, 
That  wins  his  widow  with  liis  well-drawn  blade. 
And  not  with  oaths  andwonls :  a  widow's  wooing, 
Not  in  bare  wordSj  but  should  consist  in  doing — 
I  take  thee  to  my  husband — 

W,  Small.  I  thee  to  wife. 
Now  to  thy  bed,  and  there  we'll  end  this  strife. 

[BxetmL 

'  [Ediu,,  To.] 
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Enier  SiR  Oliver  and  FiddUrs. 

Oliver.  Warm  blood,  the  young  man's  slave, 
the  old  man'ii  god. 
Makes  lue  to  stir  thus  soon;  it  stirB,  i'  faith. 
And  with  a  kind  of  itching  pricks  mo  on 
To  bid  my  bride  bonjour;  0,  this  desire 
Ib  even  another  filch'd  Promethean  fire. 
By  which  we  old  men  live ;  perfonnance,  then, 
Is  that  poor  old  men's  bane,  that  in  old  men 
Comes  limping  off  more  lame,  God  knows,  than  lie 
Which  in  a  close,  a  hot,  and  dangerous  fight, 
Hasbeendismembered,  and  craves  by  letters  pa  tents. 
Yet  scarce  a  woman  that  considers  this. 
Women  have  tricks,  firka  and  farthingales : 
A  generation  are  they  fiill  of  subtlety, 
And  all  most  honest,  where  they  want  the  means 
To  be  otherwise.     Therefore,  I'll  have  an  eye, 
My  widow  goes  not  oft  to  visit  kinsfolk : 
By  birth  she  is  a  Ninny ;  and  that  I  know 
Is  not  in  London  held  the  smallest  kindred. 
I  must  have  wits  and  brains ;  come  on,  my  &ieni!s. 
Out  with  your  tools,  and  to't !  a  strain  of  mirth, 
And  a  pleasant  song  to  wake  the  widow. 

EnUr  William  Smali^siianks  ahove,  in  Jilt  ehiii. 

W,  SuALL.  Musicians !  rainfitrels !  foot,  rogues, 
For  God's  love,  leave  your  filthy  squeaking  noise. 
And  get  you  gone  :  the  widow  nnd  myself 
Will  Ecamble  out  the  shaking  of  the  sheets' 
Without  music ;  we  have  no  need  of  fiddlers 
To  our  dancing.    Foot,  have  you  no  manners ) 

•  Tht  thaking  D/(A(<AfftiwMid»nce.  A  doablt-aiUndn. 
it  ddigncd  bcre,  kod  the  ramc  ii  ofton  to  b«  found  in  old 
plajt.  See  "HowlooboDso  a  good  Wife  frotn  iLad,"  I6U2: 
Mujingcr'i  "  City  MadaiQ,"  acl  ii.  ic.  I )  "A  \YDmaQ  kilrd 
nilh  KiailneBa,"  act  L  ec,  I. 
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Ciuinot  a  mEn  t&ke  his  natural  reet 
For  your  Bcraping  t     I  shall  waab  your  gut-atriii^ 
If  3-ou  but  stay  a  while :  yet,  houest  rascals, 
If  you'll  let  U3  have  t'other  craali. 
The  widow  and  I'll  keen  time;  there's  for  yt)nr 
pains.  [Throws  them  doten  tnonty. , 

Oliver,  How's  thisi  will  the  widow  and  you 
keep  time  1 
"What  trick  I  what  qniddit  1  what  fegary  is  this  I 
My  cashier'd  son  sneak  from  the  widow's  chamber. 
And  in  his  shirt  1  ha  I  sure  slie  is  not  there ! 
'Tis  so  ;  she  has  took  him  in  for  pity. 
And  now  removes  her  chamber,     I  will  home. 
On  with  my  neatest  robes,  perfume  my  beard. 
Eat  clores,  eringoes,  and  drink  some  aqua  vUx 
To  sweeten  breath,  and  keep  my  weam  from  wam- 
bling ; 
Thea,  like  the  month  of  March,  come  bliist'ring  iu. 
Marry  the  widow,  shake  up  this  springal, 
And  then,  as  quiet  as  a  sucking  lamb, 
Close  by  the  widow  will  I  rest  all  ni^ht.^ 
As  for  my  breath  I  have  crotches  and  devices. 
"Ladies'  rank  breaths  are  often  help'd  with  apices." 

Enier  AdBIAHA  aitd  aaotlier,  etrawmg  Aert*.' 

Adr.    Come,  straw  apace ;  Lord,  shall  I  never 
live 
To  walk  to  church  on  flowers  I    0,  'tis  fine, 

of  ih«M  tiro  Ham, 


Cltwi 


llln 


an4  thtu  it  Uood  till  now. — CoUitr. 

'  It  WKi  formirlj  w  Dustom  to  strew  hcrbi  und  SoTen  from 
the  bouee  whisre  penoog  betrothed  resided  to  tlie  church 
where  thejr  were  msrried.  Soc  ["Fgpultr  Antiquities  of 
Great  Briuin,"  ii.  6B,  70.] 
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To  »)e  a  bride  trip  it  to  ctiurch  so  lightly, 
As  if  Uer  new  cliopiQes'  would  scorn  to  bruise 
A  silly  flower :  and  now,  I  pr'ytliee,  tell  me, 
What  flower  tbiokest  thoa  is  likest  to  a  woman  1 

IsT  Woman.  A  mar}--gold,  I  tliink. 

Adr.  Why  a  mary-gold  t 

1st  Wo»AM,  Because  a.  little  lieat  makes  it  to 
spread, 
And  open  wide  his  leaves. 

Adb.  Th'art  quite  wide  : 
A  maiy-gold  doth  open  wide  all  day. 
And  Bhnta  most  dose  at  night :   I   hope    thou 

know  est 
All  wenchea  do  the  contrary :  but,  sirrah. 


^  &.  chopping,  or  chioppine,  was  t  high  shoe  worn  bj  the 
lUliani.  Tom  Cor!at«  caila  them  elutpitityt,  and  givea  tliB 
fallowing  lecoaat  of  them  :  "  There  ia  one  thio^  m«d  of  the 
Vcneliau  women,  and  some  othera  dwelling  ia  ihe  citiei 
and  towiiea  autyect  to  the  Signior;  of  Venice,  that  ia 
not  to  be  obaerred  (I  thinke)  amongEt  any  other  women 
In  ChriBtendoQio  ;  which  ia  m  common  in  Veniw,  that 
no  woman  wbateoeTor  goetb  without  it,  either  in  her 
houie  or  abroad,  a  Ihing  madt  of  tcood,  and  coiired  tcilh 
ItaClitr  of  lunrfr^  colors,  nime  wilk  vhiu,  lomt  rtdde,  lomt 
yellow.  It  i*  calUd  a  chapintji,  wAii^  iAty  intart  urultr  their 
ihoet.  Many  of  them  are  curiously  painted ;  aome  also  I 
have  aeene  fairly  gilt  \  to  uncomely  a  thing  (in  my  opinion) 
that  it  ia  pitCy  tbia  foolish  custom  is  not  cleans  baniibed 
and  cilcnninateJ  out  of  the  citle.  Thtre  are  many  t^ftiae 
chapatyi  of  a  yrtat  htighth,  Otn  hal/  a  yard  high,  which 
maketh  many  of  their  women  that  are  very  abort  aeeme 
much  taller  than  the  tallest  women  we  have  in  England. 
Alau  I  have  heard  that  this  ia  observed  among  them,  that 
bj  how  moch  (he  nobler  a  women  ia,  by  bo  much  the  higher 
are  her  chapineya.  All  their  gentlewomen,  and  most  of 
their  wivei  and  widowes  that  are  of  any  wealth,  are  misted 
and  supported  ejthur  by  men  or  women  when  they  walke 
abroad,  to  the  end  they  may  not  fall.  They  are  borne  up 
most  commonly  by  the  left  anne,  otherwise  they  miglit 
quickly  take  a  fall.^'— "Crudities,"  ICll,  p.  262.  See  also 
Mr  3teovena's  note  on  "  Hamlet,"  act  ii.  ao,  2,  [and  Hat- 
lilt'*  "  Venice."  i».  2SI.] 
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How  does  thy  uucle  tbo  old  doctor  ? 
Dost  think  he'll  be  a  bishop  1 

1st  Woman.  0,  quesUonless ! 
For  h'a£  got  him  a  young  wife,  and  carried  her 
To  court  already :  hut  now,  I  pr'ythee,  say, 
^Vhy  will  the  widow  wed  bo  old  a  knight  1 

AdB.  Why  ?  for  hia  riches. 

1st  Woman.  For  riches  onlyl 
Why,  riches  cannot  give  her  her  delight 

Adr.  Biches,  I  hope,  can  soon  procure  her  one 
Shall  give  her  her  delight  t  that's  the  devil. 
That's  it,  i'faith,  makes  us  waiting-gentle  women 
Live  maids  eo  long. 

IST  Woman.  Think  you  so! 

Adb.  Yes,  in  faith. 
Married  women  quite  have  spoiled  the  market. 
By  having  secret  friends  besides  their  husbaoiU  ; 
For  if  these  married  wives  would  be  content 
To  have  but  one  n  piece,  I  think,  in  troth, 
Tliere  would  he  doings  enough  for  us  all ; 
And,  till  wo  get  an  act  of  parliament 
For  that,  our  states  are  desperate. 

£iaa-  BOUTCHER  and  CONSTANTIA. 

Come,  straw  apace. 

Con.  So-ho-ho,  master. 

Bout.  Boy. 

Con.  In  troth,  I  tliought  y'  had  been  more  fast 
asleep 
Than  a  midwife  or  a  Puritan  tailor 
At  a  Sunday  evening's  lecture ;  but,  sir, 
Why  do  you  rise  so  soon  t 

Bout.  To  see  the  widow. 

Con.  The  weaker  you  j  you  are  forbid  a  widow,- 
And  'tis  the  first  tiling  you  will  fall  into. 
Me  tliinks  a.  young  clear-skinu'd  country  gentll^' 
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That  never  aaw  baboons,  lions,  or  courtiera, 
Might  prove  a  handsome  wife  ;  or  what  do  you  say 
To  a  citizen's  daughter,  tliat  never  was  in  love 
With  a  player,  that  never  learnt  to  dance, 
That  never  dwelt  near  any  inn-of-court — 
Might  not  she  in  time  prove  an  honest  nife  1 
Faith,  take  a  maid,  and  leave  the  widow,  master : 
Of  all  meats  I  love  not  a  gaping  oyBt«r, 

Bout.  God  speed  your  workg,  fair  maids. 

Adr.  You  much  mistake  : 
Tia  no  work. 

Bout.  ^Vhatthenl 

Adb.  a  preparation 
To  a  work.  air. 

Bout,  What  work,  sweet  ladies  1 

Adr.    Why,  to  a  marriage ;  that's  a  work,  1 
think. 

Bout.  How  1  a  preparation  to  a  marriage  1 
Of  whom,  kind  maids,  of  whom) 

Adr.  And  why  kind  maids  t 
I  hope  you  have  had  no  kindness  at  our  hand 
To  make  you  say  so :  but,  sir,  understand 
That  Sir  Oliver  Small-shanks,  the  noble  knight, 
And  Mistress  Taffata,  the  rich  widow, 
Must  this  day  be  coupled,  conjoined, 
Married,  espoused,  wedded,  contracted. 
Or,  as  the  Puritan  says,  ))ut  together  ; 
And  so,  sir,  to  the  sluFting  of  our  clean  smoi'ks 
We  leave  you. 

[Sxtunt  Adriana  and  the  ot/ter  women. 

Bout.  Married .'  and  to-day  t 
Dissension,  jealousy,  hate,  beggary. 
With  all  the  dire  events  which  breed  dislike 
In  nuptial  beds,  attend  her  bridal  steps  1 
Can  vows  and  oaths  with  such  protesting  action. 
As  if  their  hearts  were  spit  forth  with  their  words, 
A«  if  their  souls  were  darted  through  their  eyes, 
Be  of  no  more  validity  with  women  1 
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Have  I  for  her  contemn'd  my  fix6d  fate. 
Neglected  my  fair  hopes,  and  Bcom'd  the  love 
Of  beauteous,  virtuous,  ami  honour'd  Oouatanttal 

Cox.  New  woika  it  with  my  wish :  my  hopes 
are  full.  [Amda. 

Bout.  And  I  engag'd  my  worth,  and  renear*d 
life 
On  youder  hufflin^ '  fhce,  to  have  men  scorn. 
And  point  at  my  disgrace  1  first  wilt  I  leave  to  live ! 
There  take  my  purse,  live  thou  to  better  fat«, 

[BoUTOHER  liangt  hivudf. 
Better  thug  die  than  live  unfortunate. 

Con.  Ay  me  accurs'd  !  help,  help,  murthar  ! 
murther  I 
Curs'd  be  the  day  and  hour  that  gave  me  breath  ! 
Murther,  murther  1  if  any  gentleman 
Can  hear  my  plaints,  come  forth,  and  assist  me. 

W.  SHAI.L  '  WKai  oat-cries  coil  me/rom  mg  nalctd 
bed! 
Who  calls  Jeronimn  I  speak,  here  I  am. 

Con.  Good  sir,  leave  your  struggling  and  acting, 
And  help  to  save  the  life  of  a  distressed  man  ; 
0,  help,  if  you  he  gentlemen  ! 

W.  Small.  Wiafiheret 
A  man  hang'd  up,  aiui  all  the  ■murtherert  gow^ 
And  al  my  door,  to  lay  the  guilt  onmef 
This  place  wag  taaJe  to  pleat'ire  dliieni  wiMf,  . 
And  not  to  hang  up  honest  gentlemen. 

EiUef  Taffata. 

Taf.  Where  be  tliese  lazy  knaves  J  some  raise 
the  house. 
What  meant  the  cry  of  murther)   where'a   my 
love  ? 

1  [EdiU.,  buffelHtA 

*  The  lino  priDtcd  [a  Italic*  intakaafroaTbe&iMilib 
Tfisedj,"[v,il.]  -r-^- 
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W,  Smaix.  Cime,  habfUa,  help  tm  to  lavifni, 
For  Mffhi  are  ttopj/d,  anU  all  my  ttars  are  tpetit. 
Tkeu  clothes  I  ofthavt  tern,  oy  me,  my  friend  / 
Pursue  the  murtherers,  raise  all  the  street 

Con.  It  ehall  not  neud ;  he  stirs;  give  him  breath. 

W.  Small.  /» there  yet  life  t   Horatio,  my  dear 

Horatio,  Horatio,  what  hatt  thou  misdojie. 
To  loM  thy  life,  when  life  w(t«  wio-ftcyun  f 

Bout.  'S  heart !  a  mau  had  as  good  be  hangM 
outright, 
As  to  endure  this  clapping.     Shame  to  thy  sex, 
Perfidious  perjur'd  woman,  where'a  thj-  shame  ? 
How  can  thy  modesty  forbear  to  blush. 
And  knov'st  I  know  thee  &n  adulteress  I 
Hare  not  thy  vows  made  thee  my  lawful  wife 
Before  the  face  of  heaven  1  where  is  thy  shame  J 
But  why  speak  I  of  shame  to  thee,  whose  face 
Is  steel'd  with  customM  sin ;  whose  thoughts  want 

grace, 
The  custom  of  thy  sin  so  lulls  thy  sense. 
Women  ne'er  blush,  though  ne'er  so  foul  th'  ofTeoce. 
To  break  thy  vow  to  me,  and  straight  to  wed 
A  doating  stinkard ! 

W.  Shall.  But  liold  your  tongue, 
Or  by  this  light  I'll  truss  you  up  again. 
'Heart !  rail  on  my  wife !  am  I  >  a  stinkard. 
Or  do  I  doati  speak  such  another  word, 
And  up  you  truss  again.     Am  I  a  stinkard  ? 

Bout.  The  knight  your  father  is, 

W.  Small  Why,  who  denies  it  ? 
He  supplanted '  thee,  and  I  ^applanted  him. 
Come,  come,  you  shall  be  friends ;  come,  foi^ve 

her; 
For  by  this  light  there  is  no  remedy, 
Unless  you  wOl  betake  you  to  my  leavings. 


'  [Kot  in  Ediu.] 
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Cos,  Rather  than  ao,  I'll  help  you  to  a  wifi», 
Rich,  wellborB,  and  by  some  accounted  fair  ; 
And  for  the  worth  of  her  virginity, 
I  dare  presume  to  pawn  my  Honesty  : 
What  say  you  to  CoDBtantia  Sonuuerfield  1 

W,  SJULt..  Dost  know  where  she  is,  boy  ? 

Con.  I  do ;  nay  more. 
If  he  but  swear  to  embrace  her  constant  love, 
rU  fetch  her  to  this  place. 

W.  Small.  He  shall  do  it,  boy. 

£nUr  Sir  Oliver  and  fiddlers. 
He  shall  do  it,  go  fetch  her,  boy.    Foot,  mj  father. 
[Sxit  CONSTANTU. 
Stand  to't  now,  old  wench,  stand  to't  now. 
OLn'ER.  Now  fresh  and  youthful  as  the  month 
of  May, 
I'll  bid  my  bride  good-morrow.     Musicians,  nn  : 
Lightly,  lightly ;  and  by  my  knighthood- spur^ 
This  year  you  shall  have  my  protection, 
And  yet  not  buy  your  livery  coat  yourselves. 
Good  morrow,   bride,   fresh  >  as  the    month   of 


I  come  to  kiss  thee  on  thy  v 

W.  Small.  Saving  your  tale,  sir,  I'll  show  you 
how 
April  showers  bring  May  flowers. 
So  merrily  sings  tlie  cuckoo. 
The  truth  is,  I  have  laid  my  knife  aboard. 
The  widow,  sir,  is  wedded. 

Oliver.  Ha ! 

W.  Small.  Bedded. 

OuvKR.  Ha !  

W.  Small.  "Why,  my  good  father,  what  shoaM 
you  do  with  a  wife) 

,0  tlie  injury  of  the 
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Would  yoti  be  crested  1    Will  you  needs  thrust 

your  head 
In  one  of  Vulcan's  helmets  t    Will  yoa  perforce 
Wear  a  city  cap  and  a  court  feather! 
Oliver.  Villain,  slave,  thou  hast  wrong'd  my 

W.  Small.  Not  so ; 
Speak,  my  good  wench,  have  I  not  done  thee  right? 

Taf.  I  find  no  fault ;  and  I  protest,  Sir  Oliver, 
I'd  not  have  lost  the  last  two  hours'  sleep 
I  had  by  him  for  all  the  wealth  you  have. 
Oliver.   ViUoin — slave,  I'll  hang  thee  by  the 
statute ; 
Thou  hast  two  wives. 

W.  Small.  Be  not  so  furious,  air. 
I  have  but  this :  the  other  was  my  whore, 
Which  now  is  married  to  an  honest  lawyer. 
Oliver.  Thou  villtun — slave,  thou  hast  abus'd 

thy  father. 
Bout.     "  Your  son,   i'  faith,   your  very  sou, 
i'  faith  I 
The  villain-boy  has  one  trick  of  his  sire, 
Has  firk'd  away  the  wench,  has  pierc'd  the  hogs- 
head. 
And  knows  by  this  the  vintage." ' 
Oliver.  I  am  undone. 
BoiTT.  You  could  not  love  the  widow,  but  her 

wealth. 
Oliver.  The  devil  take  my  soul,  but  I  did  love 


her. 

Taf.  That  oath  doth  show  you  are 
knight, 
And  of  all  men  alive,  I'll  never  trust 
A  northern  man  in  love. 
Oliver.  And  why,  and  why,  slut  I 


I  Northern 


'  (He. 


□  H-orda  agaiiiat  him.    See  p. 
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Taf.  Becanee  tlie  first  wonl  be  speaks  ia,  the 
devil 
Take  his  soul ;  and  vho  will  give  liim  tmst, 
That  once  has  given  hia  soul  uuto  the  devil  1 

W.  Small.  She  says  most  true,  father ;  th»  soul 

The  best  part  of  man  is  gone. 

Tap.  And,  i' fiiitli, 
If  the  best  part  of  a  man  is  gone, 
The  rest  of  the  body  is  not  worth  a  rush, 
Though  it  be  ne'er  so  handsome. 

Enler  Lady  Sommerfield,  Throat  and  Bcaro 
bound,  and  JUSTICE  TUTCHIN. 

Lady  Som.  Bring  them  away. 

W.  Small.  How  now  1 
My  lawyer  piniou'd  I  I  begin  to  stink 
Already. 

Lady  Som.  Cheater,  ray  daughter ! 

W.  Small.  She's  mad. 

Throat.  My  wife,  sir,  my  wifo  ! 

W.  Small.  They're  mad,  stark  mad : 
I  am  sorry,  sir,  you  have  lost  those  huppy  wits. 
By  which  you  liVd  so  well.    The  air  grows  cold : 
Therefore  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Lady  Som.  So,  stay  him,  officers. 
Sir,  'tis  not  your  tricfe  of  wit  can  carry  it. 
Officers,  attaidi  him  and  this  gentleman 
For  stealing  away  my  heir. 

W.  Small.  You  do  me  wrong ; 
Heart !  I  never  saw  your  heir. 

Throat.  That's  a  lie : 
You  stole  her,  and  by  chance  I  manied  ber> 

W.  Small.  God  give  you  joy,  sir. 

Throat.  Ask  the  butler  else. 
Therefore,  widow,  release  me  ;  for  by  I 
Statute,  or  book-case  of  Viasiiiio 
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Edwardi  tecundi,  nor  by  the  statute 
Of  Triceiimo  Henriei  tfxli. 
Nor  by  any  book-case  of  deeimo 
Of  the  late  quoen,  am  I  accessor^', 
Part,  or  party-confederate,  abettor, 
Helper,  seconder,  persuader,  forwarder, 
Principal,  or  maintainer  of  this  late  theft. 
But  by  law.     I  forward,  and  she  willing, 
Clapp'd  up  the  match,  and  by  a  good  Btatut« 
Of  i/ecimo  terlio  Jiichardi  quarii, 
She  is  my  leeful,  lawful,  and  my  true 
Married  wife,  ifite  Lieutenant  Beard. 

W,  Shall.   Who  livea  would  think  that  you 
could  prate  bo  fast, 
Yonr  hands  being  bound  behind  you  1  foot,  he  talks 
With  as  much  ease,  as  if  he  were  in's  shirt 

Oliver.  I  am  witness  thou  hadst  the  heir. 

Jufs.  Tut.  So  am  I. 

Thrciat.  And  so  is  my  man  Dash. 

Bout.  Hear  me  but  speak ; 
Sit  you  as  judges,     Undo  the  lawyer's  hands, 
That  he  may  freely  act,  and  I'll  be  bound 
That  William  SmuU-shanks  ehall  put  your  throat 

to  silence. 
And  overthrow  him  at  his  own  weapon. 

Jus.  Tut.  Agreed  :  take  each  hia  place,  and  hear 
the  case 
Ai^ed  betwixt  them  two. 

Ohnbs.  A^^ed,  aereed. 

Jus.  Tut,  Now,  Throat,  or  ne\-er,  stretch  your- 
self. 

Throat.  Fear  not. 

W,  Small.    Here  stand  I  for  my  client  this 
gentleman. 

TiiJtOAT.  I  for  the  widow, 

W.  Small.  Begin. 

ThIiOAT.  Bight  Worshipful, 
I  say  that  Wilham  Small-shanks,  madman, 
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Is  by  a  statute  made  in  Octavo 

Of  Richard  Cordelion  guilty  to  the  law 

Of  felony  for  stealing  this  kily's  heir. 

That  he  stole  her,  the  proof  is  most  pregnant — 

He  brought  her  to  my  house,  confessed  himself 

He  made  great  means  to  steal  her.     I  lih'd  her. 

And  finding  him  a  novice  (truth  to  tellj, 

>Iarried  her  myself,  and  (as  I  said), 

By  a  statute  Kichardi  Qu^ti, 

She  ia  my  lawful  wife. 

W.  Small.  For  my  client 
I  say,  the  wench  I  brought  unto  your  hoaaa 
Was  not  the  daughter  to  rich  Sommerfield. 

Oliver.  What  proof  of  that? 

W.  Small.  This  gentleman. 

Throat.  Tut,  tut. 
He  is  a  party  in  the  cause.    But,  sir. 
If 't  were  not  the  daughter  to  this  good  widow. 
Who  was  itl  answer  that 

W.  Small.  An  arrant  whore. 
Which  you  have  married,  and  she  is  run 
Away  with  all  your  jewels — this  is  true ; 
And  this  Lieutenant  Beard  can  testify  : 
It  was  the  wench  I  kept  in  Hosier  Lane. 

Beard..  What,  was  it  she  I 

W.  Small.  The  very  same.  ^^ 

Jds.  Tut,  Speak,  sirrah  Beard,  if  all  he  says 
be  true! 

Beard.  She  said  she  was  a  punk,  a  rampant 
whore, 
W^hicli  in  her  time  liad  been  the  cause  of  parting 
Some  fourteen  bawds  ;  he  kept  her  in  the  suburbs. 
Yet  I  do  think  this  wench  was  not  the  same. 

Bout.  The  case  is  clear  with  me. 

Omnes.  O  strange  1 

Throat.  Sir,  sir. 
This  is  not  true  ;  how  liv'd  you  in  the  suburbs. 
And  scap'd  so  many  searches  1 
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W.  Small.  I  answer. 
That  most  constables  in  our  out- parishes 
Are  bawds  themselves,  by  wliidi  we  scap'd  tlie 
searches. 
Oliver,  This  is  moat  strange  1 
Lady  Som.  What's  become  of  this  womaa  I 
Beard.  That  know  not  I,     As  I  was  squiring 
her 
Along  the  street,  Master  Smoll-shanks  set  u{>on 

me. 
Beat  mo  down,  and  took  away  the  maid, 
■\Vhich  I  snppose  was  daughter  to  the  widow. 
W.  Small.  He  lies  ;  let  me  be  hanged,  if  ha  \k' 

not, 
Oliver.  ^Vbat  confusion  is  this  1 

Enter  CONSTABLK. 

Con,  Bring  them  forward. 

Enter  Tbomas  Small-SHANK3  and  FRANCES. 

'  God  preserve  your  worship.     [To  L.  SoM,]  And 

it  like  you,  madam  1 
[To  Sir  0.]  We  were  commanded  by  your^  deputy 
That,  if  we  took  a  woman  in  the  watch, 
To  bring  her  straight  to  you :  and  hearing  there 
You  were  come  hither,  hither  we  brought  them. 

Oliver.  The  one  is  my  son  ;  I  do  acknowledge 
him. 
What  woman's  that  I 

T.  Small.  The  widow's  daughter,  «r. 

W.  Small.  Blood  I  is  be  gull'd  too, 

T.  SsLALL.  My  brother  stole  her  first. 
Throat  cosen'd  him,  ami  I  liad  cosen'd  Throat, 
Had  not  the  constable  took  us  in  the  watch. 
She  is  the  widow's  daughter,  had  I  had  luck. 

'  [Ediu.,  oi.r.1 
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Throat.  And  my  espoused  wifiv 

Lady  Soil  Unmask  her  face. 
My  daughter  ?    I  defy  her. 

W.  Small.  Your  worship's  wi 

Thkoat.  I  am  guU'd  an<l  abus'd ;  andbyastatate 
Of  Trioetmo  of  the  late  Queen 
I  will  star-chamber  you  all  for  cosenagc, 
And  be  by  low  divorc'd. 

W,  Shall.  Sir,  'twill  not  hold : 
She's  your  leeful,  lawful,  and  true-wedded  wife, 
2'fste  Lieutenant  Beard. 

Beard.  Was't  you  that  brake  tny  head  ? 

W.  Small.  But  why  shouldst  thiiik  much  to  die 
a  cuckold, 
Being  born  a  knave  t     As  good  lawyers  as  yoa 
Scorn  not  horns. 

Throat,  I  am  gull'd,  ay  me  accur&'d  ! 
Wliy  should  the  harmless  men  be  vesi'd  with  horns. 
When  women  most  deserve  them  1 

W.  Small.  I'll  show  you,  eir  : 
The  husband  is  the  wife's  hea<l.  and,  I  pray. 
Where  should  the  boms  stand  but  upon  the  head  t 
Why,  wert  not  thou  begot  (thou  fooush  kn.ive) 
By  a  poor  sumner  on  a  Serjeant's  widow  t 
Wert  not  thou  a  Puritan,  and  put  in  tniEt 
To  gather  relief  for  the  distress'd  Geneva  [ns]  1 
And  didst  not  thou  leave  thy  poor  brethren. 
And  run  away  with  all  the  money  t  Speak, 
Was  not  that  thy  first  rising  ?    Go, 
y  are  well-coupled ;  by  Jove,  ye  are.     She  is 
Bat  a  younger  sister  newly  come  to  town  : 
She's  current  metal,  nob  a  penny  the  worse 
For  a  little  use :  whole  within  the  rin^ 
By  my  soul. 

Brard,  Win  he  take  her,  think'st  thou  1 

Bout.  Yea,  faith  upou  her  promise  of  amend- 
ment. 

Jus.  Tdt.  The  lawyer  is  gull'd. 
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Thboat.  Am  I  thus  over-reach'd  to  have  a  wife, 
And  not  of  the  best  neitlier  I 

Frances.  Good  sir,  be  content, 
A  lawyer  should  make  all  thiols  right  and  straight ; 
All  lies  but  in  the  biui<lliug ;  I  may  prove 
A  wife  that  shall  desen'e  your  beet  of  love. 

Oliver.  Take  her,  Throat,  you  have  a  better 
jewel  now 
Than  ever.     Kiss  her,  kiss  her,  man  ;  all  friends. 

Lady  Som.  Yet,  in  this  happy  close,  I  still  have 
lost 
My  only  daughter. 

W.  Small.  Where's  thy  page,  BoutcUer  t 

EnUr  Constantia. 

Cos.  Here  I  present  the  page:  and  that  all 
doubt 
May  here  be  cleaxed,  here  in  my  proper  shape, 
That  all  your  joys  m^  be  complete  and  full. 
I  must  make  one.     With  pardon,  gentle  mother. 
Since  all  our  friends  so  happily  are  met. 
Here  will  I  choose  a  husband  :  this  be  the  man 
Whom,  since  I  left  your  house  in  shape  of  page, 
1  still  have  followed. 

\V.  SMAUi.  Foot,  woold  I  had  known  so  much, 
I  would  have  been  bold  to  have  lain  with  your 
pag«. 

Cos.  Say,  am  I  welcome ) 

Bout.  As  is  my  life  and  aouL 

Labt  Som.  Heaven  give  you  joy, 
Since  all  so  well  sticcecds,  take  my  consent. 

W.  Shalu  Then  are  we  all  pair'd ;  I  and  my 

You  and  your  wife ;  the  lawyer  and  his  wench  ; 
'"■'e  mdow  ; 


t,  father,  fall  yon  aboard  o 

But  then  my  brother 

T.  Small.  Faith,  I  am  a  fool 
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"VV.  Small.   That'e  all  one :   if  God  had   not 
made 
Some  elder  brothera  fools,  how  should  witty 
Younger  brothers  be  maintain'd  I 
Strike  up,  muaic ;  let's  have  an  old  song : 
Since  all  my  tricks  have  found  so  good  success, 
We'll  sing,  dance,  dice,  and  drink  down  heaviness. 


EPILOGUS. 

Thus  two  hours  have  brought  to  end 
What  many  tedious  hours  nave  penn'd : 
He  dares  not  glory  nor  distrust ; 
But  he  (as  other  writers  must) 
Submits  the  tensures '  of  his  pains 
To  those,  whose  wit  and  nimble  brains 
Are  able  best  to  judge  :  and  as  for  some 
Who,  filled  with  maUce,  hither  come 
To  belch  their  poison  on  his  labour. 
Of  them  ho  doth  entreat  no  favour; 
But  bids  them  hang  or  soon  amend. 
For  worth  shall  stiU  itself  defend. 
And  for  ourselves  we  do  desire, 
You'll  breathe  on  us  that  glowing  *  fire, 
By  wluch  in  time  we  may  obtain 
Like  favours  which  some  others  gain ; 
For  be  assur'd  our  loves  shall  tend 
To  equal  theirs,  if  not  transcend. 

'  [Exerlioiu.]  ■  [Old  copies,  yrawiiijf.] 
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PREFACE  TO  THE  FORMER  EDITlOJi.' 


This  ia  one  o(  the  MSS.  playa  which  escaped  the 
fatal  hands  of  Waiburtoa's  cook,  and  ia  printed  from  a 
nuinuscript  book  of  that  gentleman  in  the  Lansdovne 
Collection.  No  title  page  ia  prefixed  to  the  manuscript, 
nor  is  the  name  of  "  The  Second  Maiden's  Trayedy  "  in 
the  sune  handwriting  as  the  play.  From  the  tenor  of 
the  licence  to  act,  indeed,  it  is  probable  that  this  name 
was  given  to  it  by  the  Master  of  the  Revels  ;  that 
licence  is  in  the  following  words :  "  This  Second 
Maiden's  Tragedy  (for  it  hath  no  name  inscribed)  may, 
with  the  reformations,  beeacted  publickly.  31  October, 
1611,  G.  Buc"  Why  it  ia  called  "  Tlie  Second  Muiden's 
Tragedy  "  does  not  appear ;  there  ia  no  trace  of  any 
drama  having  the  title  of  "  The  First  Klaiden's 
Tragedy,"  and  it  does  not  beat  any  resemblanca  to 
the  "Maid's  Tragedy"  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 
There  is  reason  therefore  to  believe  that  the  name,  by 
whicli  it  is  now  known,  was  adopted  merely  for  thu 
purpose  of  distinguishing  it  from  other  plays  licensed 
to  be  acted,  as  the  words,  "  for  it  hath  no  name  in- 
scribed," can  hardly  be  supposed  to  refer  to  the  want  of 
the  author's  name,  which  is  as  difficult  to  be  aacertained 
as  that  of  his  play.  At  the  bock  of  the  manuscript, 
it  is  said  to  be  by  a  person  whose  name,  on  a  close 


'  [This  piidce  was  first  printed  (very  incotractl)')  from 
UnsdoTne  MS.,  807,  ia  Saldvia'i  -  Old  Eogllih  Pruu," 

lS2f-S.  2  Tola  12".] 
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inspection,  appears  to  Lave  been  WiUiam  (aflerwDrdi 
ftltered  to  Thomas)  Qoughe.  This  name  hu  been 
nearlj  obliterated,  and  llut  of  "  Geo^  Chapman  "  sub- 
stituted, which  in  its  turn  has  been  scored  through,  tot 
the  purpose  of  making  lOOm  for  "  WilL  Shakspeor." 
That  it  does  not  belong  to  Thomas  Ooff,'  the  author  of 
the  "  Raging  Tuik,"  is  abimdantly  obvious.  He  woa 
at  the  time  it  was  licensed  not  more  than  nineteen 
yeara  of  age,  and  besides  was  totally  incapable  of  pro- 
ducing anything  of  the  kind ;  nor  has  Chapman,  in  oar 
opinion,  a  better  title  to  iL  Many  of  the  acenee  are 
distinguished  by  a  tenderness  and  pathos  which  are 
not  to  be  found  in  the  prodnotions  of  eithec  of  those 
authors  ;  but  although  it  possesses  merits  of  no  ordi- 
nary kind,  it  cannot  be  pretended  that  it  approaches 
the  character  of  the  dramas  of  Shakespeare,  whose  name 
indeed  is  written  in  a  much  more  modem  hand.  The 
subordinate  plot  is  foimded  upon  the  story  of  the 
Curvmt  Imittrtintnt  in  "  Don  Quixote,"  from  wliich  it 
differs  very  little,  except  in  the  catastrophe,  Vaiioos 
partsofthepIayhavebeeEstruck  out,  some  for  the  pur- 
pose of  being  omitted  in  the  representation,  and  others, 
which  were  probably  considered  dangerous  or  offensive 
to  royalty,  apparently  by  Sir  George  Bud  ;  for  example, 
in  the  second  scene  of  the  last  act,  the  exclamation  ot 
the  Tyrant,  "  Tour  King's  poisoned  ! "  is  altered  to  "  I 
am  poisoned  ; "  the  propi'ieCy  of  which  reformntion  te 
manifest  from  the  answer  of  Memphonius,  viK.,  "The 
King  of  Deaven  be  praised  for  it ! "  In  both  cases  the 
original  text  has  been  restored  in  the  present  publi- 


'  Mr  Bobert  Goughe  appears  from  the  MS.  to  hsTe  acted  the 
pnrl  of  the  Tyrant  in  Ibii  play.  [John  Ouugh,  author  of  the 
"Strange  Discoveiy,"  1040,  and,  according  to  Bliss,  editor 
of  ttie  "Academy  of  Compliments,"  161D,  is  not  known  to- 
have  written  so  early  as  ISII.J 
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Thb  Usubpiko  Tybast. 
Qoviitice,  lie  dtpoied  King. 
Anbbuios,  Jill  Brother. 
VoTiRiUB,  tkt  friatd  of  AtiMttmui. 
Helvbtids,     \ 
MBllFHOtritJB,  >  Ifoblti. 
SoPHOHIBUa,    ) 

BctbABlDS,  tht  lortr  o/Ltontlla. 

Thb  Ladt,  Ma  DaughCtr  of  IltlrtHat 
The  Wim  at  Vota»:ub. 
Leoetella,  her  Woman. 

Noblti,  Soidien,  and  Atttadanla. 
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ACT  I.,  SCESE  1. 

£nler  the  nfut  usurping  TYRANT ;  the  nobles  of  hu 
faeiion,  Memphonius,  Sophonirus,  Hel- 
VETirs,  mith  UJiert,  (Ae  right  kttr  GoVUNUS, 

depoied. 

Tyb.  T1iq8  high,  my  lords,  your   powers  and 
constant  loves 
Have  fix'd  our  glories  like  unmoved  ators, 
That  know  not  what  it  is  to  fall  or  err. 
We're  now  the  kingdom's  love  :  and  he,  that  was 
Flatter'd  awhile  so,  Btanda  before  us  now 
Readier  for  doom  than  dignity. 

Gov.  So  much 
Can  the  adulterate  friendship  of  mankind. 
False  Fortune's  sib-ter,  bring  to  pass  in  kings, 
And  lay  nstirpers  sunning  in  their  glories. 
Like  adders  in  warm  beams. 

Tyr.  There  was  but  one. 
In  whom  my  heart  took  pleasure  amongst  women  ; 
One  in  the  whole  creation,  and  in  her 
You  dar'd  to  he  my  rival  I    Was't  not  bold  I 
Now  we  are  king,  ehe'il  leave  the  lower  path 
And  find  the  way  to  us.     Helvetius  I  ■ 

It  is  thy  daughter.     Happier  than  a  king— 
And  far  above  him,  for  she  kneels  to  thse 
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Whom  we  have  kneel'd  to — richer  in  one  smite 
That  came  from  her,  than  ehe  in  all  thy  blessings ; 
If  thou  be'st  proud,  thnu  art  to  be  foreiven. 
'Tis  no  deadly  sin  in  thee  ;  while  she  lives, 
High  lust  is  not  more  natural  to  youth 
-  Thau  that  lo  thee  ;  be  not  afraid  to  die  in't. 
'Tis  but  the  sign  of  joy ;  tliere  U  no  gladneas. 
But  has  a  pride  it  lives  by  ;  that's  the  oil 
That  feeds  it  into  flames.     Let  her  be  sent  for. 
And  honourably  attended,  as  beseems 
Her  that  we  make  our  queen.     My  lords  Mem- 

phonius 
And  Sophoninis,  take  into  your  care 
The  royal  business  of  my  heart ;  conduct  her 
With  a  respect  equal  with  that  to  us — 
If  more,  it  shall  be  pardou'd ;  so  still  err. 
You  honour  us,  but  ourself  honours  her. 
Mem.  Strange  fortune  !  does  he  make  his  queen 

of  her  1  [Erit  Memph. 

Soph.   I  liave  a  wife ;  would  she  were  eo  pre- 

ferr'd ! 
I  could  be  but  her  subject,  so  I'm  now ; 
I  allow  her  her  own  friend  to  stop  her  mouth. 
And  keep  her  quiet,  qnit  him  his  table  free, 
And  tlie  huge  feeding  of  his  great  stone  horae. 
On  which  he  rides  in  pomp  about  the  city, 
Only  to  speak  to  gallants  iu  bay-windows  j 
Marry,  hia  lodging  he  pays  dearly  for  : 
He  gets  me  all  my  children,  there  I  save  hyt  -. 
Beside,  I  draw  my  life  out  by  the  bargain 
Some  twelve  years  longer  tiian  the  times  appointed  ; 
When  my  young  prodigal  gallant  kicks  up's  heels 
At  one- and- thirty,  and  lies  dead  and  rotten 
Some  five-and-forty  years,  before  I'm  eoffiu'd. 
'Tis  the  right  way  to  keep  a  woman  honest. 
One  friend  is  liarricado  to  a  hundred, 
And  keeps  'em  out :  nay,  more — a  husband's  sure 
To  have  bis  children  all  of  one  man's  getting, 


TIIE  SECOND  MAIDEN  S  TRAGEDY. 


389 


Anil  he  that  performs  best,  can  have  no  better. 
I'm  e'eu  as  liajipy  tbeo,  that  save  a  labour. 

[i'jiV  SoFHONifil'a. 

Tyr.  Thy  bonours  with  tby   daughter's   love 
Bhall  rise, 
1  shall  read  thy  deaervings  in  her  eyes. 

Hel.  O,  may  they  be  eternal  boolts  of  pleasure. 
To  show  you  all  delight ! 

Gov,  The  loss  of  her  sits  eloser  to  my  lieart 
Than  that  of  kUigdom  or  tlie  wborish  pomp 
Of  this  world's  titles,  that  with  flattery  swells  us, 
And  makes  us  die  like  beasts  fat  for  destruction. 
0,  she's  a  iroman,  and  her  eye  will  stand 
Upon  advancement,  never  weary  wonder,' 
But  when  she  turns  her  head  by  chance,  and  sees 
The  fortunes  that  are  my  companions. 
She'll  snatch  her  eyes  off,  and  repent  the  looking. 

Tyr  'Tis  well-adiis'd ;  wo  doom  thee,  Oovianua, 
To  banishment  for  ever  from  our  kingdom. 

Gov.  What  could  be  worse  to  one  whose  heart 
is  lock'd 
Up  in  another's  bosom  t    Banishment  I 
And  why  not  deatli  t    Is  that  too  easy  for  me  I 

Tyr.  But  that  the  world  would  call  our  way  to 
dignity 
A  path  of  blood,  it  should  be  the  first  act  in  all 
our  reign. 

Gov.    She's  lost  for  ever;   farewell,   virtuous 
men, 
Too  honest  for  your  greatness  I  now  you're  mightier 
Than  when  wo  knew  the  kingdom ;  your  style's 

heavier 
Than  ponderous  nobility.    Farewell ! 

3d  Nob.  How's  that,  sir  ] 

Gut.  0  sir  1  is  it  you  1 


'  [MS.  aad  Conner  edit.,  yvniier.] 
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1  knew  you  one-anil-twenty  and  a  lord, 
AVbeu  your  discretion '  auck'd ;    is't  com 

nuTM  yet ) 

You  acom  to  be  a  scholar  r  you  were  born  Itettur. 
You  have  good  lauds — that's  the  beet  grounds  of 

learning. 
If  you  can  constrae  but  your  doctor's  bill, 
Parse  your  wife's  waitiug-women,  and  decline  your 


from 


Till  they're  all  beggars.withnewfines  and  raekitigs; 
You're  scholar  good  enough  lor  a  lady's  son, 
That'a  born  to  living ;  if  you  list  to  read, 
Hide  but  to  th'  city  and  bestow  your  looks 
On  the  court  library,  the  mercer's  books, 
They'll  quickly  furnish  you ;  do  but  eutertaig 
A  tailor  for  your  tutor,  to  expound 
All  the  hard  stuff  to  you,  by  wliat  name  and  title 
Soever  they  be  call'd. 

3d  Nob.  I  thauk  you.  sir. 

Gov.   'Tis  happy  you    have  learnt   so   Macli 
manners, 
Since  you  have  so  little  wit.     Fare  you  well,  tar  ] 

Tyr.  Let  him  be  ata^d  awhile  I 

4th  Nob.  Stay ! 

3d  Nob.  You  must  stay,  sir. 

Gov.  He's  not  eo  honest,  sure,  to   change  his 
mind, 
Revoke  hia  doom  ;  hell  has  more  hope  on  him. 

Tyr.  We  have  not  ended  yet,  the  worst  port's 
coming, 
Thy  banishment  were  gentle,  were  that  all ; 
But,  to  atHict  thy  soul  before  thou  goest, 
Thou  shall  behold  the  heav'n  that  thou  must  lose 
In  her  tliat  must  be  mine. 
Then  to  be  banisb'd,  tlien  to  be  depriv'd. 
Shows  the  full  torment  we  provide  for  the«u 


'  [So  MS.    TliL'  h 


■  edit,  printed  i/rifrucM'vii.J 
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Gov.  lie's  a  right  tyrant  uow,  he  will  not  bate  me 
Th'  affiiction  of  my  soul ;  be'll  have  all  parts 

Enter  the  Lady  e(ad  in  black,  with  attmdaul*. 
Suffer  together;  now  I  see  my  loss ; 
I  never  shall  recover  't;  my  mind's  heggar'il. 

TvB.  Whence  rose  that  cloud  t    Can  such  a 
thing  be  seen 
In  honour's  glorious  day,  the  ekyso  clear T 
Why  mourns  the  kingdom's  mistress  1     Does  she 

To  meet  advancement  in  a  funeral  garment? 
Hack  !     [To  the  atte^idanU.]     She    forgot  herself, 

'twaa  too  much  joy, 
That  bred  this  error,  and  we  heartily  pardon't, 
Go,  bring  her  hither  like  an  illustrious  bride 
With  her  best  beams  about  her ;  let  her  jewels 
lie  worth  ten  cities :  that  beseems  our  mistress, 
And  not  a  widow's  case — a  suit  to  weep  in. 

Lady.  I  am  not  to  be  alter'd. 

TVK.  Uow! 

Lady.  I  have  a  mind 
That  must  be  shifted,  ere  I  cast  off  these. 
Or  I  shall  wear  strange  colours.     Tis  not  titles, 
Nor  all  the  bastard  honooTB  of  tills  ftume. 
That  I  am  taken  with ;  I  come  not  hither 
To  please  the  eye  of  glory,  but  of  goodness. 
And  that  concerns'  not  you,  sir ;  you're  for  great- 
ness. 
I  dare  not  deal  with  you  :  I  have  found  my  match. 
And  I  will  never  lose  him. 

fjov.  If  there  be  man 
Above  a  king  in  fortunes,  read  ray  storj'. 
And  you  shaU  find  him  there.     Farewell,  poor 

kingdom ! 
Take  it  to  help  thee ;  thou  hast  need  on't  now  ; 

<  [Farmer  edll.  reads,  willi  Ibc  MS,,  conctm'ii.] 
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1  see  theo  in  distress,  more  miserable 
Than  some  thou  layat  taxations  on,  poor  £ubjtwt« 
Thou'rt  all  heset  with  Btorms,  more  overcast 
Than  ever  any  man  that  brightness  flatter'*!. 
'Tis  only  ivretchedness  to  be  there  with  thee. 
And  happiness  to  be  here. 

Tyr.  Sure,  some  dream  crown'd  me. 
If  it  were  possible  to  be  less  than  nothing, 
I  wake  the  man  you  seek  for.  There's  the  kingdom 
Within  yon  valley  fix'd ;  while  I  stand  here. 
Kissing  false  hopes  upon  a  iVozen  mountain 
AVitbout  the  Tioufines.     I  am  he,  that's  banish'd  ; 
The  king  walks  yonder,  chose  by  her  affections, 
Winch  is  the  surer  side ;  for  when  she  goes, 
Her  eye  removes  the  court ;  what  is  he  here 
Can  spare  a  look  1  They're  all  employed  on  her. 
Helvetius ! — thou  art  not  worth  the  waking  neithor ; 
I  lose  but  time  in  thee ;  go,  sleep  again — 
Like  an  old  man,  thou  can'st  do  nothing ; 
Thou  tak'st  no  pains  at  all  to  earn  thine  honours  ; 
Which  way  shall  we  be  able  to  pay  thee 
To  thy  content,  when  we  receive  not  ours  J 
The  master  of  the  work  must  needs  decay. 
When  he  wants  means,  and  sees  his  servants  play. 

Hel.  [To  hit  Dauffhter.]    Have  I  bestowed  au 
many  blessings  on  thee, 
And  do  they  all  return  to  me  in  curses  1 
Is  that  the  use  I've  for  them }  bu  not  to  ma 
A  burden  ten  times  heavier  than  my  years ! 
Thou'dst  wont  to  be  kind  to  me  and  observe, 
^Vhat  I  thought  pleasing  j  go,  entreat  the  king  ! 

Lady.  I  will  do  more  lor  you,  sir,  you're  my 
father ; 
I'!I  kiss  liim  too.  [Sin  kutei  Govlasus. 

Hel.  How  am  I  dealt  withal  1 

Lady.  Why,  that's  the  usurper,  sir,  this  is  the 
king; 
I  happen 'd  righter  tiiau  you  thought  I  had ; 
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And  were  all  kingdoms  of  the  earth  his  own. 
As  sure  as  this  is  not,  and  this  denr  gentleman 
As  poor  OS  virtue  and  almost  as  friendless, 
I  would  not  change  this  misery  for  that  sceptre. 
Wherein  I'd  part  with  him ;  sir,  be  cheerfuX 
'Tis  not  the  reeling  fortune  of  great  state 
Or  low  condition,  that  I  cast  mine  eye  at, 
It  is  the  man  I  seek,  the  rest  I  lose, 
As  things  unworthy  to  be  kept  or  noted; 
Fortunes  are  but  the  outsides  of  true  worth, 
It  is  the  mind  that  sets  his  master  forth. 

Tyr.  Have  there  so  many  bodies  been  hewn 
down. 
Like  trees,  in  progress  to  cut  out  a  way 
That  was  ne'er  known,  for  us  and  our  affections, 
And  is  our  game '  so  cross'd  T  There  stands  the  first 
Of  all  her  kind,  that  e'er  refused  greatness  I 
A  '  woman  to  set  light  by  sovereignty  I 
What  a^  can  bring  her  forth,  and  bide  that  shock ! " 
'Tis  their  desire  most  commonly  to  rule 
More  than  their  part  comes  to— sometimes  thfir 
husbands. 

Hel.  Tis  in  your  pow'r,  roy  lord,  to  force  her 
to  you, 
And  pluck  her  from  his  arms. 

Tyr.  Thou  talkst  unkindly ; 
That  had  been  done,  before  thy  thought  begot  it. 
If  my  affection  eoidd  be  so  hard-hearted, 
To  stand  upon  such  payment ;  it  must  come 
Gently  and  kindly,  like  a  debt  of  love, 
Or 'tis  not  worth  receiving.      (Atide  to  Helvetius. 

Gov.  Now,  usurper  I 


»  tSo  MS.     Former  edit,  gain.) 

'  [Thii  and  the  neil  three  IJdgi  have  b«en  light);  itrnck 
through  in  theMd.] 

'  [MS.  and  farmer  edit,  hive  kiilt — boot,  which  ippeare 
r  is  the  tiiit,  as  amendud,  sutiafactorr.] 
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I  wish  DO  happier  freedom  th&n  the  baQisliRWnt 
Th.it  thou  hnst  liiid  iipou  lue. 

Tyb.  O  !  he  kilU  me 
At  mine  own  weapon ;  'tis  I  that  live  in  exile, 
Kliould  she  foi^ftke  tUc^  land  ;  I'll  feign  soioe  eauae 
Far  from  the  grief  Itself,  to  call  it  back. — 

[Agide  to  GoVIAinJS. 
That  doom  of  banishmeDt  was  Imt  tent  to  thee 
To  make  a  trial  of  thy  factious  spirit, 
Wliich  flames    in  thy  desire ;    thou  wonldrt    be 

There  is  some  combination  betwixt  thee 

And  foreign  plots  ;  thou  hast  some  powers  to  raise, 

Wliii'h  to  prevent  thy  banishment  we  revoke, 

Confine  thee  to  thy  house  nearest  the  court. 

And  place  a  guard  about  tbce.    Lord  Memphonius, 

See  it  effected. 

Mem.  With  best  care,  my  lord. 

Gov.   Confine  me  I   here's  my  liberty  in  mine 
arms, 
I  wish  no  better  to  bring  me  content, 
Lovers'  best  freedom  is  imprisonmeut 

[Exeunl  Lady  and  GoviAsrs. 

Tyr.    Methiuks  tite  day  e'en  darkens  at  Ler 


I  stand  as  in  a  shade,  when  a  great  cloud 
Muffles  the  sun,  whose  beauties  sliiiic  far  off 
On  tow'rs  and  mountains ;  but  I  keep  the  vallies. 
The  place  that  is  last  serv'd. 

Hel.  My  lord ! 

[Tyrant  and  Helvetius  eoitoertt  apart. 

Tyr,  Your  reason,  sir ! 

Hel.  Your  Grace  is  mild  to  all  but  your  own 
bosom; 
They  should  have  both  been  sent  to  several  prisons. 
And  not  committed  to  each  other^s  arms. 
There's  a  hot  durance  :  he'll  ne'er  wish  more  free- 
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Tyr.  'Tis  true ;  let  'em  be  both  forc'd  back  ! 

[To  the  O^tn. 
Stay,  we  command  you. 

Thou  talk'st  not  like  a  statesman ;  had  my  wrath 
Took  bold  of  such  extremity  at  first, 
They'd  liv'd  euepectful  still,  warn'd  by  their  fears. 
When  now,  that  liberty  makes  them  more  secure, 
I'll  take  them  at  my  pleasure ;  it  gives  thee 
Freer  access  to  play  the  father  for  us. 
And  ply  her  to  our  wilL  . 

Nay,  more :  to  vex  his  aonl,  give  command  straight 
They  bo  divided  into  several  rooms, 
Where  he  may  only  have  6.  sight  of  her 
To  his  mind's  torment,  but  his  arms  and  lips 
Lock'd  up,  like  felons,  from  her. 

Hel.  Now  you  win  me. 
I  like  that  cruelty  passing  well,  my  lord. 

Tyr.  Give  order  with  all  speed. 

Heu  Though  I  be  old, 
I  need  no  spur,  my  lord  ;  honour  prieks  me. 
I  do  beseech  your  majesty,  look  cheerful. 
You  shall  not  want  content,  if  it  be  lock'd 
In  any  blood  of  mine  ;  the  key's  your  own. 
You  shuU  command  the  wards. 

Tyr.  Say'st  thou  so,  sirT 
I  were  ungrateful,  then,  should  I  see  thee 
Want  power,  that  provides  content  for  me. 

[Extunl. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  L.  AN3ELMUS,  (/«■  depoitd  Kiag't  Wuther, 
with  hU  friend  VOTARIUS. 

Vox.  Pray,  «ir,  confine  your  thoughts  and  ea 


Methinks  the  dep< 
•Should  find  you  bi 


'd  king  your  brother's  sorrow, 
ine«  enough. 
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A>'s,  Bow,  Votariua ! 
Sorrow  for  him?   weak  ignorance  talks  not  like 

thee. 
'SVhy,  he  was  never  happier. 
VoT.  Pray,  prove  that,  sir. 

Aks.    He's  lost  the  kingilom,  bat   his  mind's 
reetor'd ; 
Which  is  the  larger  empire  1  prythee,  tell  me  : 
Dominions  have  their  limits ;  the  whole  eanh 
Is  but  a  prisoner,  as '  the  sea  her  jailor. 
That  with  a  silver  hoop  locks  in  her  body. 
They're    fellow-prisooera,    though    the   sea    looks 

bigger. 
Because  it  is  in  office ;  and  pride  swells  him. 
But  the  unbounded  kingdom  of  the  mind 
Is  as  iinlimitable  as  heav'n,  that  glorious  court  of 

spirits. 
Sir,  it  thou  lov'st  me,  turn  thine  eye  to  me. 
And  look  not  after  him  that  needs  thee  not : 
My  brother's  well-attended ;  pejice  and  pleasure 
Are  never  from  his  sight ;  he  has  his  mistress. 
She  brought  those  servants,  and  bestow'd  them  oo 

him; 
But  who  brings  mine  T 

VoT.  Had  you  not  both  long  since 
By  a  kind  worthy  lady,  your  chaste  wife  1 

Ans.  That's  it  that  I  take  pains  with  tUee  to  be 
sure  of. 
■\\'hat  true  report  can  I  send  to  my  soul 
Of  that  I  know  not  I     We  must  only  think 
Our  ladies  are  good  people,  and  so  live  with  'em : 
A  tine  security  for  thom !  our  own  thoughts 
Make  the  best  fools  of  us :  next  to  them,  OQr  wives. 
But  say  she's  all  chaste,  yet  is  that  her  goodness  1 
What  labour  is't  for  woman  to  keep  constant. 
That's  never  tried  or  tempted  )    Where's  her  figbt  T 

'  [The  M9,  reads  nor,  willi  the  edilion  of  1824.1 
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The  war's  within  her  breast,  her  honest  anger 

Against  the  impudence  of  flesh  and  hell : 

So  let  me  know  the  lady  of  my  reet, 

Or  I  shiUl  never  sleep  well ;  give  not  me 

The  thing  that  ia  thought  good,  but  what's  ap- 

prov'd  so. 
So  wise  men  choose.     0,  what  a  lazy  virtue 
Is  chastity  in  a  woman,  if  no  sin 
Should  lay  temptation  to't !  prythee,  set  to  her. 
And  bring  my  peace  along  with  thee. 

VoT.  You  put  to  me 
A  business  that  will  do  my  words  more  shame. 
Than  ever  they  got  honour  among  women. 
Lascivious  courtiugs  among  sinful  mia tresses 
Come  ever  seasonable,  please  best. 
But  let  the  boldest  ruffian  touch  the  ear 
Of  modest  ladies  with  adulterous  sounds. 
Their  very  looks  confound  him,  and  force  grace 
Into  that  cheek,  where  impudence  sets  her  seal ; 
That  work  is  never  undertook  with  courage, 
That  make^  his  master  blush.     However,  sir, 
What  profit  can  return  to  you  by  knowing 
That  which  you  do  already  with  more  toil? 
Must  a  man  needs,  in  having  a  rich  diamond, 
Put  it  between  a  hammer  and  an  anvil. 
And  not  beUeving  the  true  worth  and  valae, 
Break  it  in  pieces  to  find  out  the  goodness, 
And  in  the  finding  lose  it  I    Good  sir,  tliink  on't — 
Nor  does  it  taste  of  wit  to  try  their  strengths 
That  are  created  sickly,  nor  of  manhood. 
We  ought  not  to  put  blocks  in  women's  ways, 
For  some  too  often  fall  upon  plain  ground. 
Let  me  dissuade  you,  sir ! 

AN9.  Have  I  a  friend. 
And  has  my  love  so  little  interest  in  him. 
That  I  must  trust  some  stranger  with  my  heart, 
And  go  tJ3  seek  him  out  J 

VoT.  Nay,  hark  you,  sir  ! 
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T  am  SO  jealous  of  yoi 

That  rather  than  you  should  lie  proBtituted 
Before  a  stranger's  triumph,  i  would  reutuie 
A  whole  hour's  shamiiig  for  you. 
Ans.  Be  vorth  thy  word  then. 

EnUr  Wife. 

Yonder  slie  cornea.     I'll  hare  an  ear  to  yoa  botli ; 
I  love  to  have  such  tluiigs  at  the  first  btuid. 

[Afidt  and  Bxif. 
VoT.  I'll  put  him  off  with  eoraewhat;  guile  in 

Falls  ia  with  honest  dealing.    0,  who  would  moru 

Adultery  to  you  fikce  !  eo  rude  »  sin 

May  not  come  near  the  meekness  cS  her  eye  ; 

My  client's  cause  looks  so  dishonestly, 

I'll  n«'er  be  seen  to  plead  in't.  [AtiJt. 

Wife.  What,  Votarius ! 

VoT.  Good  morrow,  virtuous  madam. 

Wife.  Was  my  Lord 
Seen  lately  here? 

VoT.  He's  newly  walked  forth,  lady. 

WiFB.  How  was  he  attended. 

Tot.  Faith,  I  think  with  none,  madam. 

"Wife.  That  sorrow  for  the  king  his  brother's 
fortune 
Prevails  too  much  nitli  him,  and  leads  him  stj-angely 
From  com[>any  and  delight. 

VoT.  How  she's  beguiled  in  him  I 
There's   no  auch  natural   touch,  search   all    bis 
bosom.  [Atidt. 

That  griefs  too  bold   with  him,   indeed,  aweet 

madam. 
And  draws  him  from  the  pleasure  of  his  time. 
But  'tis  a  business  of  affection. 
That  must  be  done.     We  owe  a  pity,  madam, 
.  To  all  men's  misery,  but  especially 
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To  those  afflictions  tlut  claim  kindred  of  us  ; 
We're  forc'd  to  fwl  'em ;  all  compassion  else 
Is  but  a  work  of  charity  :  this  of  nature, 
And  ties  our  pity  in  a  bond  of  blood. 

Wife.  Yet  there  is  a  date  set  to  all  sorrovs ; 
Nothing  is  everlasting  in  this  world. 
Your  conneel  will  prevail :  persuade  him,  good 

sir, 
To  fall  into  life's  happiness  agun, 
And  leave  the  desolabe  path.     I  want  bis  company. 
He  walks  at  midnight  io  thick  shady  woods, 
Where  scarce  the  moon  is  starlight ;  I  have  watcbVl 

him 
In  silent  nights,  when  all  the  earth  was  drese'd 
Up  like  a  virgin,  in  white  innocent  beams  : 
Stood  in  my  window,  cold  and  thinly  clad, 
T*  observe  him  through  the  bounty  of  the  moon, 
That  liberally  beatow'd  her  graces  on  mo. 
And  when  the  morning  dew  began  to  fall. 
Then  was  my  time  to  weep ;  h'  has  lost  hi^  kind- 
Forgot  the  way  of  wedlock,  and  become 
A  stranger  to  the  joys  and  ritea  of  love. 
He's  not  so  good  as  a  lord  ought  to  be. 
Pray  tell  him  so  from  me,  sir.  [£jil  Wife. 

VoT.  That  will  I,  madam. 
Now  must  1  drees  a  strange  dish  for  his  honour. 
Ass.  Call  you  this  courting  1  'life  I  not  one  word 

near  it 
There  was  no  syllable  but  was  twelve  score  off. 
My  faith,  [a]  hot  temptation !  woman's  chastity 
In  such  a  conflict  had  great  need  of  one 
To  keep  the  bridge ;  'twas  dangerous  for  the  time. 
Wliy,  what  fantastic  faiths  are  in  these  days 
Made  without  substance;    whom    should  a  man 

In  matters  about.love  1 

VoT.  Mass !  here  he  comes  too. 
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£iUer  Akbbluus. 

Ans.  How  now,  Votarius !  whnt's  the  i 
usi 


sfor 


Vox.  You  set  me  to  a  task,  sir,  that  will  find 
Ten  ages  work  enough,  and  then  unfinish'iL 
Bring  sin  Iwfore  her !  why,  it  stands  more  quaking. 
Than  if  a  jiid^  should  frown  on'C ;  three  such  fits 
Would  shake  it  into  goodness,  and  quite  beggar 
The  under  kingdom.     Not  the  art  of  man, 
Woman,  or  ilevil — 
Ans.  0,  peace,  man  !  prj'thee,  peace  ! — 
VoT.  Can  make  her  fit  for  lust, 
Ans.  Yet  again,  air  1 
,  Where  lives  that  mistress  of  thine,  Votarius  1 
That  taught  thee  to  dissemble  :  I'd  fain  learn. 
She  makes  good  scholars. 
VoT.  How,  my  lord  ! 

Anb.  Thou  art  the  son  of  falsehood  :  prytliee, 
leave  me. 
How  triily  constant,  charitable  and  helpful 
Is  woman  unto  woman  in  afi'airs, 
That  touch  affection  and  the  peace  of  spirit ! 
But  man  to  man  how  crooked  and  unkind  1 
I  thank  my  jealousy,  I  heard  thee  all. 
For  I  heard  nothing  :  now  thou'rt  sure  I  did. 
VoT.  Now,  by  this  light,  then,  wipe  but  off  tliia 
score, 
Since  you're  so  bent,  and  if  I  ever  run 
In  debt  again  to  falsehood  and  dissemblance. 
For  want  of  better  means,  tear  the  remembrance 

of  me 
From  your  best  thoughts. 

Ass.  For  thy  vows'  sake,  I  pardon  thee. 
Thy  oath  is  now  sufficient  watch  itself 
Over  thy  actions :  I  discharge  my  jealousy  ; 
I've  no  more  use  for't  now  ;  to  give  thee  way, 
rU  have  an  absence  made  purposely  for  tbee, 
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AnJ  presently  take  horse.     I'll  leave  behind  me 
An  otiportunity,  that  shall  foar  no  starting, 
Let  but  thy  pnins  deserve  it. 

VoT.  I  am  boimd  to't, 

Ans.  For  a  small  time  farewdl,  then.     Hark 
thee  !     [AxselMUS  vihUpert  Ui  Kim;  and  Exit. 

VoT.  O  good  sir ! 
It  will  do  wondrous  well.     What  &  wild  seed 
Suspicion  bowb  in  him,  and  takes  small  ground  for't ! 
How  happy  were  this  lord,  if  he  would  leave 
To  tempt  his  fate,  ami  be  resolved  he  were  bo  ! 
He  would  be  but  too  rich. 

Man  has  some  enemy  still,  that  keeps  him  l>ack 
In  all  his  fortunes,  and  his  mind  it  is  ;  ^ 
.\nd  that's  a  mighty  adversary.   I  ha<i  rather 
HavB  twenty  kings  my  enemies  than  that  part. 
For  let  me  be  at  war  with  earth  and  hell, 
So  that  be  friends  with  me.     I've  sworn  to  makf 
A  trial  of  her  faith  ;  I  must  put  on 
A  brazen  face,  and  do't — 


Enter  Wife. 

Mine  own  will  shame  me. 
Wife.  This  is  most  strange  of  all !  how  one  dis- 
traction 
Seconds  another  I 
VoT.  ^Vhat's  the  news,  sweet  madam  I 
Wife.  He's  took  his  horse,  but  left  bis  leave 
im  taken. 
Wliat  should  I  think  on't,  slrl  did  ever  lord 
Depart  30  ntdoly  from  his  lady's  presence  I 
V  OT.  Did  he  forget  your  Up  J 
WiFR  He  forgot  all. 
That  nobleness  remembers. 
VoT.  I'm  asham'd  of  him. 

'  IM?.  gnit  former  ciliU,  ii  Au] 
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Let  me  help,  madam,  to  repair  his  manners. 
And  mend  that  iinkiiid  fault. 

Wife.  Sir  1  pray,  forbear ! 
You  forget  worse  than  he. 

VoT.  So  virtue  save  me, 
I  have  enough  already.  [Atuie, 

Wife.  'Tis  himself 
Must  make  amends,  eood  sir,  for  his  own  faults. 

VoT.  I  would  he'd  do't  then,  and  ne'er  tronhl* 
mein't;  [Antlt. 

But,  madam,  you  perceive  he  takes  the  coune 
To  be  far  off  from  that,  he's  rode  from  home  ; 
But  his  uulcinduesa  stays,  and  keeps  with  you  ; 
Let  who  will  please  Iiis  wife,  he  rides  his  horee  : 
That's  all  the  care  he  takes.     I  pity  you,  madam. 
You've  an  unjileasing  lord ;  would  'twere  not  so  ; 
I  should  rejoice  with  you. 
You're  young ;  the  very  spring's  upon  you  now. 
The  rosea  on  your  cheeks  are  but  new-blowa. 
Take  you  together,  you're  a  pleasant  garden. 
Where  all  the  sweetness  of  man's  comfort  breathes. 
But  what  is  it  to  be  a  work  of  beauty. 
And  want  the  part,  that  should  delight  in  you. 
You  still  retain  your  goodness  in  yourself. 
But  then  you  lose  your  glory,  which  is  alL 
Tlie  grace  of  every  benefit  is  the  use, 
And  is't  not  pity  you  should  want  your  grace! 
Look  you  like  one, whose  lord  should  walk  in  groves 
About  the  place  ^  of  midnight  1    Alas!  madam, 
'Tis  to  me  wondrous,  how  you  should  spam  the  day 
From  atnorous  clips,  much  less  the  general  eeasoo. 
When  all  the  world's  a  gamester  1 
That  face  deserves  a  friend  of  heart  and  spirit, 
Discourse  and  motion,  indeed  such  a  one 
That  should  observe  you,  madam,  withont  O 
And  not  a  weary  lord. 
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Wife.  Sure,  I  was  married,  air, 
In  a  dear  year  of  love ;  vhen  ecarcity 
And  famine  of  affection  vex'd  poor  ladies, 
Wliich  makes  my  heart  bo  needy,  it  ne'er  knew 
Plenty  of  comfort  yet, 

VoT.  Why,  that's  your  folly. 
To  keep  your  mind  bo  miserably,  madam : 
Change  into  better  times,  I'll  lead  you  to  'em. 
What  bounty  ahall  your  friend  expect  for  this  T 
O  you,  that  can  be  hard  to  your  own  heart. 
How  would  you  use  your  friend's  1    If  I  thought, 

kindly, 
I'd  be  the  man  myself  should  serve  your  pleasure. 

Wife.  How,  sir ! 

VoT.  Nay,  and  ne'er  miss  you  too.  I'd  not  come 


Like  a  retainer  once  a  week  or  bo. 

To  show  myself  before  you  for  my  livery  ; 

I'd  follow  business  like  a  household  servant. 

Carry  my  work  before  me,  and  despatch 

Before  my  IorI  be  up,  and  make  no  words  on't — 

The  sign  of  a  good  servant 

Wife,  'Tis  not  friendly  done,  air. 
To  take  a  lady  at  advantage  thus  ; 
Set  all  her  wrongs  before  her,  and  then  tempt  her. 

VoT.    Heart!   I  grow  fond  myself!  'twas  well 
she  wak'd  me. 
Before  the  dead  sleep  of  adultery  took  me  ; 
Twas  stealing  on  me  ;  up,  you  honest  thoughts. 
And  keep  watch  for  your  master  I  I  must  hence  ; 
I  do  not  like  my  health,  't  lias  a  strange  reliah ; 
Pray  heav'n  I  pluck'd  mine  eyes  back  time  enough. 
Ill  never  see  her  more  :  I  praia'd  the  garden. 
But  little  thought  a  bed  of  snakea  lay  hid  in't. 

[Asidf,  a»  he  ii  reliriny. 

Wife.  I    know  not  how  I    am  !    I'll  call  my 

Stay  !  for  I  fear  thou  art  too  far  gone  already. 
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Tbou  art  too  yonng,  fond  boy,  to  master  me. 


[A  ntlf. 


VOTARIUS  return*. 


I  come  to  tell  yoii,  madam,  ami  that  plainly, 

I'll  see  your  face  no  more,  take't  how  you  pleiise. 

Wipe.  You  will  not  offer  violence  to  me,  sir, 
In  iny  lord's  absence  ?  what,  does  that  touch  you. 
If  I  want  comfort  1 

VoT.  Will  you  take  your  anawerl 

Wive,  It  ia  not  honest  in  you  to  tempt  woman  ; 
When  her  distresses  take  away  her  strength. 
How  is  she  able  to  withstand  her  enemy  t 

VoT,  I  would  fain  leave  your  sight,  an'  I  could 


Wife.  What  is't  to  you,  good  sir,  if  I  be  pleased 
To  weep  myself  away  ;  and  run  thus  violently 
Into  the  arms  of  death,  and  kiss  destruction  : 
Does  this  concent  you  now  J 

VoT.  Ay,  marry,  does  it. 
What  serve  these  arms  for,  but  to  pluck  you  back  t 
These  lips  but  to  prevent  all  other  tasters. 
And  keep  that  cup  of  nectar  for  themselves  t 
I'm  '  hegiul'd  again,  forgive  me,  heaven  t 
My  lips  nave  been  naught  with  her, 
I  will  be  master  once,  and  whip  the  boy 
Home  to  his  mother's  lap.  [Asijf.]  Fare,  fare  thee 
well  I  [ExH  VOTARIDS, 

Wife.    Votariua  I    Sir  !    my    fnend  ! — thank 
heaven,  he's  gone. 
And  he  shall  never  come  so  near  B^in, 
I'll  have  my  frailty  watch'd  ever;  henceforward 

'  [The  metre  lmU«  miicb  hero,  in  consequence  of  nlleratio 
bttving  liceij  mid?,  and  pussagca  scured  out,  iriiboul  pro] 
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I'll  no  more  trust  it  single ;  it  betrays  me 
Into  the  bauds  of  folly,     IrVhere's  my  woman  ? 


Jinlfi-  Leo.nella. 

My  trusty  Leonella  1 

Leo.  Call  you,  madam  ? 

Wife.  Call  1 1    1  want  attendance,  where  are 
youl 

LEa  Never  far  from  you,  madam. 

Wife.  Pray  be  nearer. 
Or  there  is  sooie  that  will,  and  thank  you  too, 
Kay,  perhaps  bribe  you  t<>be  absent  from  me. 

Leo.  How,  madam  1 

Wife.  Is  that  strange  to  a  lady's  woman. 
There  are  such  things  i'  the  world,  many  such 

And  sellers  of  a  woman's  name  and  honour, 
Though  you  be  young  in  bribes,  and  never  came 
To  the  flesh  market  yet.    Beshrew  your  heart 
For  keeping  bo  long  from  me ! 

Leo.  What  ail  you,  madam  I 

Wife.  Somewhat  commands  me,  and  takes  all 
the  power 
Of  myself  from  me. 

Leo,  What  should  that  be,  lady  ( 

Wipe.  When  did  you  see  Votariusl 

Leo.  Is  that  next  ? 
Nay,  then  I  have  your  ladyship  in  the  wind. 

I. saw  him  Intely,  madam. 

Wife.  Whom  didsi  see  f 

Leo.  Votarius. 

Wife.  What  have  I  to  do  with  him 
More  than  another  man !     Say  he  be  fair. 
And  has  parLt  proper  both  of  mind  and  body, 
You  praise  him  but  in  vain  in  telling  me  so. 
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Leo.  Yes,  madam ;  are  you  prattling  in  your   ' 
§leep ! 
"Tis  well  my  lord  and  you  lie  in  two  beds.  ^Attilf. 

Wife.  I  waa  ne'er  so  i!i,  I  thank  you,  Lt^nella. 
My  negligeut  woman,  here  you  show'j  your  arr- 

Leo.  Have  I  power  or  means  to  stop  a  duice 
At  a  high  water  i  wimt  would  eh'  have  me  do  in't  I 
[Atiiit. 
Wife.  I  charge  thee,  while  thou  liv'st  with  me 
lie  ncefor  ward, 
Use  not  an  hour's  absence  from  my  sight. 

[Exit  Ladv. 
Leo,  By  my  faith,  madam,  you  shall  paftlon 
me; 
I  have  a  love  of  mine  own  to  look  to, 
And  be  must  have  his  breakfast. 

Mter  Bellaeius,  mvffrd  in  hit  doat. 

Beu  LeonellaT 

Leo.  Come  forth,  and  show  yourself  a  gentleman. 
Although  most  commonly  they  hide  their  heads. 
As  you  do  there,  methiiiks !     And  why  a  ta&at\' 

muffler  1 
Show  your  face,  man  j     I'm  not  asham'd  on  you. 

Bel.  I  fear  the  servants. 

Leo,  And  they  fear  their  mistress,  and  ne'er 
tliink  on  you, 
Their  thoughts  are  npon  dinner  and  great  diEhoB, 
If  one  thing  hap — impossible  to  fail  too 
(I  can  see  so  far  in't) — you  shall  walk  boldly,  sir, 
And  ojieiily  in  view  through  every  room 
About  the  house  ;  and  let  the  proudest  meet  thee, 
I  charge  you  give  no  way  to  'em. 

Bel.  How  thou  talk'at ! 

Leo.  I  can  avoid  the  fool,  and  give  you  reason 
for't. 
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Eel.  'Tia  more  than  I  should  do,  if  I  asked  more 
On  thee,     I  prytliee,  tell  me  how? 

Leo.  With  ease,  i'  faith,  sir, 
My  lady's  heart  is  wondrous  busy,  sir  I 
About  the  entertainment  of  a  friend  too. 
And  she  and  I  must  bear  with  one  anotlier. 
Or  we  Bliall  make  but  a  mad-house  betwixt  us, 

Bel,   I'm  bold  to  throw  my  cloak  off  at  this 
news. 
Which  I  ne'or  durst  before,  and  kias  thee  freelier. 
What  is  he,  sirrah  t 

Lko,  Faith,  an  indifferent  fellow 
With  good  long  legs,  a  near  friend  of  my  lord's. 

Bel.    a  near  friend  of  my  lady's,  you  would 
say; 
His  name,  I  prythee  I 

Leo.  One  Votarius,  sir, 

Bel.  What  say'at  thou  1 

Leo,  He  walks  under  the  same  title. 

Bei-  The  only  enemy  that  my  life  can  show 


Stay  you  your  anger :  I'll  confound  him  for  you. 
Bel.  As  how,  I  prythee  1 
Leo.  I'll  prevent  his  venery  ; 
He  shall  ne'er  lie  with  my  lady. 

Bel.  Troth,  I  thank  you. 
Life !   that's    the    way  to  save  him ;    art  thou 

madi 
Whereas  the  other  way  he  confounds  himself. 
And  lies  more  naked  to  revenge  and  mischief. 
Leo.  Then  let  him  lie  with  her,  and  the  devil  go 
with  him. 
He  shall  have  all  my  furtherance. 
Bel.  Why,  now  you  pray  heartily  and  speak  to 
purpose.  [EMunt. 


Ml;v,    My  l..|-.ly.Mirfatlier. 

l.Al-v.    I'lay  iiiakv  liastt!  ;  lie  wuits  turt  long. 
i:niU'uL  him  hiiliiT.     In  ilcsiHte  of  all 

[Erji  Servaii 
The  tyrant's  cruelties,  we  liave  got  the  *  friendsL; 
E'en  of  the  giiartt  that  he  has  plaoM  about  us, 
Jly  lord  and  I  have  free  access  together, 
As  much  as  I  woiilc.  .isk  of  liberty ; 
They'll  trust  us  Urgcly  now,  and  keep  sometime) 
Three  hours  fiimi  us,  a  rare  courtesy 
In  jailers'  diildivu  ;  some  mild  news,  1  hope, 
Comes  with  my  fatlier. 


Biitfr  Helvetius. 


esa^ 


No,  his  looks  a 
There  is  Boroe  further  tyranny ;  let  it  fall ! 
Our  constant  sufferings  shall  &maze  it  all. 

[She  l-Hta 
Hel.  Rise.  -^ 

I  will  not  bk-ss  thee  :  thy  obedience  ^fl 

Is  alter  cuetom,  as  moit  ricli  men  pray,  a| 

Whose  saint  is  only  fnshioi 
So  'tis  with  thee  in  thy  dia 
There's  no  roligiou  io't,  no 
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Hel.  Think  T     I  know't  and  see't. 
I'll  sooner  give  my  blessing  In  a  drunkard, 
Whom  the  ridiculous  power  of  wine  makea  humble, 
As  fooiieh  use  makes  thee.     Bose-Bpirited  girl, 
That  can'at  not  think  above  disgrace  and  beggary. 
When  glory  is  set  for  thee  and  thy  seed, 
Advancement  for  thy  father,  beside  joy 
Able  to  make  a  latter  spring  in  me 
In  this  my  fourscore-summer,  and  renew  me 
With  a  reversion  yet  of  heat  and  youth  ! 
But  the  dejection  of  thy  mind  and  spirit 
Makes  me  (thy  father)  guilty  of  a  fault 
That  draws  thy  birth  in  question,  and  e'en  wrongs 
Tiiy  mother  in  her  ashes,  being  at  peace 
With  heav'n  and  man.     Had  not  lier  life   and 

virtues 
Been  seals  unto  her  faith,  I  should  think  thee  now 
The  work  of  some  hir'd  servant,  some  house-tailor. 
And  no  one  part  of  my  endeavour  in  thee. 
Had  I  neglected  greatness  ;  or  not  rather 
Pursu'd  [  l]  almost  to  my  eternal  hazanl, 
Thou'dst  ne'er  l>een  a  lord's  daughter ! 

Lady.  Had  I  been 
A  shepUerd's,  I'd  been  happier  and  more  jwaceful. 

Hel.  Thy  very  seed  will  curse  thee  in  thy  age, 
When  they  shall  hear  the  story  of  tliy  weakness  : 
Hoiv  in  thy  youth  thy  fortunes  tender'd  llieu 
A  kingdom  for  thy  servant,  which  thou  left'st 
Basely  to  serve  thyself;  what  dost  thou  in  this, 
But  merely  cosen  thy  jioaterily 
Of  royalty  and  succession,  and  thyself 
Of  dignity  present  I 

Ladt.  Sir,  your  king  did  well 
'Mougst  all  his  nobles  t«  pick  out  yourself, 
And  send  you  with  these  words  :  liis  politic  grace 
Kuew  what  he  did,  for  well  he  might  imagine 
Koae  else  should  have  been  heai'd ;  they'd  had 
their  answer, 
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Before  the  question  had  heen  half-way  through. 
But,  dearest  sir,  I  owe  to  you  a  reverence, 
A  debt  which  both  begins  and  ends  with  life  : 
Never  till  then  diseharg'd,  'tis  so  long  lasting. 
Yet  could  you  be  more  precious  than  a  father, 
(Which  next  a  husband  is  the  richest  treasure 
Mortality  can  show  us)  you  should  pardon  me, 
And  yet  confess  too  that  you  found  me  kind 
To  hear  your  words,  though  I  witliutood   your 

Hel.  Say  you  so,  daughter  1     Troth,  I  thank 
you  kindly. 
I  am  in  hope  to  rise  well  by  your  means. 
Or  yon  to  raise  yourself;  we're  both  beholding  to 

you. 
Well,  since  I  cannot  win  you,  I  commend  you  : 
I  praise  your  constancy,  and  pardon  you. 
Take  Govianus  to  you,  make  ilie  most  of  him, 
Pick  out  your  husband  there,  bo  you'll  but  grant  me 
One  hght  request  that  follows. 
Lady.  Heaven  forbid  else,  sir  I 
Hel.    Give  me  the  choosing    of  your  friend, 

that's  all. 
Lady.  How,  sir,  my  friend  I— a  light   request 
indeed  I 
Somewhat  too  light,  sir,  either  for  my  wearing 
Or  your  own  grarity,  an'  you  look  ou't  well  I 
Hei.  Pish  I     Talk  like  a  woman,  girl,  not  lik« 
a  fool ! 
Thou  knowest  the  end  of  greatness,  and  hast  wit 
Above  the  flight  of  twenty  feather'd  mistresses. 
That  dister  in  the  sun  of  princes'  favours. 
Thou  hast  discourse  in  thee  fit  for  a  king's  fellow- 
ship, 
A  princely  carriage  and  astonishing  presence. 
What  should  a  husband  do  witli  all  this  goodnees !   j 
Alas !  one  end  on't  is  too  mui'h  for  him, 
Nor  is  it  fit  a  subject  shoidd  be  master 


I 


THE  SECOND   MAIDEK'K  TRAGEDY. 


411 


Of  such  B  jewel.     'Tib  in  the  king's  power 

To  take  it  for  the  forfeit ;  but  I  come 

To  bear  thee  gently  to  hie  bed  of  honours, 

All  force  forgotten.     The  king  conmiends  him  to 

thee 
Witli  more  than  the  humility  of  a  servant, 
That  since  thou  wilt  not  yield  to  be  his  queen, 
Be  yet  his  mistress ;  be  shall  be  content 
With  that  or  nothing — he  shall  ask  no  more  j 
And  with  what  easiness  that  is  pcrform'd. 
Most  of  you  women  know,  ha\-ing  a  husband. 
That  kindness  costs  thee  nothing,  you've  that  in. 
All  over  and  above  to  your  first  bargain, 
And  that's  a  brave  advantage  for  a  woman, 
If  she  be  wise,  as  I  sus]>ect  not  thee, 
And  liaving  youth  and  beauty,  and  a  husband, 
Thou'st  all  the  wish  of  woman.     Take  thy  time, 

then  : 
Alake  thy  best  market. 

Lady.  Can  you  assure  me,  sir, 
Whether  my  father  spake  this,  or  some  spirit 
Of  evil-wislung,  that  Las  for  a  time 
Hir'd  his  voice  of  him  to  beguile  me  that  way. 
Presuming  on  his  power  and  my  obedience  ? 
I'd  gladly  know,  that  I  might  frame  an  answer 
According  to  the  speaker. 

Uel.  How  now,  baggage  ! 
Am  I  in  question  with  thee  1     Does  thy  scorn  cast 
So  thick  an  ignorance  before  thine  eyes, 
That  I'm  forgotteu  too  1  Who  is't  speaks  to  thee, 
But  I,  thy  father  1 

£nter  GoviAKUa,  diaeharging  a  pittol. 

Gov.  The  more  monstrous  he  I 

[Hel\'ETHTs /a//i. 
Art  down  but  with  the  bare  voice  of  my  fury  1 
Up,  ancient  sinner  !  thou'rl  but  mock'J  with  death. 
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I  miaa'J  tiiee  purposely,  thank  thU  dear  creature. 

O,  hadst  thou  been  aaythmg  beside  her  father, 

I'd  moilo  a  fearful  reparation  '  on  thee  ; 

I  would  have  sent  thy  soul  to  a  darker  prison 

Than  any  made  of  clay,  and  thy  dead  body 

As  a  token  to  the  lustful  king  thy  master. 

^Vrt  thou  stmck  down  so  soon  wilii  the  short  sound 

Of  this  small  earthly  instrument,  and  dost  thou 

So  little  fear  tlie  eternal  noise  of  hell ) 

What's  she  1  Does  she  not  hear  thy  daughter's  name  1 

How  stirs  thy  blood,  sir  1     Is  there  a  dead  feeling 

Of  all  things  fatherly  and  honest  in  thee  t 

Say,  thou  couldst  be  content,  for  greatness"  sake, 

To  end  the  last  act  of  thy  life  in  pandrism, 

Must  it  needs  follow  that  unntauly  sin 

Can  work  upon  the  weakness  of  no  woman 

put  her,  whose. name  and  lumour  natural  love 

Bids  thee  preaerve  more  charily  than  eyesight. 

Health,  or  thy  senses  1    Can  promotion's  thiret 

Make  such  a  father)  turn  a  grave  old  lord 

To  a  white-headed  squire  1  make  him  so  base 

To  buy  his  honours  with  his  daughter's  soul 

And  the  perpetual  shaming  of  his  blood  t 

Hast  thou  the  leisure,  thou  forgetful  man, 

To  think  upon  advancement  at  these  yearal 

What  wouldat  thou  do  with  greatness  1  dost  thoa 

hope 
To  fray  death  with't !  or  host  thon  that  conceit, 
That  honour  will  restore  thy  youth  again  I 
Thou  art  but  mock'd,  old  fellow  !  'tis  not  so  ; 
Thy  hopes  abuse  thee,  follow  thine  own  business. 
And  list  not  to  the  syren  of  the  world. 
Alas :  thou  hadst  more  need  kneel  at  -in  altar 
Than  to  a  chair  of  state, 

And  search  tiiy  conscience  for  thy  sins  of  yonth ; 
Thai's  work  enough  for  age,  it  needs  no  greater. 
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Thou'rt  call'd  within,  thy  very  eyes  look  iiiwanl, 
To  teach  thy  thoughts  the  way ;  and  thy  affections 
But  miserable  notes  that  conscience  sings, 
That  cannot  truly  pray  for  flatteiing  kings. 

Hel,  This  was  weU-search'd  indeed,  and  with- 
out favouring ; 
Blessing  rewanl  tiiee !  snch  a  wound  as  mine 
Did  need  a  pitiless  sui^eon.     Smart  on,  soul ! 
Thou'lt  feel  the  less  hereafter.     Sir,  I  thank  you, 
I  ever  saw  myself  in  a  false  glass 
Until  this  friendly  hour.    With  what  fair  faces 
My  sins  would  look  on  me !  but  now  truth  shows 

'em, 
How  loathsome  and  how  monstrous    are    thvir 

forms! 
Be  you  my  king  and  master  still !  henceforward 
My  knee  shall  know  no  other  earthly  lord. 
Well  may  I  spend  this  life  to  do  you  service, 
That  seta  my  soul  in  her  eternal  path  ! 
Gov.  Rise,  rise,  Helvetiua  ! 
Uel.  I'll  see  both  your  hands 
Set  to  my  pardon  first. 

Gov.  Mine  shall  bring  her's. 
Ladt.  Now,  sir,  I  honour  you  for  jour  gooil- 
nesa  chiefly. 
You're  my  moat  worthy  father,  you  apeak  liko 

The  first  voice  was  not  his ;  my  joy  and  reverence 
Strive  which  should  be  most  aeen ;  let  our  hands, 

sir. 
Raise  you  from  earth  thus  high,  and  may  it  prove 
[Thfy  rai^  him  vp. 
The  first  ascent  of  your  immortal  rising, 
Never  to  fall  again  ! 

Hel.  a  spring  of  blessings 
Keep  ever  with  thee,  and  the  fruit  thy  lord's  ! 
Gov.  I  have  lost  an  enemy,  and  have  found  a 
father.  [Exrxwt. 
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EnUr  VOTARIUS,  ladlff. 
VoT.  All'a  gone ;  there's  nothing  but  tbe  priMligal 
left; 
I  have  played  away  my  soul  at  oue  short  game. 
Where  e'en  the  winner  loses. 
PursiuDg  sin,  how  often  did  I  shmi  thee  ! 
How  swift  art  thou  afoot,  beyond  man's  goodness, 
Which  has  a  lazy  pace  1  so  was  I  catch'd — 
A  curse  upon  the  cause  ;  man  in  these  days 
Is  not  content  to  have  his  lady  honest, 
And  so  rest  pleased  with  her  without  more  toil. 
But  he  must  have  her  try'd,  forsooth,  and  tempted  i 
And  when  she  proves  a  quean,  then  he  lies  quiet, 
Like  one  that  has  a  wat«ti  of  curious  middog, 
Thinking  to  be  more  cunning  than  the  workman. 
Never  gives  over  tampering  with  the  wheels, 
'Till  either  spring  be  weaken'd,  balaniie  bow'di. 
Or  some  wrong  pin  put  in,  and  so  spoils  all. 
How  I  could  corse  myself!  most  business  else 
Delights  in  the  despatch,  that's  the  best  grace  to't. 
Only  this  work  of  blind  repented  lost 
Hangs  sluime  and  sadness  on  his  master's  cheek : 
Yet  wise  men  take  no  warning. 

Snter  Wive. 

Nor  can  I  now : 

Her  very  sight  strikes  my  repentance  backward. 
It  cannot  stand  against  her.     Chamber-thoughts 
And  words  that  liave  sport  in  'em — they're  for 
ladies! 

Wife.  My  best  and  dearest  servant ! 

Vox.  Worthiest  mistress. 

SnUr  Leonella. 

Madam 

Wife.  Who's  thatt  my  woman — 
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Leo.  Not  if  you  love  your  honour,  madam, 

I  camo  to  give  you  warning  my  lord's  come 

VoT.  How! 

Wife.  My  lorrH 

Leo.  Alas!  poor  vessels,  how  this  tempest  tosses 

They're  driven  both  asunder  in  a  twinkling. 
Down  goes  the  sails  here,   and  the  main-maat 

yonder. 
Here  ridea  a  bark  with  better  fortune  ;  yet 
I  fear  no  tossing,  come  what  weather  will, 
I  have  a  trick  to  hold  on  water  still.  [^nc/r. 

VoT.  His  very  name  shoots  lilte  a  fever  through 

me, 
Now  hot,  now  cold :  which  cheek  shall  I  turn 

toward  him. 
For  fear  he  should  read  guiltiness  in  my  looks) 
I  would  he  would  keep  &om  hence,  like  a  wise  man ; 
Tia  no  place  for  him  now ;  I  would  not  see  him 
Of  any  friend  alive  I  it  is  not  fit 
We  two  should  come  together,  we  have  abus'd 
Each  other  mightily ;  he  used  me  ill 
T' employ  me  thus,  and  I  have  used  him  worse ; 
I'm  too  much  even  with  him 


£nti!r  Axselmus. 

Yonder's  a  sight  of  him. 
Wife.  My  lov'd  and  honour'd  lord  I    Most  wel- 
come, sir. 
Leo.  O,  there's  a  kiss !  methlnks  my  lord  might 

Dissimulation  rank  in't,  if  he  hail  wit. 
He  takes  but  of  the  breath  of  hia  friend's  hfe, 
A  second  kiss  is  hers,  but  that  she  keeps 
For  her  first  friend ;  we  women  have  no  cunning  ! 
[Ande. 
Wife.  You  parted  strangely  from  me. 
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Ass.  Thai's  forgotten ! 
Votarius,  I  make  speed  to  be  in  thine  arms. 

VoT.  Ycju  never  come  too  soon,  sir. 

Ass.  How  goes  business  I  lAaJt] 

VoT.  Pray,  think  upon  some  other  subject,  sir. 
What  news  at  court  I 

Ass.  Pish!  answer  me,  [vIni/a] 

VoT,  Alas !  sir,  would  yon  have  me  work  my 
wonders, 
To  strike  fire  out  of  ye  1  y'  are  a  strange  Ion],  sir ; 
Pat  me  to  possible  things,  and  find  'em  finish 'd 
At  your  return  to  me;  I  can  say  no  more.      [Afijf.] 

Ass.    I  see  by  this  thou   didst   not   try  her 
throughly.  [AtiJr.] 

VoT.  How,  sir,  not  throughly  !  by  this  light,  hn 
lives  not, 
That  could  make  trial  of  a  woman  better.   [Anile.  ] 

AKS.  I  fear  thon  wast  too  stack.  [Atidt.] 

VoT,  Good  faith,  you  wrong  me,  dr. 
She  never  found  it  so.  [jlM</e.] 

Anb.  Then  I've  a  jewel, 
And  nothing  shall  be  thought  too  precious  for  her, 
I  may  advance  my  forehead,  and  breathe  ^  purely  : 
Metbinks  Psee  her  worth  with  clear  eyes  now. 
0,  when  a  man's  opinion  is  at  peace, 
'Tis  a  fine  life  to  marry !  no  stata's  like  it.  [AtiJe.\ 
Sly  worthy  lady,  freely  I  confess 
To  thy  wrong'd  heart  my  passion  had  a-late 
Put  rudeness  on  me,  which  I  now  put  off : 
I  will  no  more  seem  so  unfashionable 
Forpleasure  and  the  chamber  of  a  lailj-. 

Wife.  I'm  glad  you're  changM  so  well,  sir. 

[Ereunt  WiFK  Mid  AksELUUS. 

VOT.  Thank  himself  for't. 

I.F.o,  This  comes  like  phj-sic,  when  the  party's 
dead. 

'  [M.%.  reads  ioail  ] 
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Flows  kindness  now,  when  'tis  so  iU-deserv'J ) 
This  is  the  fortune  still :  well,  for  this  trick 
I'll  save  my  husband  and  his  friend  a  labour : 
I'll  never  mariy  as  long  as  I  am  honest, 
For  commonly  queans  have  the  kindest  husbands. 
[Exit  Leoxella,  manet  VoTARirs. 
Vox.  I  do  not  like  his  company  now,  'lis  irk- 
some: 
His  eye  offends  me ;  methinks  it  is  not  kindly, 
We  two  should  live  together  in  one  house  ; 
And  'tis  impossible  to  remove  me  hence : 
I  must  not  give  way  first,  she  is  my  mistress. 
And  thiit's  a  degree  kinder  than  a  wife ; 
Women  are  always  better  to  their  friends 
Than  to  their  husbands,  and  more  true  to  them  ; 
Then  let  the  worst  give  place,  whom  she's  least 

He  that  can  best  be  spar'd — and  that's  her  hus- 
band. 
I  do  not  like  his  overboldness  with  her; 
He's  too  familiar  with  the  face  I  love. 
I  fear  the  sickness  of  afiiection ; 
I  ffcl  a  grudging  on't :  I  shall  grow  jealous 
E'en  of  Uiat  pleasure  which  she  has  by  law. 
I  shall  go  so  uear  with  her  ;— 

EnUr  Beliarius,  pauing  over  the  ilage. 

Ha  I  what's  he  I 

Tis  Bellarius,  my  rank  enemy ; 

Mine  eye  snatch'd  so  much  sight  of  him.     'Wljat's 

his  business  I 
His  face   half-darkened :    stealing   through    the 

house 
With  a  whoremaster's  pace — I  like  it  not. 
This  lady  will  bo  aerv'd,  like  a  great  woman. 
With  more  attendants,  I  perceive,  than  one. 
She  has  her  shift  of  friends — my  enemy  one ! 
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Do  we  both  shun  each  other's  company 
lit  all  assemblies  public,  at  all  meetings. 
And  drink  to  one  another  in  one  mistress  1 
My  very  thought's  my  poison  ;  'tis  high  time 
To  seek  for  hdp.     Where  is  our  head  physiciaji, 
A  doctor  of  my  making  and  tliat  lecher's  ? 
O  woman  I  when  thou  once  leav'st  to  be  good. 
Thou  car'st  not  who  stands  next  thee ;  every  sin 
Is  a,  companion  for  thee:   for  thy  once-crackMu 

honesty 
Is  like  the  breaking  of  whole  money : 
It  never  comes  to  good,  but  wastes  away. 

E'ller  ASSELMUS. 

Ans.  Votarius  I 

VoT.  Hal 

Asa.  We  miss'd  you,  sir,  within. 

VoT.  I  miss'd  you  more  without     Would  you 
had  come  sooner,  sir ! 

Ans.  Why,  what's  the  business  t 

VoT.  You  should  have  seen  a  fellow, 
A  common  bawdy-house  ferret,  one  Bellarius, 
Steal  through  this  room,  his  whorish  barren  face 
Three  quarters  muffled :  he  is  somewhere  hid 
About  the  house,  sir. 

Ans,  Which  way  took  the  villain, 
That  marriage  felon — one  that  robs  the  mind 
Twenty  times  worse  than  any  highway-striker. 
Speak,  which  way  took  he  t 

VoT.  Marry,  my  lord,  I  think, — 
Iiflt  me  see,  which  way  wast  now?  up  yon  Stairs 

Ans.  Thewfty  to  chamb'ring;  did  not  I  saystill 
All  thy  temptations  were  too  faint  iind  lazy; 
Thou  didst  not  play  'em  home. 

VoT.  To  tell  you  true,  sir, 
I  found  her  yielding,  'ere  I  leil  her  last, 
And  wav'ring  in  her  faith. 
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Ans.  Did  not  I  think  so  1 

VoT,  That  makes  me  snspect  him. 

Ans.  Why,  partial  man, 
Couldat  thou  hide  this  from  me,  so  dearly  sought 

for, 
And  rather  waste  thy  pity  upon  her? 
Thou'rt  not  so  kind  aa  my  heart  praia'd  thee  to 
me.     Hark  1 

VoT-  'Tis  his  footing,  certain. 

Ans.  Are  yon  chamber'd  1 
I'll  fetch  you  from  aloft,  [Exit  Anselm0s. 

VoT,  He  takes  my  work, 
And  toils  to  bring  me  ease :  this  use  I'll  make  of 

him; 
His  care  shall  watch  to  keep  all  strange  thiavea  out, 
Whilst  I  familiarly  go  in  and  rob  Mm, 
Like  one  that  knows  the  house. 
But  how  has  rashness  and  my  jealousy  us'd  me ! 
Out  of  my  vengeance  to  mine  enemy, 
Confess'd  her  yielding  ;  I  have  lock'd  myself 
From  mine  own  liberty  with  that  key ;  revenge 
Does  no  man  good,  but  to  his  greater  harm  ; 
Suspect  and  nmlice,  like  a  mingled  cup, 
Made  me  soon  drunk ;  I  knew  not  what  I  spoke ; 
And  that  may  get  me  pardon,  [AV.(. 

£iiter  AnsELUUS,    a   daf^er  in  his  hand,    with 

Leonella. 

Leo.  Why,  my  lord  1 

Ans.  Confess,  thou  mystical  panderess  I    Run, 
Votarins, 
To  the  back  gate,  the  giulty  slave  leap'd  out, 
And  'scap'd  me  so  ;  ttua  Etrampet  lock'd  him  up 
In  her  own  chamber.  [ExU  VoTARlls. 

Leo.  Hold,  my  lord — I  might. 
He  is  my  husband,  sir  I 

Ans.  0  soul  of  cnnning  I 
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CaDie  tliat  aich  subtlety  from  thy  lady's  counsel 
Or  thine  owu  suddea  craft  I     Confess  to  me, 
How  oft  thou  hast  been  a  bawd  to  their  close 

actions, 
Or  all  thy  light  goes  out  1 

Leo.  My  lord,  believe  me — 
Id  truth,  I  love  a  man  too  well  myself 
To  bring  him  to  my  miatress. 

Ans.  Leave  thy  sportiog  ! 
Or  my  next  offer  maJces  thy  heart  weep  blood. 

Lko.  0,  spare  that  strength,  my  loi'd,  ami  I'll 
reveal 
A  secret  that  concenis  you  ;  for  this  doe-s  not. 

Ans,  Back,  back,  my  fury,  then  ! 
It  shall  not  touch  thy  breast ;  speak  freely,  whiit 
is'tJ 

Leo.  Votftrius  and  my  lady  are  false  gamesters ; 
They  use  foul  play,  my  lord. 

AN3.  ThouliesL 

Leo.  Keward  me  then  for  altogether ;  if  it  prove 
not  so, 
I'll  never  bestow  time  to  ask  your  pity. 

Ans.  Yotarius  and  thy  lady '!  'twill  ask  days 
Ere  it  be  settled  in  belief.     So,  rise  I 
Go,  get  thee  to  thy  chamber  I  {_Exit. 

Leo.  a  poK  on  you  I 
You  hind'red  me  of  Iwtter  business  ;  thank  you. 
He's  fray'd  a  secret  from   me ;   would    he   were 

whipp'd  ! 
Faith,  from  a  woman  a  thing's  quickly  slippM. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  the  Tthant  ict/A  SopuoNiltus,  MeuphoxiL's, 

and  olher  nobles.     A  Jtaurith. 
Tyr.  My  joys    have    all    false   parts,   there's 
nothing  true  to  me. 
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That's  either  kind  or  pleasant.     I'm  hardly  dealt 

withal ; 
I  must  not  miss  her,  I  want  her  sight  too  long. 
Where's  this  old  fellow  ) 
Soph.  Here's  one,  my  lord,  of  threescore  and 


Ttr.  Pish !    That  old  limber  ass  puts  in  liis 
head  still. 
Helretius  I  where  is  he  1 
Mem.  Not  yet  return'd,  my  lord- 


£nttr  Helvetius. 

Tye.  Your  lordship  lies  ; 
Here  comes  the  kingdom's  fnther.     Who  amongst 

you 
Dares  say  this  worthy  man  has  not  made  speed  1 
I  would  fain  hear  that  fellow  1 

Soph.  I'll  not  be  lie  ; 
I  like  the  standing  of  my  bead  too  well 
To  have  it  mended  I 

Ttb.  Thy  sight  quickens  me. 
I  find  a  better  health  when  thou  art  present, 
Than  nil  times  else  can  bring  me.     Is  the  answer 
As  pleasing  ss  thyself  1 

Hel.  Of  what,  my  lord  t 

Tyr.  Of  wliat  1  tie  now !    He  did  not  say  so, 
did  he  I 

Soph.  O,  no,  my  lord,  not  he  ;  he  spoke  no  such 

I'll  say,  as  he  would  have't,  for  I'd  lie  loth 

To  have  my  body  used  like  butchers'  meat.  [Asidf.] 

Tyh.  When  comes  she  to  our  bed  t 

Hel.  Who,  my  lord  I 

Tyr.    Hark !    You   heard  tliat   plain  amongst 
you? 

Soph.  0  my  lord,  as  plain  as  my  wife's  tongue, 
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That  ilrowns  a  saunce  bell.* 

Let  me  alone  to  lay  about  for  honour : 

I'll  shift  for  one. 

TVR.  When  comes  the  lady,  sir, 
That  Govianus  keeps ) 

Hel.  Why,  that'a  my  daughter ! 

Tyr,    0,   ia  it  bo!    Have  you  unlock'd  your 
memory  i 
What  says  she  to  us  1 

Hel,  Nothing. 

Tyil  How  thou  tempt'at  ua  ! 
What  didst  thou  say  to  her,  lieing  sent  from  uil 

Hel.  More  than  was  honest,  yet  it  was  but  little. 

Tyr.    How  cruelly  thou    work'at    upon    our 
patience, 
Saving  advantage,  'cause  thou  art  her  father ! 
But  be  not  bold  too  far ;  if  duties  leave  the^ 
Resi>ect  will  fall  from  ua. 

Hel.  Have  I  kept  life 
So  long,  till  it  loobs  white  upon  my  head  ; 
Be«n  threescore  years  a  courtier;  and  a  flatt«rer 
Not  above  threescore  hours,  which  time's  reputed 
Amongst  my  greatest  follies ;  and  am  I  at  these 

days 
Fit  for  no  place  but  bawd  to  mine  own  flesh  ? 
You'll  prefer  a))  your  old  courtiers  to  good  services. 
If  your  lust  keep  but  hot  some  twenty  wist«s, 
We  are  like  to  have  a  rirtuous  world  of  wives. 
Daughters  and  sisters,  besides  kinswomen 
And  cousin -germans  remov'd  up  and  down. 
Where'er  you   please   to   have    'era  1    Are   white 

hairs 
A  colour  fit  for  panders  and  flesh-brokers, 
Which  are  the  honour'd  ornaments  of  age, 
To  which  e'en  kings  owe  reverence,  as  they're  men. 
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And  greater  in  their  goodness  than  their  great- 
ness 1 
And  must  I  take  my  pay  all  in  basR  money ) 
I  was  a  lord  born,  set  by  all  court  grace  : 
And  am  I  thrust  now  to  a  squire's  place  t 
Tyr.  How  comes  the  moon  to  change  so  in  this 
manner. 
That  was  in  full,  but  now,  of  all  performance, 
And  swifter  than  our  wishes  ?     I  beshrew  that 

virtue. 
That  busied  herself  with  him  :    she  miglit  have 

Some  other  work.     The  man  was  fit  for  ma. 
Before  she  spoil'd   liim.     She  has  wrong'd   my 

heart  iu't, 
And  marr'd  me  a  good  workman.     ?>ow  bis  art 

fails  him, 
What  makes  the  man  at  court  I    This  is  no  place 
For  fellows  of  no  parts  ;  he  lives  not  here. 
That  puts  himself  from  action,  when  we  need  him, 
[Atidt.] 
I  take  off  all  tliy  honours,  and  bestow  'em 
On  any  of  this  rank  that  will  deserve  'em. 
SopiL  My  lord,  tl^at's  I :  trouble  your  grace  no 

further. 
I'll  undertake  to  bring  her  to  your  bed 
With  some    ten  words.      Marry,  they're  special 

charms: 
No  lady  can  withstand  'em — a  witch  taught  me  'em. 
If  you  doubt  me,  I'll  leave  my  wife  in  pawn 
For  my  true  loyalty,  and  your  majesty 
May  pass  away  the  time,  till  I  return. 
I  have  a  care  in  all  things. 

IVr.  That  may  thrive  best. 
Which  the  least  hope  looks  aft^r  ;  but,  however. 
Force  shall  help  nature  ;  I'll  be  so  sure  now 
Thy  willingness  may  be  fortunate.     We  employ 

Ibee. 
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Soph.  Then  I'll  go  fetch  mj  vrife,  and  take  my 

journey. 
Tyr.  Stay  I  we  require  no  pleJge :  we  think 

thee  honest. 
SOFH.  Troth,  the  vrorae  luck  fur  me ;   we  bad 
both  been  made  by't ; 
It  was  the  way  to  make  my  wife  great  too. 
Tyr.  [to  Helvetius.]  I'll  leach  thee  to  be  wide 
and  strange  to  me — 
I'll  not  leave  thee 

A  title  to  put  on,  but  the  bare  name 
That  man    must  call   tbee  by,  and  know  thee 
miserable. 
Hkl.  'Tis  miserabU,  king,  to  be  of  thy  makii^, 
And  leave  a  better  workman  ;  if  thy  honours 
Only  keep  life  in  baseness,  take  'em  to  thee. 
And  give  them  to  the  hungry  ;  there's  one  gapes. 
Soph.  One  that  will  swallow  you,  sir,  for  that 
jest. 
And  all  your  titles  after. 

Hel.  The  devil  follow  them  ! 
There's  room  enough  for  him  too.   Leave  me,  thou 

king, 
As  poor  as  Ti-uth,  the  misticse  I  now  serve, 
And  never  will  forsake  her  for  her  plainness. 
That  shall  not  alter  me, 
'1\'R.  Not    Our  guard  within  there  ! 

£»ler  Guard. 

Guard.  My  lord  I 

Tyr.  Bear  that  old  fellow  to  our  castle,  prtaooer ; 
Give  charge  he  be  kept  close. 

Hel.  Close  prisoner  1 
Why,  my  heart  thanks  thee  ;   I  shall  have  more 

time 
And  liberty  to  virtue  in  one  hour, 
Than  all  those  threescore  years  I  was  a  courtier. 
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So  by  imprisonment  I  austain  great  losa ; 
HeaVn  u^iens  to  that  man  the  world  keeps  close. 
[Exit  ititU  Guard. 
Soph.  But  I'll  not  go  to  priaon  to  try  that, 
Give  me  the  open  wond  :  tliere's  a  good  air  ! 
TyR.  I  would  fain  send  death  after  him,  but  I 

dare  not — 
He  knows  I  dare  not ;  that  would  give  Just  cause 
Of  her  unkindness  everlasting  to  me. 
His  life  may  thank  his  daughter.     Sophonirus  I 
Here,  take  this  jewel,  bear  it  as  a  token 
To   our  heart's    saint,   'twill   do    thy   words  un 

harm; 
Speech    may  do    much,    but  wealth's  a    greater 

chana 
Than  any  made  of  words ;  and  to  be  sure. 
If  one  or  both  should  fail,  I  provide  farther. 
Call    forth   those    resolute    fellows,   whom   our 

clemency 
Sav'd  from  a  death  of  shame  in  time  of  war 
For  field  offences  :  give  them  chaise  from  us 
They  arm  themselves  with  speed,  beset  the  house 
Of  Govianns  round  ;  that  if  thou  fail'st. 
Or  stay'st  beyond  the  time  thou  leaVst  with  them, 
They  may  with  violence  break  in  themselves, 
And  seize  her  for  our  use. 

[I'xeunl.      ilantt  SoPHOSmus. 
Soph.  They're  not  so  savage 
To  seize  her  for  their  own,  I  hope. 
As  there  are  many  knaves  will  bc^n  first. 
And  bring  their  lords  the  bottom  ;  I  have  been 

serv'd  so 
A  hundred  times  myself  by  a  scurvy  page 
That  I  kept  once  ;  but  my  wife  lov  d  him, 
And  I  could  not  help  it.  [Exit. 


THE  SEL'OND   MAiDEN'S  TRAGEDY, 


ACT  IIL,  SCENE  1. 

Enter  GOVUNCS,  mth  hi*  Laby  and  a  ktivhI,    A 
fiourUh. 
Gov.  What  is  he? 

Ser.  An  old  lord  come  from  the  court. 
Gov.  He  should  be  wise  by's  jears  _;  he  will 
not  dare 
To  come  about  such  business ;  'tia  not  man's  work. 
Art  sure  he  dfsir'd  to  speak  with  thy  lady  I 
Ser.  Sure,  sir. 

Gov.  Faith,  thou'rt  mistook,  'tis  with  me  cer- 
tain. 
Let's  do  the  man  no  wrong :  go,  know  it  truly,  sir ! 
Ser.  This  is  a  strange  huiuour,  we  must  Know 
things  twice.  \Ande.     Exit,^ 

Gov.  There's  no  man  is  so  dull,  but  he  will  weigh 
The  work  he  undertakes,  and  aet  about  it 
E'en  in  the  best  aobriety  of  his  judgment, 
"With  all  his  senses  watchful  ;  then  his  guilt 
Does  equal  his  for  whom  'tis  undertaken. 

Enier  Servant. 

What  says  he  uov  I 
Ser.  E'en  as  he  said  at  first,  sir. 
He's  business  with  my  lady  from  the  king. 
Gov.  Still  from  the  king !  he  will  not  < 

near,  will  he  1 
Seb.  Yes,  when  he  knows  he  shall,  sir. 
Gov.  I  cannot  think  it, 
Let  him  bo  tried ! 

Ser.  Small  trial  will  serve  him,  I  warrant  you, 


Gov.  Sure,  honesty  has  left 
sook  him  \ 
k'es,  faith,  there  is  no  fear,  where  there's 


has  fear  for- 


THE  SECOND  MAIDENS  TRAGEDY.  427 

Lary,  ^Vhat  way  shall  I  devise  to  giv'm  his 

Denial  is  not  Btrong  enough  to  serve,  sir. 
Gov.  No,  't  must  hare  other  helps. — 


Enttr  SOPHONIRUS. 

I  see,  he  dares  ', 
0  patience,  I  shall  lose  a  Mend  of  thee  ! 

Soph.  I  bring  thee,  precious  lady,  this  dear  stone 
And  commendations  from  the  king  iiiy  master. 
Gov.   I  set  before  thee,  panderous  lord,    tins 
Bteel, 
And  much  good  do't  thy  heart ;  fall  to,  and  spore 
not !  [He  ilabt  Sophonirus. 

Lady.  'Las .'  what  have  you  done,  my  lord  I 
Gov.  AVhy,  sent  a  bawd 
Home  to  his  lodging ;  nothin"  else,  sweetheart. 
Soph.  'Well!  youhavekilldme,  sir,  and  there's 
an  end  : 
Bat  you'll  get  nothing  by  the  hand,  my  lord. 
When  all  your  cards  are  counted ;  there  be  game- 
sters 
Not  far  off  will  set  upon  the  winner, 
And  make  a  poor  lonl  of  you,  ere  they've  left  you. 
I'm  fetch'd  in  like  a  fool  to  pay  the  reckoning. 
Yet  you'll  save  nothing  by't. 
Gov.  AVhat  riddle's  this  t 
Soph.  There  she  statids  by  Ihee  now,  who  yol 
ere  midnight 
Must  lie  by  the  king's  side  \ 
Gov.  Who  speaks  that  lie  ? 
Soph.  One  hour  will  make  it  true,  she  cannot 
'scape 
Xo  more  than  I  from  death  :  you've  n  great  game 

on't. 
An'  you  look  well  about  you — that's  my  comfort. 
The  house  is  round-beset  with  armed  men, 
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That  know  their  time  when  to  break  in  and  seize 
her. 
Lady.  My  lord ! 

Gov.  'Tis  boldly  done  to  tronble  me 
When   I've   Buch  business  to   despatch.      Wtbiti 
there ! 

£Hier  Servant. 


Soph.  How  quickly  now  my  death  will  be  re- 
venged ! 
Before  the  king's  first  sleep !  1  dejiart  laughing 
To  think  upon  the  deed.  [Dift.] 

Gov.  'Tis  thy  banquet ; 
Down,  rillsin,  to  thy  evertasting  weeping, 
That  canst  rejoice  so  in  the  rape  of  virtue, 
And  sing  light  tunes  in  tempeets,  when  near  shJp- 

wretk'd, 
And  have  no  plank  to  save  you  ! 

£nffr  Servant. 

Now,  sir,  quickly. 
Ser.  Which  way  soe'er  I  east  mine  eye,  my  lord, 
f)iit  of  all  parts  o'  th'  house,  I  may  see  follovra 
Gathei-'d  in  companies,  and  all  wliispering, 
l^ike  men  for  treachery  busy. 
Ladv.  'Tis  confirm'd. 
Ser.  Their  eyes  still  fix'd  upon  the  doors  and 

windows. 
Gciv.  I  think  thou'st  never  done,  thou  lov'st  to 
talk  on't, 
"Tis  fine  discourse;  prythee,  find  other  businesa. 
Ser.    Kay,  I  am  gone,  I'm  a   mftn    quickly 
sneap'd.>  [jgnf. 

"  [Cbecketi,  rebuked.] 
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Gov.    H'  has  ilatter'd  raa  with  safety  for  this 

honr. 
Ladt.  Have  you  leisure  to  atand  idle  ?  why,  niv 
lord,    . 
It  ia  for  me  they  come. 

Gov.  For  thee,  my  gloiy. 
The  riches  of  my  youth — it  is  for  thee  I 

Lady.  Then  is  your  care  so  cold  1  will  you  be" 
robb'd. 
And  liave  such  warning  of  the  thieves )     Come  on, 

Fall  to  your  business,  lay  your  liands  about  you  : 
Do  not  think  seorii  to  work ;  a  resolute  ca]itiun 
Will  rather  fling  the  treasure  of  his  bark 
Into  whales'  throats,  than  pirates  should  be  gorgM 

Be  not  less  man  than  he ;  thou  art  master  yet, 
And  all's  at  thy  disposing ;  take  thy  time. 
Prevent  mine  enemy,  away  with  me. 
Let  me  no  more  be  seen.     I'm  like  that  treftsure, 
Dangerous  to  him  that  keeps  it — rid  thy  hands 
on'tl 

Gov.  I  cannot  lose  thee  so. 

Lady.  Shall  1  be  taken, 
And   lost  the  cruellest  way  1    then  woulJst  tliuu 

curse 
That  love  that  sent  forth  pity  to  my  life ! 
Too  late  thou  wouldst  I 

Gov.  0  this  extremity  I 
Hast  tliou  no  way  to  'scape  them,  but  in  soul  I 
Must  T  meet  peace  in  thy  destruction, 
Or  will  it  ne'er  come  at  me  1 
'Tis  a  most  miserable  way  to  get  it ! 
I  had  rather  be  content  to  live  without  it, 
Than  pay  so  dear  for't,  and  yet  lose  it  too. 

Lady.  Sir,  you  do  nothing :  there's  no  valoui  in 

You're  the  woral  friend  to  a  lady  in  affliction, 
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That  ever  love  made  his  companion  : 
For  honour's  sake,  despatch  me !  thy  own  thonghts 
Should  stir  thee  to  this  act  more  than  my  weakness. 
The  sufferer  should  not  do't :  I  speak  thy  part. 
Dull  and  forgetful  man,  and  all  to  help  thee ! 
Is  it  thy  mind  to  have  me  seized  upon, 
And  borne  with  violence  to  the  tjrrant's  bed  t 
There  forced  unto  the  lust  of  all  his  days. 

Gov.  0  no,  thou  liv'st  no  longer,  now  I  think 
on't : 
I  take  thee  at  all  hazard. 

Lady.  0,  stay — hold,  sir ! 

Gov.  Lady,  what  had  you  made  me  done  now  ? 
You  never  cease,  till  you  prepare  me  cruel 
'Gainst  my  heart. 

And  then  you  turn't  upon  my  hand, 
And  mock  me. 

Lady.  Cowardly  flesh  ! 
Thou  show'st  thy  faintness  still :  I  felt  thee  shake, 
E'en  when  the  storm  came  near  thee;  thou'rt  the 

same  : 
I>ut  'twas  not  for  thy  fear  I  put  death  by ; 
I  had  forgot  a  chief  and  worthy  business, 
Wiiose    strange   neglect — would  have  made    me 

forgotten. 
I  will  be  ready  straight,  sir.     [Sfie  kneels  in  prayer. 

Gov.  O  poor  lady  ! 
Why  might  not  she  expire  now  in  that  prayer, 
Since  she  must  die,  and  never  try  worse  ways ; 
'Tis  not  so  happy,  for  we  often  see 
Condemn'd   men    sick   to    death,   yet    'tis    their 

fortune 
To  recover  to  their  execution, 
And  rise  again  in  health  to  set  in  shame. 
What,  if  I  steal  a  death  unseen  of  her  now, 
And  close  up  all  my  miseries,  with  mine  eyes !  O, 

fie, 
And  leave  her  here  alone  !  that  were  unmanly. 
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Ladv.   My  lord,  be    now  as    sudden  as  you 

please,  sir  1 
I  am  ready  for  your  hjuid. 

Gov,  But  that's  not  ready, 
'Tis  the  hardest  work  that  ever  man  was  put  to ; 
I  know  not  which  way  to  berin  to  come  to'L 
Believe  me,  I  shall  never  kill  thee  well : 
I  shall  but  shame  myself;  it  were  but  folly, 
Dear  soul,  to  boast  of  more  than  I  can  perform. 
1  shall  not  have  the  power  to  do  thee  right  in't : 
Thou  deserv'st  death  with  speed,  a  quick  despateh, 
Tlie  pain  but  of  a  twinkling,  and  so  sleep. 
If  I  do't,  I  shall  make  thee  live  too  long, 
And  so   siKiil   all   that  way;    I  prythee,  excuse 

me. 
Lady,  I  should  not  be  disturb'd,  an'  you  did 

well,  sir: 
I  have  prepar'd  myself  for  rest  and  silence. 
And  took  my  leave  of  words ;  I  am  like  one 
Removing  from  her  house,  that  locks  up  all ; 
And  rather  than  she  would  displace  her  goods, 
Makes  shift  with  anything  for  the  time  sne  stays ; 
Then   look   not  for  moro   speech,  th'   extremity 

Enough  to  serve  us  both,  had  we  no  tongues. 
Hark !  [jTiuwisnj  mlhi«. 

Within.  Lord  Sophoniras ! 

Guv.  Which  hand  shall  I  take? 

Lady.    Art  thou  yet  ignorant  I     There  is  no 
way 
But  through  my  bosom. 

Gov.  Must  I  lose  thee,  then  I 

Lady.  They're  but  thine  enemies,  that  tell  then 
so. 
His  lust  may  part  me  from  thee,  but  death  never ; 
Thou  canst  not  lose  me  then  ;  for,  dying  thine. 
Thou  dost  enjoy  me  still.     Kings  cannot  rob  thpc, 

[A'llofytl'i'y, 
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Within.  Do  yoa  liear,  my  lord  I 

Lady.  Is  it  yet  time,  or  no  1 
Honour,  remember  tbee  I 

Gov.  I  must — coma,  prepare  thyself  I — 

Lady.  Never  more  dearly  welcome,— 
[He  Tviu  at-her,  and/itiU  by  the  VKty  in  a  ncoon. 
Alas,  sir  ! 

My  lord,  my  love!— 0  thou  poor-spirited  moal 
He's  gone  iMAfore  me ;  did  I  trust  to  thee, 
Aud  Uaat  tliou  uerv'd  me  so  t  \eh  all  the  work 
Upon  my  hand,  and  stole  away  ao  smoothly  1 
There  was  not  equal  eiiffering  shown  in  tlu«. 
And  yet  I  cannot  blame  thee  ;  every  man 
Would  seek  hJarest;  eternal  peace  sleep  witli  thee  ! 
[Site  take»  <i}i  thf  naord  of  GoviANCS. 
Thou  art  my  servant  now ;  come  i  thou  hast  lost 
A  fearful  masti^r,  but  art  now  preferr'd 
Unto  the  service  of  a  resolute  lady. 
One  that  kaows  how  t'  employ  thee,  and  sconu 

death 
As  much  as  some  men  fear  it.     ^Vlierc's  hell's 

ministers. 
The  tyrant's  watch  and  guard  1  'tis  of  much  worth, 
\Vhen  with  this  key  the  prisoner  can  slip  forth. — 
[KHU  luTftlf.    Kuatking, 
Gov.  How  now  !    What  noise  is  Uits  t   I  heani 
doors  beaten.  [A  grtal  kuocking  again. 

Where  are  my  servants  let  men  knock  so  lond, 
Their  master  cannot  sleep  ! 

Within.  The  time's  expir'd. 
And  we'll  break  in,  my  lord  I 

Gov.  Ha !  where's  my  sword  I 
I  had  forgot  my  business.     O,  'tis  done, 
And  never  was  beholding  to  my  hand  1 
Was  I  so  hanl  to  thee  1  so  respectless  of  thee, 
To  put  all  this  to  thee  1  why,  it  was  mora 
Tlian  I  was  able  to  perform  myself. 
With  all  the  courage  that  1  could  take  to  me. 
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It  tir'd  me  ;  I  was  fain  to  fall  and  rest; 

And  hast  thou,  valiant  woman,  overcome 

Tiiy  honour's  en'inles  with  thine  own  white  hand, 

Where  virgin- victory  sits,  all  without  helpt 

Eternal  praise  go  with  thee  1    Spare  not  now, 

MaltB  all  the  haste  you  can.     I'll  plant  this  bawd 

Against  the  door,  the  fittest  place  for  him ; 

That  when  with  ungovem'd  weapons  they  rush  in. 

Blinded  with  fury,  they  may  take  his  death 

Into  the  purple  number  of  their  deeds, 

And  wipe  it  off  from  mine  ; — 

[Plaefi  the  corpse  o/SoPHONIRUS  againtt  the  tfoor.^ 
Knocking  tmlkin. 

How  now,  forbear, 
My  lord's  at  hand ! 

Within.  My  lonl,  and  ten  lords  more  : 
1  hope  the  king's  officers  are  above  them  all. 

EiUer  the  FELLOWS,  well-weaponed. 

Gov,  Life !  what  do  you  do,  take  heed !    Bless 
the  old  man  !^ 
My  Lord  All-ass,  my  lord,  he's  gone  ! 

iBT  Officer.  Farewell  he  then. 
We  have  no  eyes  to  pierce  thorough  inch  boards, 
'Twos  bis  own  foUy ;  the  king  must  be  serv'd, 
And  shall ;  tiie  best  is,  we  sliali  ne'er  be  hang'd 

for't. 
There's  such  a  number  guilty. 

Gov.  Poor  my  lord  ! 
He  went  some  twice  embassador,  and  beliav'd  lum- 

self 
So  wittily  in  all  liis  actions. 

2d  Officer.  My  lord  !  what's  she  I 

Gov.  Let  me  see  ! 
What  should  she  be  1    Now  I  remembeF  her — 

"Popular  Poelr)-,"iU.  Ml.] 
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CrOT.  A^  '.  hiMtL  ZitTffT  fiizire  vi:£  too,  liie  vu 

fTtr::!  vhL  u«e  fparn  C4f  nioumes ;  k"!  far  tike  king  I 
l.iv7   Oni'SESL    For  iiu  own  rojal  aDd  most 

Or  l*?i  iw:  r*t'er  be  trostaiL 

G</V.  Take  her.  ib^n  ! 

2l>  Ofjiceil  Spoke  like  an  honest  subject,  by 
rxjv  iff^th  .' 
I'd  do  the  like  myeelf  to  serre  mv  pxinoe. 
Wliere  ih  fehe,  sir  ? 

Gov.  I>x>k  but  ufK>n  yon  face, 
llien  do  but  tell  me  where  you  think  she  is  I 

2li  Okkic'ER.  She's  not  here. 

Oov.  She*H  yonder. 

iHT  Okfickk.  Faith,  she's  gone 
Wliere  we  hhall  ne'er  come  at  her,  I  see  that. 

(iov.  No,  nor  thy  master  neither;  now  I  praise 
Wt-r  ri^Holution  :  'tis  a  triumph  to  me, 
When  I  see  those  about  her. 

*2l)  Offickk.  How  came  this,  sir? 
The  king  must  know. 

(i(»v.  From  yon  old  fellow's  prattling 
All  your  intents  ;  he  reveal'd  largely  to  her, 
And  mIkj  was  troubled  with  a  foolish  pride 
To  Htand  upon  her  honour,  and  so  died. 

Ih'V  Offickii.  We  have  done  the  king  good  ser- 
vice to  kill  him — 
Mon^  than  wo  were  aware  of;  but  this  news 
W^ill  nuiko  a  mad  court :  'twill  be  a  hard  oflfice 
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To  be  a  flatterer  now,  his  grace  will  rim 

Into  ao   mauy  moods,  there'll  be  no  finding   of 

him: 
As  good  seek  a  wild  hare  wjthoiit  a  hound  now, 
A  vengeance  of  yonr  babbling !  these  old  fellows 
"Will  hearken  aft«r  secruta  as  their  lives, 
But  keep  'em  in,  e'en  as  they  keep  their  wives. 

Fku  Wq  have  watch'd  fairly. 

[Bj^eiint.     Manet  GoviANUS. 

Gov.  AVliat  a  comfort  'tis 
To  Bee  'em  gone  without  her;  ftuth,  she  toM  me 
Her  everlasting  sleep  would  bring  me  joy, 
Yet  I  was  still  unwilling  to  beheve  her. 
Her  life  waa  so  sweet  to  me,  like  some  man 
In  time  of  sickness,  that  would  rather  wish 
(To  please  his  fearful  flesh)  his  former  health 
Bestor'd  to  him  than  death,  when  after  trial, 
If  it  were  possible,  ten  thousand  worlds 
Could  not  entice  him  to  return  again. 
And  walk  upon  the  earth  from  whence  he  flew  ; 
So  stood  my  wish,  joy'd  in  her  life  and  breath. 
Now  gone,  there  is  no  heav'n  but  after  death. 
Come,  thou  delicious  treasure  of  mankind, 
To  him  that  knows  wliat  virtuous  woman  is. 
And  can  discreetly  love  her  !  the  whole  world 
Yields  not  a  jewel  like  her,  ransack  rocks 
And  caves  l.ieneatli  the  deep  I     0  thou  fair  spring 
Of  honest  and  religious  desires, 
Fountain  of  weeping  honour,  I  will  kiss  thee 
After  death's  marble  Up  I  thou'rt  cold  enough 
To  lie  entomb'd  now  by  thy '  father's  side 
Without  offence  in  kindred  ;  there  I'll  place  thee 
With  one  I  lov'd  the  dearest  next  to  thee; 
Help  me  to  mourn,  all  that  love  chastity.      [Exit. 
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ACT  IV.,  SCEN'E  1. 

EiiUr  VOTARIVS,  leiVt  AXSELMCS's  Lodg. 

VoT.    Pray,  foi^ive  roe,  madam ;   come,  thou 

shalt! 
Wife,  I'  faith,  'twas  strangely  done,  sir. 
VoT.  I  confess  it. 

^VlFE.  Is  that  enough  to  help  it,  sir  T  tis  etiay 
To  draw  a  lady's  honour  in  suspicion. 
But  not  so  soon  recover'd,  and  confirm'd 
To  the  fir§t  faith  again,  from  whence  you  brought 

it: 
Your  wit  was  fetcVd  out  about  other  business. 
Or  such  forgetfulness  had  never  seiz'd  you. 

VoT.  'TiTas  but  an  overflowing,  a  spring  tide 
In  my  affection,  rais'd  by  too  much  love ; 
And  that's  the  worst  words  you  can  give  it,  madam. 
■\VirE.  Jealous  of  me  ? 
VoT.  You'd  've  sworn  yourself,  madam, 
Had  you  been  in  my  body,  and  chang'd  cases, 
To  see  a  fellow  with  a  guilty  pace 
Glide  through  the  room,  his  face  three-quarters 

nigh  ted. 
As  if  a  deed  of  ilarkness  had  hung  on  liim. 
Wife.  I  tell  you  twice,  'twas  my  bold  woman's 
friend ; 
Hell  take  her  impudence  ! 
VoT.  Why,  I  have  done,  madam. 
Wife.  You've  done  too  late,  sir.    Who  shall  du 
the  rest  now  T 
Confess'd  me  yielding  !  was  thy  way  too  free  I 
Why,  didst  thou  long  to  be  restrain'dl     Pray, 
speak,  sir ! 
VOT.  A  man  cannot  cosen  you  of  the  sin  of 
weakness, 
Or  borrow  it  of  a  woman  for  one  hour. 
But  how  he's  wonder'd  at !  when  search  your  lives, 
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We  sliall  ne'er  find  it  from  you  ;  we  can  sufier  you 

To  play  away  your  days  in  idleness, 

And  iiide  your  imperfections  with  our  loves, 

Or  the  most  part  of  you  would  appear  atrango 

creatures; 
And  now  'tie  but  our  chance  to  make  an  offer. 
And  snatch  at  folly  running  :  yet  to  ece, 
How  earnest  you're  against  us,  as  if  we'd  robbVI 

you 
Of  the  best  gift  your  natural  mother  left  you. 
Wife.  'Tis  worth  a  kiss,  i'  faith,  and  thou  Ehalt 

hav't. 
Were  there  not  one  more  left  for  my  lord's  supper  : 
And  now,  sir,  I've  bethouglit  myself. 
VoT,  That's  happy  i 
Wife.  You  say  we're  weak ;  hut  the  )>est  wits 


of 
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Are  glad  of  our  advice,  for  ought  I  see 
And  hardly  tlirive  without  us. 

VoT.  rU  say  so  too, 
To  give  you  encouragement,  and  advance   your 

virtues. 
'Tis  not  good  always  to  keep  down  a  woman. 

Wife.  Well,  sir,  since  you've  begun  to  make 
my  lord 
A  doubtful  man  of  me,  keep  on  that  course, 
And  ply  his  faith  still  with  that  poor  belief. 
That  I'm  inclining  unto  wantonness. 
Take  heed  you  (lass  no  fiirther  now. 

Vox.  Why,  dost  think 
111  be  twice  mad  together  in  one  moon  J 
That  were  too  much  for  any  freeman's  son 
After  hia  father's  funeral. 

Wife.  Weil  then  thus,  sir : 
Upholding  still  the  same,  as  being  embolden'd 
By  some  loose  glance  of  mine,  you  shall  attempt, 
After  you've  plac'd  my  lord  in  some  near  closet, 
To  thrust  yourself  into  my  chamber  rudely, 
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As  if  the  game  went  forward  to  your  thinking, 
Then  leave  the  rest  to  me.     Til  so  reward  thee 
With  bitterness  of  words,  but  (pry thee,  pardon  me) 
My  lord  shajl  swear  me  into  honesty 
Enough  to  serve  his  mind  all  his  life  after ; 
Nay,  for  a  need,  I'll  draw  some  rapier  forth, 
That  shall  come  near  my  hand  as  'twere  by  chance. 
And  set  a  lively  face  upon  my  rage ; 
But  fear  thou  nothing  :  I  too  dearly  love  thee 
To  let  harm  touch  thee. 

Vox.  O,  it  likes  me  rarely, 
1*11  choose  a  precious  time  for  it  [Exit  VoTARIUS. 

Wife.  Go  thy  ways  ;  I'm  glad  I  had  it  for  thee*. 

Enter  LeoneLLA. 

Leo.  Madam,  my  lord  entreats  your  company. 

Wife.  Pshaw,  ye  ! 

Leo.  Pshaw,  ye !  My  lord  entreats  your  company. 

Wife.  What  now  1 
Are  ye  so  short-heel'd  1 

Leo.  I  am  as  my  betters  are,  then. 

Wife.  How  came  you  by  such  impudence  a-late, 
minion  ? 
You're  not  content  to  entertain  your  playfellow 
In  your  own  chamber  closely,  which  I  think 
Is  large  allowance  for  a  lady's  woman ; 
There's  many  a  good  man's  daughter  is  in  service. 
And  cannot  get  such  favour  of  her  mistress, 
But  what  she  has  by  stealth ;  she  and  the  chamber- 
maid 
Are  glad  of  one  between  them,  and  must  you 
Give  such  bold  freedom  to  your  long-nos'd  fellow. 
That  every  room  must  take  a  taste  of  himi 

Leo.  Does  that  offend  your  ladyship  '? 

Wife.  How  think  you,  forsooth  ? 

Leo.  Then  he  shall  do't  again. 

Wife.  What? 
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Leo.  And  again,  madam  : 
So  often,  till  it  please  your  Lidyship  ; 
And  when  you  like  it,  he  shall  do't  no  more. 

Wife.  What'a  this ) 

Leo.  I  know  no  difference,  virtuous  madam, 
But  in  love  all  have  privilege  alike. 

Wii^  You're  a  bold  quean, 

Leo.  And  are  not  you  my  mistress  1 

Wife.  This  is  well,  i'  faith. 

Leo.  You  spare   not  your  own  flesh,  no  mora 
than  I; 
Hell  take  me,  an'  I  spare  you. 

Wife.  0,  the  wrongs 
That  lailies  do  their  honours,  when  they  make 
Their  slaves  familiar  with  their  weaknesses  ; 
They're  ever  thus  rewarded  for  that  deed  ; 
They  stand  in  fear  e'en  of  the  grooms  they  feed. 
1  must  he  forc'd  to  speak  my  woman  fair  now. 
And  be  first '  friends  with  her — nay,  all  too  little. 
She  may  undo  me  at  hor  pleasure  else  ; 
She  knows  the  way  so  well,  myself  not  better. 
My  wanton  folly  made  a  key  for  her 
To  all  the  private  treasure  of  my  heart ; 
She  may  do  what  she  list  [^tu/sj.   Come,  Leonella. 
I  am  not  angry  with  thee. 

Lko.  Pish  ! 

Wife.  Faith,  I  am  not. 

Leo.  Why,  what  care  I,  an'  you  be  ! 

Wife,  Prylhee,  forgive  me  i' 

Leo.  I  have  nothing  to  say  to  you. 

Wife.  Come,  thoushalt wearthis jewel  formy sake, 
A  kiss  and  friends  :  we'll  never  qaarrel  more. 

Leo.  Nay,  choose  you,  faith  ;   the  best  la,  an' 
YOU  do, 
Yon  know  who'll  have  the  worst  on't. 
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Wife.  True,  mjBelf.  [Atufe. 

Leo.  Little  thinks  she,  I  have  sot  her  forth 
already; 
I  please  my  lord,  yet  keep  her  in  awe  too.   [Atidr. 

Wife.  One  thing  I  had  forgot;  I  pry  thee,  wench. 
Steal  to  Votarius  closely,  and  remember  him 
To  wear  some  privy  armoar  then  about  him, 
That  I  may  feign  a  fury  without  fenx. 

Leo.  Armour  !  wiien,  matlam  1 

WlFK  See  now,  I  chid  thee 
When  I  least  thought  u|)on  tlieo ;  thou'rt  my  l>esl 

hand; 
I  cannot  he  without  thee.    Thus  then,  sirrah : 
To  beat  away  suspicion  from  the  thoughts 
Of  under-listening  servants  'bout  the  houae, 
I  have  advia'd  Votarius  at  fit  time 
Boldly  to  force  his  way  into  my  chamber, 
The  admittance  being  denied  him,  and  the  passa^ 
Kept  strict  by  thee,  my  necessary  woman. 
(La !  there  I  should  have  mias'd  thy  help  again  !) 
At  which  attempt  I'll  take  occasion 
To  dissemble  such  an  anger,  that  the  world 
Shall  ever  after  swear  na  to  their  thoughts 
As  clear  and  free  from  any  fleshly  knowledge, 
As  nearest  kindred  are,  or  ou^ht  to  be. 
Or  what  can  more  expreBS  it,  if  that  faii'd. 

Leo.  You   know   I'm  always  at  your  service, 
madam, 
But  why  some  privy  armour  1 

WiFa  Marry,  sweetheart, 
The  best  is  yet  forgotten  ;  thou  shalt  have 
A  weapon  in  some  comer  of  the  chamber. 
Yonder,  or  there 

Leo.  Or  anywhere  :  why,  i'  faith,  madam. 
Do  you  think  I'm  to  learn  how'  to  hang  a  weapon  1 
As  much  as  I'm  incapable  of  what  follows  ! 
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I've  all  rour  mind  without  book :  think  it  done, 
madam. 
Wife.  Thanks,  my  good  wench,  I'll  never  call 

thee  worse.  [Exit  Wife. 

Lko.  Faith,  you're  like  to  have't  again,  an'  you 
do,  madam. 

Enter  EeuABIUS. 

Bel.  What,  art  alone  % 

Leo.  Curse  me,  what  makes  you  here,  air  ? 
You're  a  bold  long-nos'd  fellow, 

Bel.  How! 

Leo.  So  my  lady  aaya. 
Faith,  she  and  I  have  had  a  bout  for  you,  air. 
But  she  got  nothing  b/t. 

Bei.  Did  not  I  say  still,  thou  wouldst  be  ton 
adventurous ! 

Leo.  Ne'er  a.  whit,  sir.     1  made  her  glad  to  awk 
my  friendship  first. 

Bel.  By  my  faith,  that  show'd  well ;   if  you 
come  off 
So  brave  a  conqueress,  to't  again,  and  spare  not. 
I  know  not  which  way  you  should  get  more  honour. 

Lko.  She  trusts  me  now  to  cast  a  mist,  forsooth. 
Before  the  servants'  eyes.     I  must  remember 
Votarius  to  come  once  with  privy  armour 
Into  her  chamber,  when  with  a  feign'd  fury 
And  rapier  drawn,  which  I  must  lay  a-purpose 
Ready  for  her  dissemblance,  she  will  seem 
T  act  wonders  for  her  juggling  honesty. 

Bel.  1  wish  no  riper  vengeance  !  can'st  conceive 
mel 
Votarius  is  my  enemy. 

Leo.  That's  stale  news,  sir. 

Bel.  Mark  what  I  snytu  thee  !  forget  of  purpose 
That  privy  armour  ;  do  not  bless  his  soul 
With  so  much  warning,  nor  his  hated  body 
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With  such  sure  safety.     Here  express  thy  lave  ; 
Lay  some  empoisoned  weapon  next  her  hand, 
That  in  that  play  he  may  be  lost  for  ever  ; 
I'd  have  him  kept  no  longer,  away  with  him. 
One  touch  will  set  him  flyiag :  let  him  go. 
Leo.  Bribe  me  but  with  a  kiss  ;  it  shall  be  so. 
[Sxeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

£iiter  Tyrant,  immdroaa  ditcontenUdly.     NOBLES 
«/ar  of. 

1st  Noble.  My  lord  ! 

Tyr.  Begone,  or  never  see  life  more  ! 
I'll  send  thee  far  enough  from  court    Memphonius ! 
■Where's  he  now  1 

Mkm.  Ever  at  your  liighness'  service. 

TvR.  How  dar'st  thou  he  so  near,  when  we 
have  thre.iten'd 
Death  to  thy  fellow  )     Have  we  lost  our  power. 
Or  tiioti  thy  fear  1     Leave  us  iu  time  of  grace  : 
'Twill  be  too  late  anon. 

Mem.  I  think 'tis  80  with  thee  already.    [Atide. 

Tvii,  Dead !     And  I  so  healthful ! 
There's  no  equality  in  this.     Stay  ! 

Mem.  Sir! 

TvR.    Where  is  that  fellow  brought  the  first 
report  to  ual 

Mem.  Ho  waits  without, 

TvR.  I  charge  thee  give  command, 
Tliat  he  be  executed  speedily. 
As  thoult  stand  firm  thyself, 

Mem.  Xow,  by  my  faith. 
His  tongue  has  hclp'd  his  neck  to  a  sweet  bargain. 
\^ExU  Memphoniu.s. 

Tyr.    Her  own  fair  hand  so  cruel !     Did  she 
choose 
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Destruction  before  me  1  was  I  do  better  I 

How  much  am  I  exalted  to  my  face, 

And  when  I  would  be  grac'd,  how  little  wortLy  I 

There's  few  kings  know  how  rich  they  are  in 

goodness. 
Or  what  estate  they  have  in  grace  and  virtue  : 
There  is  so  much  deceit  in  glosers'  tongues, 
The  truth  is  taken  from  us ;  we  know  notliing 
But  what  is  for  their  purpose.     That's  our  stint : 
We  are  allow'd  no  more.     0  wretched  greatnesB ! 
I'll  cause  a  sessions  for  my  flatterers, 
And  have  them  all  hang'd   up.     'Tis   done  toii 

late. 
0,  she's  destroy'd,  married  to  death  and  silence, 
Wluch  nothing  can  divorce — riches  nor  laws, 
Nor  all  the  violence  that  this  frame  can  raise. 
I've  lost  the  comfort  of  her  sight  for  ever, 
I  cannot  call  this  life  that  flames  within  me. 
But  everlasting  torment  lighted  up. 
To  show  my  soul  her  beggary.     A  new  joy 
Is  come  to  visit  me  in  spite  of  death  I 
It  takes  me  of  that  sudden,  I'm  osbam'd 
Of  my  provision,  but  a  frieud  will  bear.     Withiu 
there! 

Enlfr  Soldiers, 
1st  Sol.  Sir  1 
2d  Sol.  My  lord  ! 

Tyr.    The  men  I  wish'd  for  for   secresj-   and 
employment. 
Go,  give  order  that  Qovianus  be  relens'd. 
4th  Sol.  Releas'd,  sirl 

Tyr.  Set  free ;  and  then  I  trust  he  will  fly  the 
kingdom. 
And  never  know  my  purpose.    Run,  sir  1 

[Jixit  4th  Soldier. 
You 
Bring  me  the  keys  of  the  cathedral. 
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1st  Sol.  Are  you  Bo  holy  now,  do  you  curse  all 
day. 
And  go  to  pray  at  midnightl  [Aride  atul  Exxt. 

Tyit.  Provide  you,  eirs,  close  lanthoms  an<J  a 
pickaxe. 
Away  T  be  speedy. 

2d  Sol.  Lanthoms  and  a  pickaxe  T 
Does  he  mean  to  hurj'  himself  alive  too  1 

i^Ejfimt  3d  ami  3d  SOLDIERS, 
Tyr.  Death  nor  the  marble  prison  my  love  sleep* 

Shall  keep  her  body  loek'd  up  from  mine  arms, 
I  must  not  be  30  cosen'd ;  though  her  life 
Was  like  a  widow's  stabe,  made  o'er  in  policy 
To  defeat  me  and  my  too  confident  heart ; 
'Twas  a  most  cruel  wisdom  to  herself. 
As  much  to  me  that  lov'd  her.     What,  retum'd  I 

EnUy  l3T  SOLDIER. 

1  ST  Sol.  There  be  the  keys,  my  lord. 

Tyr.  I  thank  thy  speed  ; 
Here  comes  the  rest  full-fumish'd.     Follow  me, 
Aud  wealth  shall  follow  you. 

Enter  2D  and  3d  Soldiers. 

1st  Sol.  Wealth  !  by  this  light. 
Wo  go  to  rob  a  church ;  I  hold  my  life 
The  money  will  ne'er  tlirive  ;  that's  a  sure  saw  : 
What's  got  from  grace,  is  ever  spent  in  law. 

:Jd  Sol.  What  strange  fits  grow  upon  him  here 
a-late ! 
His  soul  has  got  a  veiy  dreadful  leader. 
What  should  he  make  in  the  cathedral  now. 
The  hour  bo  deep  in  night  ?  all  his  intents 
Are  contrary  to  man  in  spirit  or  blood. 
He  waxes  heavy  in  his  noble  mind  j 
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His  mooda  are  auch  they  cannot  bear  the  weight. 

Nor  will  not  long,  if  there  be  truth  in  whispers  J 

The  honourable  father  of  the  state, 

Noble  Helvetius,  all  the  lords  agree 

By  some  close  policy  shortly  to  set  free.    [Exettnl. 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  (/«  Tyrant  [anrf  Soldiers]  at  a /(irlhf I- door, 
which  opened,  bniigt  tlitvt  to  the  tomi/,  whrre  the 
lady  lies  buried.  The  tomb  litre  diieorei'td, 
richly  let  forth, 

Tyb.  Softly,  softly  ! 
Let's  give  this  place  the  peace  that  it  requires ; 
The  vaults  e'en  cliide  our  steps  with  murmuring 

sounds, 
For  making  bold  so  late :  it  must  be  done. 

1st  Sol.  1  fear  notldng  but  tiie  whorish  ghost 
of  a  quean  I  kept  once ;  she  swore  she  would  so 
haunt  mo,  I  should  never  pray  in  quiet  for  her,  and 
I  have  kept  myself  from  uhurch  these  fifteen  years 
to  prevent  her. 

Tyr.  The  monument  woos  me  ;  I  must  run  and 
kiss  it. 
Now  trust  me,  if  the  tears  do  not  e'en  stand 
Upon  the  marble :  what  slow  springs  have  I  ! 
Twiis  weopin"  to  itself  before  I  came  ; 
How  pity  strtkes  e'en  through  insensible  things. 
And  makes  them  shame  our  dulness. 
Thou  house  of  silence  and  the  calms  of  rest. 
After  tempestuous  life,  I  claim  of  thee 
A  mistress,  one  of  the  moat  beauteous  sleepers 
That  ever  lay  so  cold,  not  yet  due  to  thee 
By  natural  death,  but  cruelly  forc'd  hither, 
Many  a  year  before  the  world  could  spare  her ! 
We  miss  her  amongst  the  glories  of  our  court, 
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When  they  be  numbered  up.    All  thy  still  strength, 
Thou  grey-ey'd  monument,  shall  not  keep  her  foom 

us  ! 
Strike,  villain  !  though  the  echo  rail  us  all 
Into  ridiculous  deafness ;  pierce  the  jaws 
Of  this  cold  ponderous  creature. 

2d  Sol,  Sir ! 

Tyr.  ^Yhy  strik'st  thou  not  1 

2d  Sol.  I  shall  not  hold  the  axe  fast,  I'm  afraid, 
sir. 

Tyr.  0  shame  of  men,  a  soldier  and  so  fearful  ? 

2d  Sol.  'Tis  out  of  my  element  to  be  in  a  church, 
sir. 
Give  me  the  open  field,  and  turn  me  loose,  sir. 

Tyr.  True,  thou  then  hast  room  enough  to  run 
away ! 
Take  thou  the  axe  from  him. 

1st  Sol.  I  beseech  your  grace, 
Twill  come  to  a  worse  hand.     You'll  find  us  all 
Of  one  mind  for  the  church,  I  can  assure  you,  sir. 

Tyr.  Nor  thou  I 

3d  Sol.  I  love  not  to  disquiet  ghosts 
Of  any  people  living. 

Tyr.  O  slaves  of  one  opinion :  give  me't  from 
thee. 
Thou  man  made  out  of  fear. 

2d  Sol.  By  my  faith,  Fm  glad  Fm  rid  on't — 
I  that  was  ne*er  before  in  [al  cathedral, 
And  have  the  battering  of  a  lady's  tomb, 
Lies  hard  upon  my  conscience  at  first  coming ; 
I  should  get  much  by  that ;  it  shall  be  a  warning 

to  me, 
I'll  ne'er  come  here  again. 

Tyr.  No  ?  wilt  not  yield  1     [Strikes  at  the  iom^K 
Art  thou  so  loth  to  part  from  her  ? 

1st  Sol.  What  means  he  1 
Has  he  no  feeling  with  him  ?    By  this  light,  if  I 
be  not  afraid  to  stay  any  longer !  very  fear  will  q6 
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nigh  to  turn  me  of  some  religion  or  other,  and  s<i 
make  me  forfeit  my  lieutenantsliiii. 

Tyr.  O,  have  we  got  the  mastery  1     Help,  you 
vassals ! 
Freeze  you  in  idleness,  and  can  see  ub  sweat  1 

2d  Sol.  We  sweat  with  fear,  as  much  as  work 
can  make  us. 

Tyr.  Remove  the   stone,  that  I  may  see  my 
mistress  I 
Set  to  your  hands,  you  vill.iina,  and  that  nimblj% 
Or  the  same  axe  shall  make  you  all  fly  open  ! 

All.  0  good  my  lord  ' 

Ttr,  I  must  not  be  delay'd. 

1st  Sol.  This  is  ten  thousand  times  worse  than 
entering  on  a  breach  : 
Tis  the  first  stone  that  ever  I  took  off 
From  any  lady  ;  marry,  I  have  brought  'em  many ; 
Fair  diamonds,  sapphires,  rubies. 

[The}/ raint  tke  ttonf.] 

Tyr.  0  bless'd  object  I 
I  never  shall  be  weary  to  behold  thee  ; 
I  L'ould  eternally  stand  thus  and  see  thee. 
Why,  'tifl  not  possible,  death  should  look  so  fair. 
Life  is  not  more  illustrious,'  when  health  auiiles 

on't; 
She's  only  pale,  the  colour  of  the  court. 
And  most  attractive;  mistresses  most  strive  for't ; 
And  their  lascivious  servants  most  affect  it. 
Lay  to  your  hands  again  I 

All.  My  lord  1 

Tyr.  Take  up  her  body  I 

IstSol.  How,  my  lord) 

Tyr.  Her  body. 

l8T  Sol.  She's  dead,  my  lord. 

Tyr.  True,  if  she  were  alive. 


'  [LiutroDB.  brigUt.] 
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Such  slaves  as  you  should  not  come  near  to  touch 

her: 
Do't,  ami  with  all  beat  reverence  place  her  here. 
1st  Sol.  Not  only,  sir,  witli  reverence,  but  with 

fear; 
You  shall  have  more  than  your  own  asking  once. 
I  aui  afraid  of  nothing,  but  she'll  rise 
At  the  first  jog,  and  Eave  us  all  a  Inbour. 

2d  Sol.  Then  we  were  best  take  her  up,  and 

never  touch  her. 
1st  Sot.    How  can  that  be  I   does  fear  make 

tbee  mad  1 
I've  took  up  many  a  woman  in  my  days^ 
But  never  with  less  pleasure,  I  protest. 

TvB.  O,  the  moon  rises  !  what  reflection 
Is  thrown  about  tliis  sanctified  building. 
E'en  in  a  twinkling  !  How  the  monuments  gUater, 
As  if  death's  palaces  were  all  massy  silver. 
And  sconi'd  tlte  name  of  marble  I    Art  thou  cold  1 
I  have  no  faith  in't  yet :  I  believe  none. 
Madam  I  'tis  I,  sweet  lady  :  prythee,  speak, 
'Tis  thy  love  calls  on  thee — thy  king,  thy  servant. 
No  !  nut  a  word }  all  prisoners  to  pale  aUenca ! 
I'll  prove  a  kiss. 

2d  iaoL.  Here's  fine  chill  venerj- ; 
'Twould  make  a  pander's  heels  adie,  I'll  be  eirom ; 
All  my  teeth  chatter  in  my  head  to  see't  [Atiile.] 

Tyr,  Thou'rt  cold  indeed,  beshrew  thee  ibr't. 
Unkind  to  thine  own  blood,  hard-hearted  lady  I 
What  injury  hast  thou  offor'd  to  the  youth 
And  pleasure  of  thy  days  ?  refuse  the  court, 
And  steal  to  this  hard  lodging  I  was  that  wisdom! 
O,  I  could  chide  tbee  with  mine  eye  brimful. 
And  weep  out  my  forgiveness,  when  I've  done ! 
Nothing  hurt  thee  but  wont  of  woman's  counsel ; 
Hadst  thou  but  ask'd  th'  opinion  of  most  ladies, 
Thou'dst  never  come  to  this !  they  would  have  told 

thee. 
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How  ilear  a  treasure  life  and  yoiitb  Iiad  >ieeii ; 
"Tis  that  they  fear  to  lose  :  the  very  name 
Can  make  more  gaudy  tremblers  In  a  minute. 
Than  heaven,  or  aia,  or  hell — these  are  last  thought 

on. 
And  whexe  gott'st  thou  Buch  boldness  from  the  K»t 
Of  all  thy  timorous  sex,  to  do  a  deed  here 
Upon  thyself  would  plunge  the  world's  best  soldier 
x\.ad  make  him  twice  bethink  him  and  again, 
And  yet  give  over )     Since  thy  life  has  lelt  me, 
I'll  clasp  the  body  for  the  spirit  that  dwelt  in  it, 
And  love  the  house  still  for  the  mistress'  sake. 
Thou  art  mine  now,  spite  of  destruction 
And  Oovianus  ;  and  I  will  possess  thee. 
I  once  read  of  a  Herod,  whose  affection 
Pursued  a  virgin's  love,  as  I  did  thine ; 
Who,  for  the  hate  she  owed  him,  kill'd  herself, 
As  thou  too  rashly  didst  without  all  pity. 
Yet  he  preserv'd  her  body  dead  in  honey. 
And  kept  her  long  after  her  funeral ; 
But  I'll  unlock  the  treasure-house  of  art 
With  keys  of  gold,  and  bestow  all  on  thee. 
Here,  slaves  !  receive  her  humbly  from  our  arms. 
Upon  your  knees,  you  villains  I  all's  too  little, 
If  you  should  sweep  the  pavement  with  your  lips. 

l8T  Sol.  What  strange  brooms  he  invents  1 

[AiiJe. 

Tyr.  So  !  reverently  ! 
Bear  her  before  us  gently  to  the  palace. 
Place  you  the  stone  again,  where  first  we  found  it. 
[^Bxeuiif.     Manet  IST  SOLDIER.. 

1st  Sol.  Must  this  on  nowto  deceive  all  comers, 
And  cover  emptiness  1  'tis,  for  all  the  world, 
Like  a  great  city-pie  brought  to  a  table. 
Where  there  be  many  hands  that  lay  about. 
The  lid's  shut  close,  when  all  the  meaf  s  pick'd  out, 
Yet  stands  to  make  a  show,  and  cusen  people. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  GOVIANUS  in  black,  a  book  in  his  handy  his 
Page  carrying  a  torch  before  hinu 

GrOV.  Already  mine  eje  melts ;  the  monument 
No  sooner  stood  before  it,  but  a  tear 
Han  swiftly  from  me  to  express  her  duty. 
Temple  of  honour !  I  salute  thee  early, 
The  time  that  my  griefs  rise ;  chamber  of  peace  ! 
Where  wounded  virtue  sleeps,  lock'd  from  the  world, 
I  bring,  to  be  acquainted  with  thy  silence, 
Sorrows  that  love  no  noise ;  they  dwell  all  inward, 
Where  truth  and  love  in  every  man  should  dwelL 
Be  ready,  boy  !  cive  me  the  strain  again, 
T>vill  show  well  here  whilst,  in  my  griefs  devotion. 
At  every  rest  mine  eye  lets  fall  a  bead. 
To  keep  the  number  perfect 

[GrOVIAXUS  kneels  at  tlie  tomb.     His  PAGE  sinf^s. 

The  Soti^. 

If  ever  jyity  were  well-placd 

On  true  desert  and  virtucms  honour^ 
It  could  ne^er  be  better  graced ; 

Freely  then  bestoivt  upon  Jier. 
Never  lady  eam\l  Jier  fame 
In  virtut^s  war  with  greater  strife; 
To  preserve  her  constant  namCy 
She  gave  up  beauty,  youth,  and  life. 
There  she  sleeps; 
And  liere  lie  weeps, 
TJie  lord  unto  so  rare  a  wife. 
Weep,  weep,  and  mourn  /  lament, 

You  virgins  that  pass  by  hei'  f 
For  if  praise  come  by  death  again, 
I  doubt  few  udll  lie  nigh  her. 
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Gov,  Thou  art  an  honest  boy,  'tis  like  one 
That  has  a  feeling  of  his  master's  passions 
And  the  unniatch'd  worth  of  his  dead  mistress. 
Tliy  better  years  shall  find  me  good  to  ihee, 
When  understanding  ripeus  in  thy  soul. 
Which  truly  makes  the  man,  and  not  long  time. 
Frythee,  withdraw  a  little,  and  attend  me 
At  the  cloister  door. 
Page.  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord.    [Page  rrfiVc*. 
Gov.  Eternal  maid  ofhonour,  whose  chaste  body 
Lies  here,  like  virtue's  close  and  hidden  seed. 
To  spring  forth  glorious  to  eternity 
At  the  everlasting  harvest ! 

A  Voice  within.     I  am  not  here. 
Gov,  What's  that  T  who  is  not  here  T    I'm  forc'd 
to  question  it, 
Some  idle  sounds  the  beaten  vaults  send  forth. 
[On  a  tuddm,  in  a  kind  of  noiir  like  a  mud,  l/ie 
doon  dattenng,  the  iomiittone  jlift  open, 
and  a  great  light  appeart  in  Uu  nidit  of 
the  loTab;  hi$  iadtf  a«'  trmt  oKt,  Uandvng 
befort  him  all  in  lekHe,  gtvei  wif/t  jtteelg, 
aitd  a  great  rrueijix  on  her  brratt.^  ' 
Gov.  Mercy,  look  to  me !    Faith,  I  fly  to  thee  ^ 
Keep  a  strong  watch  about  me !  {now  thy  friend- 
ship '.) 
0,  never  came  astonishment  and  fear 
So  pleasing  to  mankind  !    I  take  delight 
To  have  my  breast  shake,  and  my  hair  stand  stiff. 
If  this  be  sorrow,  let  it  never  die  ! 
Came  all  the  pains  of  hell  in  that  shape  to  me, 

1  (So  in  ihc  H.'^.  We  ibould  regkrd  lUii  lonn  of  eipro- 
■ion  lu  >  rolfiBriam.] 

*  [The  printed  copy  of  IS'24  doei  not  follow  the  MS.  I>ots. 
la  lh«  margin  of  tlie  original  ii  viritteii,  inter  Lady  Rich. 
Rabiiuait,  by  Irhicb,  1  euppuge,  ig  mcnnl  iLal,  Hid  lidy  ttu 
to  enter  bero,  &nd  tbat  tbe  purt  w;ib  iaiita  ti)~  ii  person  of 
that  Dtme.l 


wrougs. 

Gov.  Welcome  !    Who  wronga  the  spirit  ol 
love? 
Tliou  art  above  the  injuries  of  blood, 
They  cannot  reach  thee  now;  what  dares  offend  tl 
So  life  thai  has  the  weight  of  flesh  upon't. 
And  treads  aa  I  do,  can  now  wrong  my  mistr* 

Ghost.  The  peace  that  dealli  allowa  me  U 
mm«, 
The  monument  is  robb'd,     Behold !    I'm  gone 
My  body  taken  uj). 

Gov.  [Li/li  tht  tlonr.^     'Tis  gone,  indeed. 
What  villain  darea  so  fearfully  run  in  debt 
To  black  eternity  1 

Ghost.  He  that  dares  do  more — the  tyrant 

Gov,  AH  the  miscriea  below 
Reward  his  boldness ! 

Ghost.  I  am  now  at  court 
In  his  own  private  chamber ;  there  he  wooes  i 
^Vnd  plies  his  suit  to  me  with  aa  serious  pain^ 
As  if  the  short  flame  of  mortality  ^ 

Were  lighted  up  again  in  my  cold  Iveaat  ja 
Folds  me  within  his  arms,  and  often  MtB  ^ 
A  sinful  kisB  upon  my  senseless  lip  ; 
Weeps  when  he  sees  the  paleness  of  my  c 
And  will  send  privately  fcr  a  hand  of  art, 
That  may  dissemble  life  mwn  my  face. 
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Gov,  0,  fly  me  not  bo  aoon  ! 

Ghost.  Farewell,  true  lord. 

[The  Ghost  ilUafpfirr. 

Gov.  I  cannot  spare  thee  yet.     I'll  make  mpell' 
Over  to  death  too,  and  we'll  walk  together 
Like  loving  spirits ;  I  pray  thee,  let's  do  bo. 
She's  snatch'd  away  by  fate,  and  I  talk  sickly ; 
1  must  despatch  this  business  upon  earth, 
Before  I  take  that  journey. 
I'll  to  my  brother  for  his  aid  or  counsel. 
So  wrong'd  t    0  heaven,  put  armour  on  my  spirit  ! 
Her  body  I  will  place  in  her  first  neat. 
Or  in  th'  attempt  lock  death  intomy  breast.  [Exit. 


ACT  v.,  SCEN'E  I. 
Enfer  VOTARIUS,  with  AnsELMCS. 

VoT.  You  shiiU  stand  here,  my  lord,  unseen, 
And  hear  all ;  do  I  deal  now  like  &  riglit 
Friend  with  you? 

Ans.  Like  a  most  faithful. 

VoT.  You  shall  liave  her  mind,  e'en  as  it  comes 
tome, 
Though  I  undo  her  by't ;  your  friendship,  sir. 
Is  the  sweet  mistress  that  I  only  serve; 
I  prize  the  roughness  of  a  inau's  embrace 
Before  the  soft  lips  of  a  hundred  ladies. 

Ans.  And  that's  an  honest  mind  of  thee. 

VoT.  Lock  yourself,  sir, 
Into  that  closet,  and  be  sura  none  see  you. 
Trust  not  a  creature  ;  we'll  have  all  round  clear, 
K'en  as  the  heart  affords  it, 

Anb.  Tis  a  match,  sir.  ['■'''■ 

Tot.  Troth,  he  says  true  then,  'tis  a  match  in- 
deed. 
He  doea  not  know  the  stren-'tli  of  his  own  words  i 
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For,  if  he  did,  there  were  do  lanBering  on  him. 
He's  cleft  the  pin  in  two  with  a  blind  m&a'E  ejeo  ; 
Though  I  shoot  wide,  I'll  coseii  him  of  the  ganw;.' 


I.EO.  Dost  thou  Bee  thine  enemy  walk  1 

Bel.  I  would  I  did  uot, 

Leo.  Prythee,  rest  quiet,  tnaii ;  I  have  fee'd  o 
for  him, 
A  trusty  catclipole,  too,  that  will  be  sure  of  him  ; 
Thoii  know'at  this  gallery  I  well,  'tia  at  thy  use  now, 
'T  'aa  lieen  at  mine  full  often  :  thou  may'st  sit 
Like  a  most  private  gallant  in  yon  corner 
For  all  the  play,  and  ne'er  be  seen  thyselt 

Bel.  Therefore  I  chose  it 

Leo.  Thou  sholt  see  my  lady 
Play  her  part  uatumlly — more  to  the  life 
Than  she's  aware  on. 

Bel,  Then  must  I  be  pleased. 
Thou'rt  one  of  the  actors  :  thoult  be  mies'd  anon. 

Leo.  Alas !  a  woman's  action's  always  ready  : 
Yet  I'll  down,  now  1  think  on't. 

Bei.  Do ;  'tis  time,  i'  fwth.  [LeoneLLA  daennlt. 

Ans.  I  know  not  yet,  where  I  should  plant  bdlef : 
I  am  so  strangely  toss'd  between  two  tales. 
I'm  t«ld  by  my  wife's  woman  the  deed's  done, 
And  in  Votanus'  tongue  'tis  yet  to  come. 
The  castle  is  but  upon  yielding  yet, 
'Tis  not  deliver'd  up.     Well,  we  shall  find 
The  mystery  shortly ;  I  will  entertain 
The  patience  of  a  prisoner  i'  th'  meantime^ 

[Zodi*  lunuelf  i'». 
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Enter  AnselMUS'  Lady,  m(h  LeoselLA. 

Wife.  Is  all  set  ready,  vench  i 

Leo.  Push  !  madam  '.  alL 

Wipe.  Tell  not  me  so  ;  slie  lives  not  for  &  lady, 
That  has  less  peace  than  I. 

Leo.  N&y,  good  sweet  madam. 
You  would  not  think  how  umcli  this  passion  alt«rs 

you; 
It  drinks  up  all  the  beauty  of  youT  cheek. 
I  pTomise  you,  madam,  you  have  lost  much  blood. 

Wife.  Let  it  draw  death  upon  me,  for  till  then 
I  tihall  be  mistress  of  no  true  content : 
Who  could  endure  hourly  temptation, 
And  bear  it  as  I  do  f 

Leo.  Nay,  that's  most  certain  : 
Uidese  it  were  myself  again  :  I  can  do't. 
I  suSbr  the  like  daily :  you  should  complain,  madam. 

Wife.  ^Miich  way,  were  that  wisdom  1  prythee. 
wench,  to  whom  I 

Leo.  To  him  that  makes  all  whole  again — mv 
lord. 
To  one  that,  if  he  be  a  kind,  good  husband, 
Will  let  you  bear  no  more  than  you  are  able. 

Wife.  Thou  know'sl  not  what  thou  speakest ; 
why,  my  lord's  he 
That  gives  him  the  house's  freedom,  all  his  bold- 
ness— 
Keeps  liim  o'  purpose  here  to  war  with  me, 

Lbo.  Now  I  hold  wiser  of  roy  lord  than  so  : 
He  knows  tlie  world  ;  he  would  not  be  so  idle. 

Wife.  I  speak  sad  truth  to  thee ;    I  am  not 
private 
In  mine  own  chamber,  such  Ilia  impudence  is  : 
Nay,  my  repenting-time  is  scarce  bless'd  from  him — 
He  will  ofieud  my  prayers. 

L£0.  Out  upon  him  I 
I  believe,  madam,  he's  of  no  religion. 
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Wife.  He  serves  my  lord,  and  that's  enough  for 
him  : 
And  preys  upon  poor  ladies  like  myself — 
There's  all  the  gentleman's  devotion. 

Leo.  Marry,  the  devil  of  hell  give  him  his  bless- 
ing ! 

Wife.  Pray,  watch  the  door,  and  suffer  none  to 
trouble  us, 
Unless  it  be  my  lord. 

Leo.  Twas  finely  spoke,  that ! 
My  lord  indeed  is  the  most  trouble  to  her. 
Now  must  I  show  a  piece  of  service  here  : 
How  do  I  spend  my  days  ?  shall  I  never 
Get  higher  than  a  lady's  doorkeeper  1 
I  must  be  married  (as  my  lady  is)  first. 
And  then  my  maid  may  do  as  much  for  me. 

JAnde. 

Do  wake  in  honourable  pity  to  me. 

And  rid  this  vicious  gamester  from  his  house. 

Whom  I  have  check'd  so  often  :  here  I  vow 

I'll  imitate  my  noble  sister's  fate, 

Late  mistress  to  the  worth}'  Govianus, 

And  cast  away  my  life,  as  she  did  hers. 

Enter  YOTARIUS  to  the  door  within. 

Leo.  Back,  you're  too  forward,  sir !  there's  no 
coming  for  you. 

VoT.  How,    Mistress  Len,   my    lady's    smock- 
woman, 
Am  I  no  further  in  your  duty  yet  ] 

Leo.  Duty !  look  for't  of  them  you  keep  under, 
sir. 

VoT.  You'll  let  me  in  ? 

Leo.  Who  would  you  speak  withal  ? 

VoT.  Why,  the  best  lady  you  make  courtesy  ta 

Leo.  She  will  not  speak  with  you. 
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VoT,  Have  jou  her  mind  1 
I  scorn  to  take  her  answer  of  her  broker. 

Leo.  Madam  1 

Wife.   What'a  tberel    How  now,  sir,  what's 
your  business  t 
W<^  see  your  boldness  plain. 

VoT.  I  came  to  see  you,  madam. 

Wife.  Farewell,  then !  though  'twaB  impudence 
too  much, 
When  I  was  private. 

VoT,  Madam! 

Wife.  He  was  born 
To  beggar  all  my  patience. 

VoT.  I'm  bold 
Still  to  prefer  my  love  ;  your  woman  hears  me  not. 

Wife.  Where's  modesty  and  honour  1    Have  I 
not  thrice 
Answer'd  thy  luatl 

Leo.  By'r  lady,  I  think  oft'ner.  [Andf. 

Wife.  And  darest  thou  yet  look  with  tempta- 
tion on  us  1 
Since   nothing  will  i>revail,   come,  death — come, 

vengeance — 
I  will  forget  the  weakness  of  my  kind, 
And  force  thee  from  my  chamber. 

[She  thruM  at  V0TARIU8  viitit  the  taonl. 

VoT.  How  now,  lady ! 
'ITd's  life,  you  prick  me,  madam ! 

Wife.  Prythee,  peace ! 
I  will  not  hurt  thee  ;  will  you  yet  be  gone,  sir! 

Leo.  He's  upon  going,  I  think. 

VoT.  Madam,  you  deal  false  with  mo  ;  O,  I  feel 
it; 
i'ou're  a  most  treacherous  lady  I  this  thy  glory  ! 
My  breast  is  all  a-fire  !  O {Dits. 

Leo.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Aks.  Ha  !  I  believe  her  constancy  too  late, 
Confirm'd  e'en  in  the  blood  of  my  best  friend ; 
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Take  thou  my  vengeancey  thon  bold,  pernicious 
strumpet,  [Kills  Lbomella. 

Enter  Bellarrts. 

I'hat  durst  accuse  thy  virtuous  lady  falsely ! 

Bel.  O  deadly  poison  after  a  sweet  banquet ! 
What  make  I  here  1  I  had  fotgot  my  part ;  ^ 
I  am  an  actor  too,  and  never  thought  oa*t. 
The  blackness  of  this  season  cannot  miss  me. 
Sirrah,  you  lord ! 

Wife.  Is  he  there  1  welcome,  ruin ! 

Bel.  There  is  a  life  due  to  me  in  that  bosom 
For  this  poor  gentlewoman. 

Ans.  And  art  thou  then  receiver  ! 
rU  pay  thee  largely,  slave,  for  thy  last  'scape. 

[Th€t/  make  a  dangerous  pass  at  <me  another , 
(he  lady  pinyosely  runs  between  tliem,  ami 
is  killed. 

Wife.  I  come,  Votarius  ! 

Ans.  Hold,  if  manhood  guide  thee ! 
O,  what  has  fury  done  now  ? 

Bel.  What  has  it  done  now  1 
Why,  killM  an  honourable  whore,  that's  alL 

Ans.  Villain  !    Ill  seal  that  lie  upon  thy  heart 
A  constant  lady [//«  kneels  at  Ivis  tctfe^s  side. 

Bel.       to  the  devil,  as  could  be  I 

Must  I  prick  you  forward ;  either  up 
Or,  sir,  I'll  take  my  chance ;  thou  couldst  kill  her 
Without  repenting,  that  deserved  more  pity  ; 
And  spend'st  thy  time  and  tears  upon  a  quean. 

Ans.  Slave! 

Beu  That  was  deceived  once  in  her  own  deceit, 
[TJiey  fight :  both  are  mortally  wounded. 
As  I  am  now ;  the  poison  I  prepar'd 
Upon  that  weapon  for  mine  enemy's  bosom, 

'  [The  MS.  has  harL] 
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Is  bold  to  tftke  acquaintance  of  my  blood  too. 
And  servL'K  us  botb  lo  make  up  dentU  withaL 
Ans.  1  ask  no  more  of  destiny,  but  to  fall 
Close  by  the  cbasto  side  of  my  virtuous  mistress  : 
If  ail  the  treasure  of  my  weeping  strength 
lie  left  so  wealthy  but  to  purchase  that, 
I  have  the  dear  wish  of  a  great  man's  spirit. 
Yet  favour  me,  0,  yet — I  tliank  thee,  fate, 
I  expire  cheerfully,  and  give  death  a  Einile. 

[ANSE1.MUS  liifl. 

Bel.  0  rage  !    I  pity  now  mine  enemy's  flesh. 


£nUr  CrOVtAMUfi,  wUh  ServaiU*. 

Gov.  Where  should  be  be  I 

1st  Seh,  My  lady,  air,  will  tell  you. 
She's  in  hei  clumiber  here. 

2d  Seb.  0  my  lord  ! 

Gov.  Peace^my  honourable  brother — madaui 
— olll 
8o  many  dreadful  deeds,  and  not  one  tongue 
I^ft  ttj  proclaim  'em. 

Bel.  Yes,  here,  if  a  voice 
Some  minutes'  long  may  satisfy  your  ear, 
J  have  that  time  allowed  it. 

Gov.  'Ti»  enough, 
Bt^DW  it  ({uickly,  ere  death  snatch  it  from  thee. 

Bel.  That  lord,  your  brother,  made  hia  friend 
VotariuB 
To  tempt  his  lady  i  she  was  von  to  lust, 
The  act  reveal'd  here  by  her  serving-woman ; 
But  that  wise  close  adultress,  stor'dwith  art 
To  prey  upon  the  weakness  of  that  lord, 
Dissembled  a  groat  rage  upon  her  love. 
And  indeed  kill'd  him,  which  so  won  her  husband. 
He  slew  tliis  rigiit  discoverer  in  liis  fiu-y. 
Who  (being  my  mistress)  I  was  niov'd  in  liasto 
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<  paiDE  iritli  him,  and  he's  paid  n 


T..  take  s. 
for  it. 

As  for  the  cunning  lady,  I  commend  her ; 
She  perform 'd  that  which  never  woman  tried  : 
She  ran  upon  our  weapons,  and  so  died. 
Xow  you  have  all,  I  hope  I  ehall  sleep  quiet.   [Dirt. 

Ans.  0  thunder  !    that  awakes  ine  e'en  from 
death. 
And  makes  me  curse  my  confidence  with  cold  lips  ; 
I  feel  hie  words  in  flames  about  my  soul, 
He's  more  than  kill'd  me. 

Gov.  Brother  I 

Ans.  I  repent  the  smile 
That  I  bestow'd  ou  destiny  1  0  whore ! 
I  fluig  thee  thus  from  my  believing  breast 
With  all  the  strength  I  have  ;  my  rage  is  great, 
Although  my  veins  grow  beggars ;  now  I  sue 
To  die  far  from  thee  ;  may  we  never  meet 
Were  my  soul  bid  lo  joy's  eternal  banquet. 
And  were  assur'd  to  find  thee  there  a  gaest, 
I'd  sup  with  torments,  and  refiise  that  feast. 
(1  thou  boguiler  of  man's  easy  trust ! 
The  serpent's  wisdom  la  in  women's  lust        [Dies. 

Gov.  Is  deatli  so  long  a-coming  to  mankind, 
It  must  be  met  half-way?  0  cruel  speed! 
There's  few  men  pay  their  debts  before  their  day ; 
If  they  be  ready  at  their  time,  'tis  well — 
And  but  a  few  that  are  so.     What  strange  haste 
Was  made  among  these  people  !     My  heart  wee[is 

for't 
Go,  hear  those  bodies  to  a  place  more  comely. 
Brother,  I  came  for  thy  advice  ;  but  I 
Find  thee  so  ill  a  councillor  to  thyself, 
That  I  repent  my  puns,  and  depart  sighing. 
The  body  of  my  love  is  still  at  court : 
I  am  not  well  to  think  on't ;  the  poor  spirit 
Was  with  me  once  again  about  it,  troth ; 
And  1  can  put  it  off  no  mure  for  shame. 
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Though  I  desire  to  have  it  haunt  me  still, 
And  never  to  give  over,  'tis  so  pleasing. 
I  must  to  court,  I've  plighted  my  faith  to't  j 
'T  has  opeii'd  me  the  way  to  the  revenge. 
Tyrant,  I'll  run  thee  on  a  dangerous  shelf. 
Though  I  be  forc'd  to  fly  this  laud  myself.     [A'j'i 


Enter-  TybaNT,  mitfi  AueiuiaiiU. 

TvR.  In  vain  my  spirit  wrastlea  with  my  bloo<l : 
Affection  will  be  mistreaa  here  on  earth. 
The  house  Is  hers;  the  soul  is  but  a  tenant. 
I  have  task'd  myself  but  with  the  abstinenci* 
Of  one  p<for  hour,  yet  cannot  conquer  that. 
I  cannot  keep  from  sight  of  her  bo  long : 
I  starve  mine  eye  too  much  :  go,  bring  her  furtii, 
As  we  have  caus'd  her  body  to  be  deck'd 
In  all  the  glorious  riehes  of  our  palace  ; 
Our  mind  has  felt  a  famine  for  the  time ; 
All  comfort  has  been  dear  and  scarce  with  us. 
The  times  are  alter'd  since — strike  on,  sweet  har- 
mony ! 

Etvur  Soldiers,  uid^the  Lady. 

A  braver  world  comee  towards  us, 

[Tlity  bring  the  hodg  in  a  chair,  drated  up  in 
black  vtlvel,  wkidi  teft  out  the  paleaeu  n/ 
the  handt  and  face;  and  a /air  c/iaiii  uf 
pearl  acroa  the  brrast,  anil  the  crudjix 
above  it;  he  ttand*  tilent  aiehile,  letting  t/m 
mnsie  plait,  beckoning  the  toldtert  tltat 
bring  ker  i'm  tt  make  obeitancc  to  lier,  and 
he  himuelf  makes  a  loto  honour  to  (Ae  hodi/, 
and  kiaK4  tht  hand. 
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0,  vhat  it  beatiti/  rkaft »  mtuli  adored  t 
A  jiiUUrinff  glagi  that  eaunt  her  hthotdtrt. 
Out  tiiffhl  of  dtath  maki  it  took  pah  and  fmrrut. 
The  dainty  prettrv'd  Jletk  how  toon  it  mouldtr*. 
To  love  it  living  il  heteitchetk  many. 
But  aj'lty  life  it  teldwn  heard  of  any. 

1st  Sol.  By  lliia  hand,  mere  idolfttiy;  1  iniike 
courtesy 
To  my  ilamnation :  I  have  te&mt  so  much. 
Though  I  cuuld  never  know  tlie  meuning  yet 
Of  all  my  Latin  prayere,  nor  ne'er  sought  for't. 

TvR.  How  pleasing  art  thou  to  us  even  in  death  ! 
I  Jove  thee  yet  above  all  women  living ; 
I  ran  see  nothing  to  be  mended  in  thee. 
But  the  too  constant  paleue^  of  thy  che«k. 
I'd  give  the  kingdom  but  to  purchase  there 
Tht)  brendth  of  a  red  rose  iii  natural  colours, 
And  think  it  the  best  bargain  that  ever  king  miulu 

yet, 
But  fate's  my  hindrance ; 
Antl  I  most  only  rest  content  with  art, 
And  that  I'll  have  in  spite  on't.     Is  he  come,  sir  I 

2d  Sol.  Who,  my  lordl 

Hyr.  Dull !    The  fellow  tliat  we  sent 
Fi>r  a  picture-drawer ; 
A  lady's  forenoon  tutor;  is  he  come,  sir? 

l8T  Sol.  Not  yet  retom'd,  my  lord. 

Tyb.  The  fool,  belike, 
Makes  his  choice  carefully,  for  so  we  charg'd  him. 
To  fit  our  close  deeds  with  some  private  hnnd. 
It  is  no  shame  for  thee,  most  silent  mistreBS, 
To  stand  in  need  of  art,  when  youth 
And  ail  thy  warm  friends  have  foisook  tliee ! 
Women  alive  are  glad  to  seek  her  friendship, 
To  make  up  the  fair  number  of  their  jjraces. 
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Or  else  the  reckoning  would  fall  short  sometimes, 

Aud  aervauts  would  look  out  for  better  wages. 

EnUr  3d  Soldieh,  uilh  GoviANL'S  dugviieJ. 

2d  Sol.  He's  come,  my  lord. 
Tyr.  Depart  then  :  is  that  he  ? 
3d  Sol.  The  privatest  I  euuld  get,  my  lord. 
Gov.  [.^itVe.]   0  heaven!  moriy  patience  to  my 
Bpint ! 
(live  me  a  sober  fury,  I  beseech  thee  : 
A  rage  that  may  not  overcharge  my  blood. 
And  do  myself  most  hurt !  'tis  strange  to  me 
To  Bee  tliee  here  at  court,  and  gone  from  hence. 
Didst  thou  make  haste  to  leave  the  world  for  this  1 
0,  who  dares  phiy  with  destiny  but  he 
That  wears  security  so  thick  upon  him, 
The  thought  of  death  and  mU   ainuot  pierce 
through  % 
Tyr.  Twos  circumspectly  caiTied :  leave  us.  go  '. 
Bo  nearer,  sir :  thou'rt  much  commended  to  us, 
Gov,  It  is  the  hand,  my  lord,  commends  the 

workman. 
Tyr.  Thou  speok'st  both  modesty  and  truth  in 
that; 
We  need  that  art  that  thou  art  master  of. 

Gov.  My  king  is  master  both  of  that  anil  me. 
Tyr.  Look  on  yon  foce,  and  tell  me  whnt  it 

wants. 
Gov.  Which?  that,  sir? 
Tyr.  'Hiat !  what  wants  it  ? 
Gov.  Troth,  my  lord. 
Some  thousand  years'  sleep  and  a  marble  pillow. 
Tyr.  What's  that  I  observe  it  still :  all  the  best 
arts 
Have  the  most  fools  anit  drunkards  U>  their  mast«r. 
Tliy  apprehension  has  too  gross  a  film 
To  be- employed  at  court;  what  colour  wants  she  I 
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Gov.  By  my  troth,  all,  sir ;  I  see  none  she  iuts. 
Nor  none  she  cares  for. 

TvR.  I  am  overmatcli'd  here.  [^AtiJ*,] 

Gov.  A  lower  chamber,   tritli  le&a  nqise,  wem 
kindlier 
For  her,  poor  woman,  whatsoe'er  she  was. 

TVR.  But  how,  if  we  be  pleas'd  to  have  it  thus, 
And  thou  well-hired  to  do  what  we  command  ! 
Is  not  your  work  for  money  I 

Gov.  Yes,  my  lord  ; 
I  would  not  trust  but  few,  an'  I  could  choose. 

Tyr,  Let  but  thy  art  hide  death   upon    hi-r 
face. 
That  now  looks  fearfully  on  ua,  and  strive 
To  eive  our  eye  delight  in  that  pale  part, 
\\1uch  draws  so  many  pities  from  these  springs. 
And  thy  reward  for't  sliall  outlast  thy  end, 
And  reach  to  thy  friend's  fortunes  and  his  friend. 

Gov.  Say  you  bo,  my  lord!    I'll  work  out  mj 
heart  then, 
But  I'll  show  art  enough, 

Tyb.  About  it,  then  : 
I  never  wish'd  so  seriously  for  health 
After  long  sickness. 

Gov.  lAiiJe.]  A  religious  trembling  shakes  me 
by  the  hand, 
And  bids  me  put  by  such  unhallow'd  business. 
But  revenge  calls  for't,  and  it  must  go  forward, 
'Tis  time  the  spirit  of  my  love  took  rest  j 
Poor  soul  I  'tis  weary,  much  abus'd  and  toil'd. 

[GoviANUS  painU  the  face  of  the  body. 

Ttr.  Could  I  now  send  for  one  to  renew  heat 
Within  her  bosom,  that  were  a  fine  workman ! 
I  should  but  too  much  love  him ;  but,  alas ! 
'Tis  as  impossible  for  living  fire  to  take 
Hold  there,  as  for  dead  ashes  to  bum  back  again 
Into  those  hard,  tough  bodies,  whence  they  tell. 
life  is  removed  from  her  now,  as  the  warmth 
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Of  the  bright  sun  from  us,  when  it  makes  winter. 
And  kills  with  unkind  coldness ;  so  is't  yonder. 
An  everlasting  frost  hangs  now  upon  her. 
And  in  such  a  season  men  will  force 
A  heat  into  their  bloods  with  exercise. 
In  spite  of  extreme  weather.    So  shall  we 
By  art  force  beauty  on  yon  lady's  face, 
Though  death  ait  frowning  on't  a  storm  of  hail, 
To  beat  it  off — our  pleasure  shall  prevail 

Gov.  My  lord ! 

Tyr.  Hast  done  so  soon  T 

Gov.  That's  as  your  grace 
Gives  Approbation. 

Tyr.  0,  she  lives  again  ! 
She'll  presently  speak  to  me,  keep  her  np ! 
I'll  have  her  swoon  no  more,  there's  treachery  iii'l ; 
Does  she  not 'feel  warmer  to  tlieel 

Gov.  Very  little,  sir. 

T\'R.  Tlie  heat  wants  cherishing  then :  our  anus 
and  lips 
Shall  labour  life  into  her.    Wake,  sweet  mistress  ! 
'Tis  I  that  call  thee  at  the  door  of  life.     [KiMts  the 

body.]  Ha! 
I  talk  so  long  to  death,  I'm  sick  myself: 
Metliinks  an  evil  scent  ntill  follows  me. 

Gov.  Maybe,  'tis  nothing  but  the  colour,  sir, 
That  I  laid  on. 

Tyr.  Is  that  so  strong  1 

Gov.  Yes,  faith,  sir, 
'Twas  the  Iiest  poison  I  could  get  for  money. 

[Thro«,iofhudUg,,Ue. 

Tyr,  Govianus  I 

Gov.  0  thou  sacrilegious  villain  ! 
Thou  thief  of  rest,  robber  of  monuments  T 
Cannot  the  body,  after  fnneral. 
Sleep  in  the  grave  for  thee  \  must  it  be  rais'd 
Only  to  please  the  wickedness  of  thine  eye  % 
Do  all  things  end  with  death,  and  not  thy  lust  1 
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Hast  tlioii  devis'd  a  new  way  to  iloinnfttiou. 
More  dreadful  iliac  tlie  soul  of  any  sin 
Did  ever  pass  yet  between  earth  and  bell  } 
Dost  strive  to  be  particularly  plagu'd 
Alxive  all  ghosts  beside  1 
Thou  acorn'st  n  partner  in  thy  torments  too  ! 

TvR.  What  fury  gave  thee  boldness  to  att-empr. 
This  deed,  for  which  I'll  doom  thee  with  a  deatlt 
Beyond  the  extremest  tortures  1 

Gov.  I  Binile  at  thee. 
Draw  all  the  deaths  that  ever  mankind  aufier'd 
Unto  one  head  to  help  thine  own  invoDtion, 
And  make  my  end  as  rare  as  this  thy  ein. 
And  full  as  fearful  to  the  eyes  of  women. 
My  spirit  shall  fly  singing  to  his  lodging, 
In  midst  of  that  rough  weather.    Doom  me,  tymut  I 
Had  I  fear'd  death,  I'd  never  appear'd  noble. 
To  seal  this  act  upon  me,  which  e'en  honours  me, 
Unto  ray  mistress'  spirit :  it  loves  me  for't. 
I  told  my  heart  'twould  prove  destruction  to't, 
Wlio  (hearing  'twas  for  her)  cliarg'd  me  to  do't.   ■ 


Eiil(r  the  Ghost,  i 


le  Jorn  OS  l/if  body  in 


the  chair. 

Tyr.  Thy  glories  shall  be  shorten "d,  who's  with- 
in there  1  [//f  «w  ikr  Ghost. 
I  call'd  not  thee,  thou  enemy  to  firmness, 
Mortality's  earthquake ! 

Gov.  Welcome  to  mine  eyes, 
As  is  the  dayspring  from  the  morning's  womb 
Unto  that  wretch,  whose  nights  are  tedious  ! 
As  liberty  to  captives,  health  to  laboun-rs. 
And  life  still  to  old  people  never  weary  on't. 
So  welcome  art  thou  to  me  !    The  deetl'a  done. 
Thou  queen  of  spirits  !  be  has  his  eml  upon  him : 
Thy  body  shall  return  to  rise  again, 
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For  thy  abuser  falls,  and  has  no  power 
To  vex.  thee  fiirther. 

Ghost,  My  truest  love ! 
Live  ever-honoured  here,  and  bless'd  above, 

Tyr.  0,  if  there  be  a  hell  for  flesh  aud  spirit, 
Tia  built  within  this  bosom— 

Enter  Nobles. 

My  lords,  treason  ! 
Gov,  Now,  death,  I'm  for  thee ;  welcome  ! 
Tyr.  Your  king's  poison'd  I 
Mem.  The  Ring  of  heaven  be  pnus'd  for  it ! 
Tyr.  Lay  hold  on  him — 
On  Govianua ! 

Mem.  E'en  with  the  best  loves 
And  truest  hearts  that  ever  subjects  owed. 
Tyr.  How's  that?    I  charge  you  all,  lay  hands 

on  him. 
Mem.  Look  you,  my  lord,  your  will  shall  be 
obey'd ; 
Here  comes  another,  we'll  have  his  hand  too. 

Enter  Helvetius. 

HeL.  You  shall  have  both  mine,  if  that  work 
go  forward. 
Beside  my  voice  and  knee. 

Tyb.   Helvetiusl 
Then  my  destruction  was  confirm'd  amongst  'em  ; 
Premeditation  wrought  it.     0  my  torments ! 

All.  Live  Govianus  long  our  virtuous  king ! 

[Floiiroh. 

TvtL  That  thunder  strikes  me  dead. 

Gov,  I  cannot  better 
Reward  my  joys  than  with  astonish'd  silence  ; 
For  all  the  wealth  of  words  is  not  of  power 
To  make  up  thanks  for  you,  my  honoured  lords  : 
I'm  like  fl  man  pluck'd  up  from  many  wateis. 
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lliat  never  look'd  for  help,  and  am  faere  placed 
Upon  ttiis  cheerful  mounUtin,  where  pro&pvrity 
Shoots  forth  her  richest  beam. 

Mem.  Long-injured  lord ! 
The  tyraimy  of  his  actions  grew  so  weighty, 
HiB  life  BO  vicious 

Hel.  To  which  this  is  vritnesa, 
Monster  in  sin  ! — this,  the  disquieted  body 
Of  my  too  resolute  child  in  honour's  war. 

MESf.  That  he  became  ashateful  to  our  minds 

Hel.  As  death's  unwelcome  to  a  house  of  ricbcE, 
Or  what  can  more  express  it. 

Gov.  \\'ell,  he's  gone, 
And  all  the  kingdom's  evils  perish  with  him  '. 
And  since  the  body  of  that  virtuous  lady 
Is  taken  from  her  rest,  in  memory 
Of  her  adnured  mistress,  'tis  our  will 
It  receive  honour  dead,  as  it  took  part 
With  us  in  all  afflictions  when  it  lived  ; 
Here  place  her  in  this  throne,  crown  her  our  queen,' 
The  first  and  last  that  ever  we  make  ours. 
Her  constancy  strikes  so  much  firmuess  in  as. 
That  honour  done,  let  her  be  solemnly  borne 
Unto  the  house  of  peace,  from  whence  she  came. 
As  queen  of  silence. 

[The  spirit  here  entert  affain,  and  ttay*  to  go  nut 
wilk  the  body,  at  it  were  aUtrulixg  it 
0  welcome,  blesa'd  spirit ! 
Thou  need'fit  not  mi^f^st  me.  I  have  a  can 
As  jealous  as  thine  own  :  we'll  sec  it  done. 
And  not  Ijelieve  report ;  our  zeal  is  such. 
We  canm>t  revereuce  chastity  too  much. 
Lead  on  !    I  would  those  ladies  that  lill  honour's 

Might  all  be  borne  »o  virtuous  to  their  tombs '. 

\Solatm,  mvtie  pltiyt  Man  owl. 


ENGLISHMEN  FOE  MY  MONEY; 
A  WOMAN  WILL  HAVE  HER  WILL 


ijrs. 


EngliA-Jfen  for  ii  Or,  A  Woman  wSl  » 

htr   Will.       Imprtnu-  London    by    W.    White. 

dirtUinginCowLane.     1616.     4'.     JVoodevt  on  litU. 

Knglkh-Mtn  for  mij  Motu'j  .-  Or,  A  Pleasant  Comedy 
Called,  A  Woman,  will  haat  her  Will.  As  it  hath 
hane  diiiert  times  Acted  with  ff real  Applause.  ZAindcH, 
Printed  fty  /.  N.  and  am  to  be  lold  by  Hugh   Prrrii. 


A  Pleasant  Comedic  Called,  A  Woman  will  have  h,r 
Will.  London,  Printed  by  A.  JIf.  and  are  Co  (t  told 
h/  Richard  Thntle.     .     .     .     1631.    4'. 


[PREFACE  TO  THE  EORMEE  EDITION.)' 


This  old  comedy  appean  to  have  been  extremely 
popakr,  and  it  wa«  tUree  times  printed  ;  in  1616, 1636, 
and  1631  ;  tbe  oldest  copy  is,  aa  usual,  the  moat  correct, 
liiit  in  the  following  rupritit  all  three  have  beeu  coU 
lilted. 

It  is  ascertained  from  Henslowe's  UJary  to  have  been 
tlie  jiroduction  of  a  dnunatic  poet  of  the  name  of 
Willuini  Haughton,  who  generally  wrote  in  conjunction 
with  Thomas  Dekker,  Henry  Chettle,  John  Day.  and 
iithcrs,  but  in  this  instance  he  was  alone  concerned.  It 
iH  entered  by  Uenslowe  under  the  date  of  February 
1Q97-8,  and  lie  calls  it  (as  the  performance  was  no 
iloubt  named  when  it  was  then  first  acted),  "A  Woman 
will  have  her  Will."  When  it  was  printed  in  1616,  il 
seems  to  have  been  thought  that  "Englishmen  for  my 
Money"  wonld  be  more  attractive,  and  "A  Woman 
will  have  her  Will"  was  sank  into  iJie  second  title;  it 
therefore  tuns  thoa  :  "  Englishmen  for  my  Money,  or 
II  pleasant  comedy  culled  A  Woman  will  liave  her 
WiU."  [But  in  the  third  edition  the  first  part  of  tbe 
title  was  withdrawn.] 

No  biograpbical  particulais  of  William  Uauchton  are 
known,  but  that  in  1599  he  was  confined  in  the  Clink 
in  Southwark  for  debt ;  and  on  the  10th  March  of  that 
year  Ueuslowe  advanced  ten  fibillings  to  enable  him  to 
iibtain  his  liberty. 

This  play  is  full  of  comic  characters  and  situations, 
imd  the  dialogue  ia  generally  well  sustained,  Haugh- 
ton  was  probably  young,  when  be  produced  it,  and 
in  llenstowe's  Diary  he  is  not  unfrequently  termed 
"Young  Haughton."  His  versification  was  neither 
very  free  nor  very  flowing,  and  it  partakes  in  some 
degree  of  the  monotony  that  distinguished  moat  of  the 
old  Jniniatistg  who  preceded  Shakespeare,  The  old 
I'opies  are  not  divided  into  acta  and  scenes. 


»  called  "Tbe  Old  EuglUh 


Vasdal,  a  Dulxhman.     I 
Fmsra,  a  CToira  ;  P.iaro't  i 
TOWEBSOS,  a  VcTchnixl. 


Hkuws,  a  ClothitT. 

A  Post,  I)d!ma»,  Mtrthaut 


ENGLISHMEN  FOR  MY  MONEY ; 


A  WOMAN  WILL  HAVE  HER  WILL. 


ACT  L,  SCKNE  1. 

Enter  PiSARO. 

How  emug  this  grey-ey'd  morning  seems  to  be ! 
A  pleasant  sight ;  but  yet  more  iileaaure  have  I 
To  think  upon  this  moist'ning  southwest  wind, 
That  drives  my  laden  ehipa  from  fertile  Spain. 
But  come  what  will,  no  wind  can  come  amiss. 
For  two  and  thirty  winds  that  rule  the  sens, 
And  blow  about  this  airy  region, 
Thirty- two  ahipe  have  I  to  equal  them. 
Whose  wealthy  frtights  do  make  Hsaro  rich  : 
Thus  every  soO  to  me  is  natural. 
Indeed,  by  birtb  I  am  a  Portingal 
Who,  driven  by  western  winds  on  English  shore. 
Here,  liking  of  the  soil,  I  married, 
And  have  three  daughters :  but  impartial  death 
Long  since  depriv'd  me  of  her  dearest  life : 
Since  whose  decease  in  London  I  have  dwelt, 
And  by  the  sweet-lov'd  trade  of  usury, 
Letting  for  interest  and  on  mortgages, 
Do  I  wax  rich ;  though  many  gentlemen 
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By  my  extortion  come  to  misery. 

Amongst  the  rest,  three  English  gentlemen 

Have  pawned  to  me  their  livings  and  their  lands  : 

Each  Geveral  hoping,  though  their  hopes  are  vain. 

By  maniage  of  my  daught«rs  to  possess 

Their  patrimonies  and  their  lands  again. 

But  gold  is  sweet,  and  they  deceive  themselves  ; 

For  though  I  gild  my  temples  with  a  smile. 

It  ia  but  Judaa-like  to  work  their  ends. 

But  soft,  what  noise  of  footing  do  I  hear  t  [Retiir*. 

Enter  Laukentia,  Marina,  Mathea,  and 
Anthony. 

Laor.  Now,  master,  what  intend  you  to  re»>I 
tousl 

AnTR.  Pisaro,  your  father,  would  have  me  read 
moral  philosophy, 

Mab.  What's  that  I 

Anth.  First  tell  me  how  you  like  it  I 

Math.  First  tell  us  what  it  is. 

Pis.   They  he  my  daughters  and  their  ecliool- 
master. 
Pisaro,  not  a  word,  but  list  their  talk.  [Atije. 

ASTU.  Gentlewomen,  to  paint  philosophy. 
Is  to  present  youth  with  so  sour  a  dish, 
As  their  abhorring  stomachs  ntll  digest. 
When  first  my  mother  Oxford  (England's  pride) 
Foater'd  me,  pupil-like,  whh  her  rich  store, 
My  study  was  to  read  philosophy ; 
But  since  my  headstrong  youth's  unbridled  will. 
Scorning  the  leaden  fetters  of  restraint. 
Hath  pruu'd  my  feathers  to  a  higher  pitch. 
Cientlewomen,  moral  philosophy  is  a  kind  of  art. 
The  most  contrary  to  your  tender  sexes ; 
It  teacheth  to  be  grave,  and  on  that  Ivow, 
Where  beauty  in  her  rarest  glory  shines, 
Plants  the  ead  semblance  of  decayed  age. 
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Those  weeds,  that  with  their  riches  should  adorn 
And  grace  fair  nature's  curious  workmanship, 
JIust  be  converted  to  a  black-faced  veil, 
Griefs  livery  and  sorrow's  Gemblance : 
Your  food  must  be  your  hearts'  abundant  sighs, 
Steep'd  in  the  brinish  liquor  of  your  tears : 
Daylight  as  darknight — dark  night  spent  in  prayer; 
Thoughts  your  companions,  and  repentant  minds 
The  recreation  of  your  tired  spirits. 
Gentlewomen,  if  you  can  like  this  modesty,' 
Then  will  I  read  to  you  philosophy. 

Lack.  Not  I. 

Mah.  Fie  upon  it. 

Math.  Hang  up  philosophy,  I'll  none  of  it.* 

Pis.  A  tutor,  said  11a  tutor  for  the  devil. 

Anth.  No,  gentlewomen,  Anthony  hath  fearn'd 
To  read  a  letter  of  more  pleaeing  worth. 
Marina,  read  these  lines ;  young  Harvey  sent  them : 
There  every  line  repugns  philosophy ; 
Then  love  him,  for  he  hates  the  thing  thou  hates. 
Laurentia,  this  is  thine  from  Ferdinand  ; 
Think  every  golden  circle  that  thou  seest 
The  rich  unvtJued  circle  of  his  worth.* 
Mathea,  with  these  gloves  thy  Ned  salutes  thee  ; 
As  often  as  these  hide  these  from  the  sun,* 
And  wanton  steal  a  kiss  from  thy  fair  hand. 
Presents  his  serviceable  true  heart's  zeal, 
AVTiich  waits  upon  the  censure  of  thy  doooi. 


'  [HoderatioD.] 

*  So  Shftkeipeire,  in  "  Borneo  and  Juliet,"  act  lii.  sc,  3— 
•■  IIiDg  op  tJifleMphjr. 
rnltHphiloiopb/annukeaJallcl!" 

This  present  is  a  purse,  a*  app«»r»  itterwards,  with 
tlicee  /iQiiiJi  from 
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Wbat  though  their  kods  b«  raortgag'tl  to  yoat 

f&ther, 
Yet  may  your  dowriM  redeem  that  debt : 
Think  they  are  gentlemen,  and  think  they  love. 
And  be  that  thought  their  true  Iovq'b  advocate. 
Say  you  should  wed  for  wealth,  for  to  that  scope 
Your  father's  greedy  disposition  tends, 
The  world  irould  say  tliat  you  were  had  for  wealth. 
And  so  fair  beauty's  honour  quite  extinct.' 
A  masi  of  wealth  being  poor'd  upon  another. 
Little  augmeuta  the  show,  although  tlie  Bum ; 
But  being  lightly  scattered  by  itselli 
It  doubles  wliat  it  seem'd,  although  bat  one. 
Even  so  yourselres  ;  for,  wedded  to  the  rich, 
liis  Rtyle  was  as  it  was,  a  rich  man  still ; 
But  we<lding  these,  to  wed  true  love  ia  duty. 
You  make  them  rich  lu  wealth,  but  more  in  beaaty. 
I  need  not  plead:  that  emile  Ehowe  heart's  consent ; 
That  kiss  show'd  love,  that  on  that  gift  was  lent ; 
And  (last)  thine  eyes,  that  tears  of  true  joy  send, 
Aa  comfortable  tidings  for  my  friend. 

Mar.  Hare  done,  bare  done :  wiiat  neod'st  thou 
more  procure. 
When  long  ere  this  I  itoop'd  to  that  fwr  \an. 
"  Thy  ever-loving  Harvey,"  I  delight  it ; 
Marina  ever  loving  sliall  requite  it. 
Teach  us  philosophy  I  I'll  be  no  nun. 
Age  scorns  delight :  I  love  it  being  young,* 
There's  not  a  word  of  this,  uot  a  word's  part. 
But  shall  be  stamp'd,  seal'd,  printed  on  my  heart. 
On  this  I'll  read,  on  this  my  senses  ply. 
All  art^  being  vain,  but  this  philosophy. 

Laps.  Why  was  I  made  a  maid,  but  for  a  man  1 
And  why  Laurentia  hut  for  Ferdinand  t 

>  rOM  eopiei.  ditUncL] 

'  r«iHi9  u  mnilted  in  the  1°  at  IfllS,  and  mppliad  tn  the 

tva  i)Lh«rL 
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The  chastest  soul  these  aogele  could  entice, 
Much  more  himself — an  asgel  of  more  price. 
Wert  thyself  present,  as  my  heart  could  wish, 
Such  Ullage  thou  sbouldst  have  as  I  give  this. 

Anth.  Then  you  would  kiss  lum  t 

Laur.  If  I  did,  how  then  t 

Anth.  Nay,  I  say  nothing  to  it,  but  amen. 

Pis.  The  clerk  must  have  his  fees :  I'll  pay  you 
them.  M*bfe 

Math.  Good  God.  how  abject  is  this  single  life .' 
I'll  not  abide  it;  father,  friends,  nor  kin. 
Shall  once  dissuade  me  from  afiecting  hiju.^ 
A  man's  n  man  ;  and  Ned  is  more  than  one  : 
r  faith,  I'll  have  thee,  Ned,  or  I'll  have  none. 
Do  what  they  can,  chafe,  chide,  or  storm  their  fill, 
Mathea  is  resolv'd  to  have  her  will. 

Pis.  I  can  no  longer  hold  my  i)atieiice. 

[Coming  /ortmnl. 
Impudent  rillaia  *  and  lascivious  girb, 
I  have  o'erheard  your  vile  conversions  ! 
You  scorn  philosophy !  you'll  be  no  nun .' 
You  must  needs  kiss  the  purse,  because  he  sent  it ! 
And  you,  forsooth,  you  flirtgill,  minion, 
A  brat  scant  folded  in  the  dozens  at  most,* 
You'll  have  your  will,  forsooth !  Wliatwillyou  have '( 

Math.  But  twelve  year  old  I    Nay,  father,  that's 
not  so  ; 
Our  sexton  told  me  I  was  three  years  mo. 

Pis.  I  say  but  twelve:  you're  beat  tell  me  I  lie. 
What,  sirrah  Ajilhony  1 

AsTH.  Here,  sir. 

Pis,  Come  here,  air; 
And  you,  light  huswives,  get  you  in : 
Stare  not  upon  me,  move  me  not  to  ire. 

[Sxmnt  titters. 

'  Hint  hu  apparently  dropped  out  in  lbs  otdeit  4*. 

'  Tlic  copj  of  1618  reads,  impuiUiit  vitlang. 
*  i.f.,  Ab  wo  eay  uow,  "  ecnree])"  in  h«r  fttni," 


i'S  ESULISHMEN   FOU   MY   MONET  ;    OR, 

Nay,  sirrah,  stay  you  hfre,  I'll  talk  vnth  you. 
Did  I  r«taia  thee,  rillain,  in  my  house. 
Give  thee  a  stipend,  twenty  marks  by  year. 
And  hast  thou  thus  infected  my  three  girls, 
Urging  the  love  of  those  I  most  ahhorr'd  ? 
Unthrifts  [and]  beggars — what  is  worse — 
And  all  because  they  are  your  countrymen. 

Ante,  Why,  sir,  I  taught  them  not 
To  keep  a  merchant's  book,  or  cast  account : 
Yet  to  a  word  much  like  that  word  account 

I'lS.  A  knave  past  grace  is  past  recovery. 
Wliy,  sirrah  Frisco,  villain,  loggerhead  1 
Where  art  thou  1 


Snter  Frisco  (Ae  Claim. 

Fbis.  Here's  a  calling  indeed !  a  man  wen? 
better  to  live  a  lord's  life  and  do  nothing,  tlian  a 
serving  creature,  and  never  be  idle,  0  master, 
what  a  mess  of  brewis  stands  now  upon  the  point 
of  spoiling  by  your  hastiness.  Why,  they  were  able 
to  have  got  a  good  stomach  with  child,  even  witli 
the  sight  of  them ;  and  for  a  vaponr — 0  precious 
vapour !  Let  but  a  wench  come  near  them  with  a 
pamted  face,  and  you  should  see  the  ]iaint  droji 
and  curdle  on  her  cheeks,  like  a  piece  of  dry  Essex 
clieesQ  toasted  at  the  fire. 

Pis.  Welt,  sirrah,  leave  this  thought,  and  mind 
my  words. 
Give  diligence ;  inquire  about 
For  one  that  is  expert  in  languages, 
A  good  mtisician  and  a  Frenchman  bom. 
And  bring  him  hither  to  instruct  my  daughters. 
I'll  ne'er  trust  more  a  smooth-fsc'd  Englishman. 

Fius.  What,  must  I  bring  one  that  can  speak 
languages  1  what  an  old  ass  is  niy  master !  [  JmU*.] 
Why,  he  may  speak yfanafe  tavHte  as  well  as  Freadl, 
fur  I  cannot  understand  him. 
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Pis.  If  be  speak  French,  thus  lie  will  say,  Oui, 
Qui. 
What,  can'st  thou  remember  it  1 

Frir  0,  I  have  it  now,  for  I  remember  my 
great  grandfather'a  graudmother's  sister's  cousin 
toltl  me,  that  pigs  and  Frenchmen  speak  one  lan- 
guage, awee,  awer  ;  I  am  dog  at  this.  But  what 
mvtst  he  speak  else  I 

Pis.  Dutch. 

Fris.  Let's  bear  it  T 

Pis.  Uaunee  hutterlan  dowpitt, 

Fhis.  0,  this  is  nothing,  for  I  can  speak  perfect 
Dutch  when  I  lisL 

Pis.  Can  you )   I  pray  let's  hear  some. 

Fbis.  Nay,  I  must  have  my  mouth  full  of  meat 
first,  and  then  you  shall  bear  me  gnimble  it  fortli 
full-moulh  ;  as,  haunce  buUerkin  tlmopiii  frokin. 
0,'  1  am  a  simple  Dutchman,     Wei!,  I'll  about  it. 

Pis,  Stay,  sirrah,  you  are  too  hasty  ;  for  He 
must  speak  one  language  more, 

Fris.  More  languages)  1  trust  be  shall  bavu 
tongues  enough  for  one  mouth.  But  what  is  the 
third  1 

Pis.  Italian. 

Fris.  Why,  that  is  the  easiest  of  all,  for  I  can 
tell  whether  be  have  any  Italian  In  him  even  by 
looking  on  him. 

Pis.  Can  you  so  T  as  how  t 

Fris.  Marry,  by  these  three  points  :  a  wanton 
eye,  pride  in  bis  apparel,  and  the  devil  in  his  coun- 
tenance. Well,  G«xl  keep  me  from  the  devil  in 
seeking  this  Frenchman,  But  do  you  hear  me, 
master  1  what  shall  my  fellow  Anthony  dot  it 
seems  he  shall  serve  for  iiothing  but  to  put  Latin 
into  my  young  mistresses. 

Plii.  Hence,  ass  !  hence,  loggerhead  I  begone, Isay. 

'  [Uldcopitfl,  A'li] 
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And  now  to  you  that  read  philosoph)'.  [Bxtt  Frisco. 
Pack  from  my  liouse  :  1  do  discharge  thy  service. 
And  come  not  near  my  doors :  for  if  thou  dost, 
I'll  make  thee  a  public  example  to  the  worhl. 

Anth.  Weli,  crafty  fox,  you  thai  work  by  wit. 
It  may  be  I  nuiy  live  lo  fit  you  yet. 

[Aiiilr.     SxU  AktbONY. 

Pis.  Ah  !  sirrah,  this  trick  was  Bpied  in  time. 
For  if  but  two  sucli  lectures  more  they'd  heard. 
For  ever  had  their  honest  naiues  been  raarr'd. 
I'll  in  and  rate  them ;  yet  that's  not  be«t : 
The  girls  are  wilful,  and  severity 
Hay  make  them  careless,  mad,  or  desperate. 
\Vliat  shall  I  do )   0,  I  have  found  it  now. 
There  are  three  wealthy  merchants  in  the  town. 
All  strangers,  and  my  very  special  fnende  : 
The  one  of  them  ia  an  Italian, 
A  Frenchman  and  a  Dutchman  be  the  oth«r. 
Those  three  entirely  do  affect  my  daughters. 
And  tlierefore  mean  I  they  shall  have  the  tongues, 
That  they  may  answer  in  their  several  language. 
But  what  helps  thatt  they  must  not  stay  so  long ; 
For  whiles  they  are  a-Iearning  languages. 
My  English  youths  both  wed  and  bed  them  too. 
Which  to  prevent,  I'll  seek  the  strangers  out. 
Let's  look  ;  'tis  past  eleven ;  Exchange  time  full : 
There  shall  I  meet  them,  and  confer  with  thorn. 
Tliis  work  craves  haste,  my  daughters  must  be  wed  ; 
For  one  month's  stay  soith,^  farewell,  maidenhead. 
[Exit. 
SCENE  II. 
EiOer  Habvey,  Hjiigham,  and  WalgraI'b; 

Hkiqh,  Come,  gentlemen,  we're  almost  at  t3i» 
house. 
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I  promise  you,  this  walk  o'er  Tower-hill, 
Of  ill!  the  places  London  can  aSbrd, 
Hath  sweetest  air,  and  fitting  our  desires. 

Har.  Good  reasoa   so,  it   leads   to  Crutched 
Friars, 
Where  old  Pisaro  and  his  daughters  dwell. 
Look  to  your  feet ;  the  broad  way  lends  to  hell. 
They  say  hell  stands  below,  down  in  the  deep, 
I'll  down  that  hell,  where  suuh  good  wenches  keep 
But,  sirrah  Ned,  what  says  Mathea  to  thee  ? 
Wilt  fadMl»  wilt  f&dgeJ     What,  will   it  be  a 
match  1 

Wal.  a  match,  say  you  1  a  mischief  'twill  as 
soon; 
For  I  can  scarce  bi.'gin  to  speak  to  her. 
But  I  am  interrupted  by  her  father  ; 
"  Ha !  what  aay  you  I"  and  then  puts  o'er  his  snout, 
Able  to  shadow  Paul's,  it  is  so  great' 
Well,  'tis  no  matter,  sirs,  this  is  his  house  : 
Knock  for  the  churl,  bid  him  bring  out  bis  daughter ; 
Ay,  'sblood,'  I  will,  though  I  be  hang'd  for  it. 

Hbigh.  Heyday,  heyday  !  nothing  with  you  but 
up  and  ride ! 
You'll  be  within,  ere  you  can  reach  the  door  ! 
And  have  the  wench,  before  you  compass  her. 
Yon  are  too  hasty :  Pisaro  is  a  man, 
Not  to  be  fed  with  words,  but  won  with  gold. 
But  who  comes  here  T 

SrUer  ANTHONy. 
Wai.  Whom  I    Anthony  our  friend  1 

'  U.  "  Will  it  do."  or  "  Will  U  «Bit."  As  in  "  Tuelfth 
Night."  wl  ii.  w.  2.  "Ho*  willthia/ot^l" 

'  We  have  bere  iivatber  iiuuuee  to  ibair  that  fonaerly 
Jewi  111(1  uaurcra  Hero  furnished  with  Inrge  falta  noaei  uii 

'  I'll,   that   I  wtU  U  the   reading  of  the  copies  of  1626 
und  l')3I.    [,\.ll  the  copies,  1%  sppurcntl;  foray.) 
^OL.  X.  2  H 
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Say,  mim,  how  fare  our  lores  t  how  dotli  Mathea  f 

Can  she  love  Ned  t  how  doth  she  like  mj  ntit  I 

Will  old  PUaro  take  me  for  his  son  t 

For,  I  thank  God,  he  kindly  tak^  our  landa. 

Swearing.  "  Good  gentlemen,  run  shall  not  want, 

WhiUt  old  Piaaro  and  his  credit  hold  :" 

He  will  be  damn'd,  the  rogiie,  before  he  dot ! 

Uar.  Piythee,  talk  milder  ;  let  but  thee  atone. 
And  thon  in  one  bare  hour  will  ask  him  more 
Than  he'll  remember  in  a  hundred  years. 
Come  from  him,  Anthony,  and  say,  what  news. 

Axni.  The  news  for  me  is  bad  ;  and  this  it  is  : 
Pisaro  hath  diacharg'd  me  of  his  service. 

Heigh,  Discharged  thee  of  his  service  !  for  what 
cause t 

Akth,  Nothing, 
But  that  his  daughters  learn  philosophy. 

Har.  Maids    should    read  that;  it  teAcbeth 
modesty. 

AxTH.  Ay,  hut  I  left  out  mediocrity, 
And  with  effectual  reasons  ur^ed  your  loves. 

Wau  The  fault  was  smaU ;  we  three  will  U* 
thy  roaster, 
And  l>eg  thy  pardon. 

Anth.  O,  that  cannot  bn  : 
He  hates  you  far  worse  than  he  hates  me  ; 
For  all  the  love  he  shows  is  for  your  lands, 
Which  he  hopes,  sure,  will  fall  into  his  handfc 
Yet,  gentlemen,  this  comfort  take  of  me, 
His  daughters  to  your  loves  affected  be. 
Their  father  is  abroad,  they  three  at  home. 
Go  cheorly  in,  and  seize  that  is  your  own. 
And,  for  myself,  but  grace  what  I  intend : 
I'll  overreach  the  churl,  and  help  my  friend. 

HuGit.  Build  on  our  hel)>s,  and  but  devise  th«> 

Anth.  Pisaro  did  command  Frisco  his  man 
(A  simple  sot,  kept  only  but  for  mirth), 
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To  inquire  abont  in  London  for  a  man 

That  were  a  Frenchman  niul  musician, 

To  be  (as  I  suppose)  his  daughters'  tutor. 

Him  if  you  meet,  as  like  enough  you  shall. 

He  will  inquire  of  you  of  his  affairs  ; 

Then   make   him  answer,  you  three  came  from 

Paul's, 
And  in  the  middle  walk  one  you  espied, 
Fit  for  his  purpose  :  then  describe  tnis  cloak, 
This  beard  and  hat ;  for  in  this  borrowed  shape 
Must  I  beguile  and  overreach  the  fool. 
The  maids  must  be  acquainted  with  this  drift. 
The  door  doth  ope :  I  dare  not  stay  reply. 
Lest  being  descried — Qentlemen,  aidieu, 
And  help  him  now,  that  oft  hath  helped  you. 

[EjtU. 
Enter  Frisco. 

Wal.  How  now,  sirrah,  whither  are  you  going  1 

Fbis.  Whither  am  I  going?  how  shall  I  tell 
you,  when  I  do  not  know  myself,  nor  understand 
myself? 

Hrigh.  Wliat  dost  thou  mean  by  that? 

Fris.  Marry,  sir,  I  am  seeking  a  needle  in  a 
bottle  of  hay ;  a  monster  in  the  likeness  of  a  man  : 
one  that,  instead  of  ^ood  morrow,  asketh  what 
porridge  you  have  to  dinner?  parley-voua,  signior? 
one  that  never  washes  his  fingers,  but  licks  them 
clean  with  kisses;  a  clipper  of  the  Idiig's  English ; 
and,  to  conclude,  an  eternal  enemy  to  all  good 
language. 

Har.  What's  this  I  what's  this! 

Fris.  Do  not  you  smoll  me?  Well,  I  perceive 
that  wit  doth  not  always  dwell  in  a  satin -doublet. 
"Why,  'tis  3  Frenchman :  Basi  mon  cne,  how  do 
youi 

Har.  I  thank  you,  sir:  but  tell  me  what 
wouidst  thou  do  with  a  Frenchman  ? 


4S4 


ENGL1SHUEX  FOR  MY  MOSET :   OE, 


Fris.  Nay,  ftuth,  I  would  do  nothing  with  him, 
unless  I  set  him  to  teach  parxote  to  speak.  Many, 
the  old  ass,  m^  maater,  would  Lave  him  to  t«ach 
Ilia  daughters,  though  I  trust  the  whole  world  sees 
that  there  be  such  in  hie  liouse  that  can  serve  his 
daughtera'  turn  as  well  as  the  proudost  French- 
man.  But  if  you  l>e  good  lads,  tell  me  where  I 
inay  find  such  a  man  1 

Ueigh.  We  will.   Go  hie  thee  straight  to  Paul's, 
There  sbalt  thou  find  one  fitting  thy  desire  : 
Thou  soon  may'st  know  him,  for  his  beard  is  black, 
And  such  his  raiment  :^  if  thou  runu'st  apace, 
Tliou  canst  not  miss  him,  Frisco. 

Fris.  Lord,  Lord,  how  shall  poor  Frisco  reward 
your  rich  tidings,  gentlemen  ?  1  am  yours  till 
Shrove-Tuesday,  for  then  change  I  my  copy,  and 
look  like  nothing  but  red-heriing-cobs  and  stock- 
fish ;  yet  I'll  do  somewhat  for  you  in  tho  meantime. 
My  master  is  abroad,  and  my  young  mietreaaes  at 
home  :  if  you  can  do  any  good  on  them,  before  tin- 
Frenchman  come,  why  60.  Ah  !  gentlemen,  do  not 
suffer  a  Utter  of  lanmiagea  to  spring  up  amongst 
us.  I  must  to  the  walk  in  Paul's,  you  to  the  veatrj-. 
Gentlemen,  oa  to  myself  and  so  forth. 

[Exit  Frisco. 

HAit.  Fools  tell  the  truth,  men  say,  and  so  may 
he. 
Wenches,  we  come  now ;  love  onr  conduct  be  ]  < 
Ned,  knock  at  the  door, — But  soil,  forbear ! 


Enter  LaurENTIA,  MaRIXA,  and  M.\TSKA. 

The  cloud  breaks  up,  and  onr  three  suns  appeaiCl 

To  this  I  fly.     Sliiiie  bright,  my  life's  sole  sLay^  m 

And  make  griefs  night  a  glorious  summer's  day.'l 

Mar.  Gentlemen,  how  welcome  you  are  here,  J 

1  [Old  coplu.  Such  i*  hi*  rati 
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Guess  by  our  looks,  for  other  means  by  fear 
Prevented  is.    Our  father's  quick  return 
Forbida  the  welcome  else  we  would  h&ve  done, 

Wal,   Mathea,    how    these    faithful    thoughts 
obey 

Math.  No  more,  sweet  love,  I  know  what  thou 
wouldst  say. 
You  say  you  love  me,  so  I  wish  you  still : 
Love  hath  love's  hire,  being  balanc'd  with  good-will. 
But  say ;  come  you  to  ub,  or  come  you  rather 
To  pawn  more  lands  for  money  to  our  father ! 
I  know  'tia  ao ;  i'  God's  name,  fli»nd  &t  large : 
What,  man,  our  marriage-ilay  will  all  discharge. 
Our  father  (by  his  leave)  must  pardon  us. 
Age  save  of  age  of  nothing  can  discuss ; 
But  in  our  loves  the  proverb  we'll  fulfil — 
Women  and  maids  must  always  have  tliuir  will 

Heigh.  Say  thou  as  muck,  and  add  life  to  this 
corse. 

Laur,  Yourself  and  your  good  news  do  more 
enforce. 
How  these  have  set  forth  love  by  all  tlieir  wit ; 
I  swear  in  heart,  I  more  than  double  it. 
Sisters,  be  glad,  for  he  hath  made  it  phiin, 
The  means  to  get  our  schoolmaster  again,' 
But,  gentlemen,  for  this  time  cease  our  loves ; 
This  open  street  perhaps  suspicion  moves. 
Fain  we  would  stay,  bid  you  walk  in  more  rather, 
But  that  we  fear  the  coming  of  our  fatlier. 
Go  to  th'  Exchange,  crave  gold  as  you  intend : 
Pisaro  scrapes  for  us ;  for  us  you  spend. 
We  say  farewell  more  sadlier,  be  bold. 
Than  would  my  greedy  father  to  his  cold ; 
We  here,  you  there ;  ask  gold,  and  gold  you  shall : 
We'll  pay  the  interest  and  the  princi]>al. 

[Exeunt  Sitlert. 

'  Lanrenlia  and  HeighAin  hkve  bMn  tilUos  iput. 
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Wal.  Tlint's  my  good  girls,  and  I'll  pay  you  for 

all. 
Har.  Come  to  th'  Exchange,  and  when  I  feel 

decay, 
Send  me  such  wenches,  heavens,  I  still  shall  pray, 
[Ejirtint, 


ACT  II.,  SCENE  I. 

£nlfr  PlSAito,  Deliun  (A«  F>enehman,  VaXDAL 
the  Dutchman,^  and  other  MerchanU,  at  tevfral 

Pis.  Good  morrow,  Muster  Strangers.* 

Stran.  Good  morrow,  sir. 

Pis,  This  (loving  friends)  hath  thus  emboldeoed 
me  ; 
For,  knowing  the  affection  and  the  love, 
Master  Vandallo,  that  you  bear  my  daughter. 
Likewise,  and  that  with  Joy,  considering  too, 
You,  Monsieur  Delion,  would  fain  despatch, 
I  promise  you  (methlnks,  the  time  did  fit. 
And  does  by'r  Lady  too,  in  mine  advice) 
This  day  to  clap  a  full  conclusion  up  : 
And  therefore  made  I  bold  to  call  on  you. 
Meaning  (our  businesft  done  here  at  the  Burse) 
That  you  at  mine  entreaty  should  walk  home, 
And  take  in  worth  such  viands  as  I  have ; 
And  then  wo  would,  and  so  1  hope  we  shall. 
Loosely  tie  np  the  knot  that  you  desire. 
But  for  a  day  or  two,  and  then  Church  rites 
Shall  sure  conform,  confirm,  and  make  all  fast. 


'  Alvara  the  Italian  is  also  QeatiDned,  bat  lie  does  nut 
■Dter  till  lomc  time  afterward b. 
'  Sy  Matter  Straiiytri  he  meaaa  the  '*  other  merchanlt,'* 

a  be  kaowB  Dulion  and  Vnclal. 


■■1^1 
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Tan.  Seker,  mester  Pisaro,  me  do  eo  groterly 
(lanck  you,  dab  you  mack  me  so  aiire  of  de  wench, 
(Ut  it  can  niet  daiick  you  genough. 

Del.  Mongieur  Pisaro,  mon  pere,  mon  vader  1 
0,  de  grande  joy  you  give  me  !  ecoute,  me  sal  go 
home  to  your  house,  sal  eat  your  bacon,  sal  eat 
your  beef,  and  sal  tack  de  wench,  de  fine  demoi- 
aella. 

Pia.  You  shall,  and  welcome ;  welcome  as  my 
souL 
But  were  my  third  son,  sweet  Alv&ro,  here. 
We  would  not  stay  at  the  Exchange'  to-day  j 
But  hie  ua  home,  and  there  end  our  affairs, 

£nttr  MooEB  and  Towkrsos. 

Moore.  Good  day,  Master  Pisaro. 
Pis.  Master  Moore,  many,  with  all  my  heart, 
good  morrow,  sir.   What  news!   What  news? 
Moore.  This  merchant  here,  my  friend,  would 

speak  with  you. 
Tow.   Sir,    this    jolly    south-west    wind    with 
gentle  blast 
Hath  driven  home  our  long-expected  ships. 
All  laden  with  the  wealth  of  ample  Spain ; 
And  but  a  day  Is  pass'd,  since  they  arriv'd 
Safely  at  Plymouth,  where  they  yet  abide. 

'  According  to  Heywood's. "  If  jou  know  oat  me,  joa  kno» 
Tiobody,"  Part  [[.,  Queen  Elimbeth,  when  ihe  chmtened  the 
lEayal  Bich&age,  ■tier  il  hid  licen  built  b;  Sir  T.  GrMbum, 
L-hiDgeil  ita  name  from  the  Burst,  nhich  il  had  been  prc- 

"  Pniclilin  through  crirr  hipfa  ilmt  of  IhU  sUj.                            ^^^^^^| 

Hot  ilsn  [he  bDiUlliir>  lUielf.  Mr,  ud  •innfe,                          ^^^^^H 

B«  It  fur  tnr  nWi  thg  HorU  Bicluii|»."                                      ^^^^^H 

Sig.  H  2.     The  term,  were  afterwwda  often  used  indiffet-         ^^^M 

entlj-,  nnd  Piuro,  juit  before,  wlli  the  f^-AcniK  ttie  Bmr.                     ^H 
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Pis.  Thanka  is  too  small  a  guerdon  for  Buch  uewe. 
How  like  you  this  news,  friends  I  Master  Vaadal, 
Here's  somewhat  towards  for  my  daughter's  dowry : 
Here's  soniewbat  more  than  we  did  yet  expect. 

Tow.  But  hear  you,  air ;   my  business   Is   not 
dono: 
From  these  same  ships  I  did  receive  these  lines, 
And  there  enclos'd  tliis  same  bill  of  exchange, 
To  pay  at  sight,  if  so  you  please  accept  it. 

Pis.  Accept  it,  why  l  ^VLat,  sir,  should  I  accept  1 
Have  you  receiyed  letters,  ami  not  1 1 
Where  is  this  lazy  villain,  this  elow  postl 
AVliat,  brings  he  every  man  his  letters  tome, 
And  makes  mo  nobody  ?  does  he,  does  he  1 
I  would  not  have  you  bring  me  counterfeit ; 
And  if  you  do,  assure  you  I  shall  smell  it : 
I  know  my  factoid's  writing  well  enough. 

Tow.    You    do,    sir;    then    see  your    factor's 
writing. 
I  scorn  as  much  as  you  to  couuterfeit. 

Pis.  'TIs  well  you  do,  sir. 

Snter  Hahvev,  Walgrave,  and  Hkiguah. 

What !  Master  Walgrave  and  my  other  friends. 
You  are  grown  strangers  to  Piaaro's  house  : 
I  pray,  make  bold  with  me. 

Wal.  Ay,  with  your  daughters. 
You  may  be  sworn,  we'll  be  as  bold  as  may  be, 

[Atui<. 

Pis,  Would  you  have  aught  with  me  J    I  pray 
now  speak. 

Hkioh.  Sir,  I  think  you  understand  our  suit, 
By  the  repairing  we  Iiave  had  to  you : 
Gentlemen,  you  know,  must  want  no  coin. 
Nor  are  they  slaves  unto  it,  when  they  have  it ; 
You  may  perceive  our  minds ;   what  say  you  to't  t 

Pis.  Gentlemen  ail,  I  love  you  all :  which  more 


i. 
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To  manifest,  this  afternoon,  between 
The  hours  of  two  and  three,  repair  to  me ; 
And,  were  it  half  the  substance  that  I  have. 
Whilst  it  is  mine,  ib  is  yours  to  command. 
But,  gentlemen,  as  I  have  regard  to  you, 
So  do  I  wish  you'll  have  respect  to  me  : 
You  know  that  all  of  us  are  mortal  men, 
Subject  to  change  and  mutability  ; 
You  may,  or  I  may,  soon  pitch  o'er  the  perch, 
Or  BO — or  so — have  contrary  crosses. 
Wherefore  I  deem  [it]  but  mere  equity, 
Tliat  something  may  betwixt  us  be  to  show. 

Heigh.  Master  Piaaro,  within  this  two  months 
Without  fail  we'll  repay. 

Enter  Brown. 
Brown.  God  save  you,  gentlemen. 
Gent.  Good  morrow,  sir. 

Pis.  What,    Master  Brown !    the  only  man   I 
wish'*!  for. 
Does  your  price  fall?  what,  shall  I  have  these  clothst 
For  I  would  ship  them  straight  away'  for  Stoade. 
I  do  wish  you  my  money  'fore  another. 

Brown.  Fmth,  you  know  my  price,  sir,  if  you 

have  them. 
Pis.    You  are   too   dear  in   sadness.      Master 
Heigham, 
You  were  about  to  say  somewhat — pray,  proceed. 
Heic.H.  Then  this  it  was  :  those  lands  that  are 
not  mortgag'd 

Enttr  Post. 

Post.  God  bless  your  worship. 
Pis.  I  must  crave  pardon. — 0  sirrah,  are  yoii 
comet 


Avraji  is  omitted  in  the  I 
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Wal.   Hej'ilay,  heyday!    What  U  the   lUAtter 
aowl 
Sure,  yonder  fellow  will  be  torn  in  pieces, 

Har.    What's  he,  sweet  youths,  that  so  tJiey 
flock  about  1 
WHiat,  old  Pisaro  tainted  with  this  madness  T 

Heigh.  U[)on  my  life,  'tis  somebody  bring?  news. 
The  court  breaks  up,  and  wc  shall  know   their 

council : 
Look,  look,  how  hudly  they  fall  to  reading  ' 

Pisa.  I  am  the  last :  you  should  have  kept  it 
still. 
Well,  we  shall  see  what  news  you  bring  witli  you — 
[Jifods. 

"  Our  duty  premised ;  and  we  have  sent  unto 
your  worship  sack,  Seville  oils,  iwpper,  Barbarj- 
eugar,  and  such  other  commodities  as  we  thouglit 
most  requisite.  We  wanted  money,  therefore  wo 
are  fain  to  take  up  ^300  of  Master  T">wereon's 
man,  which  by  a  bill  of  exchange,  sent  to  him,  we 
would  request  your  worsliip  pay  accordingly." 
You  shall  command,  sir,  yon  shall  command,  sir. 
^Htadt  Offoiit. 

"The  nevTB  here  is,  tliat  the  English  sbi)>s,  the 
Fortune  (your  ship),  the  Ailrenture  and  Good  Luck 
(if  London,  coasting  along  by  Italy  towards  Tur- 
key, were  set  upon  by  two  Spanish  galleys.    What 
became  of  them,  we  know  not ;  but  doubt  much,  by 
reason  of  the  weather's  calmness." 
How  is't  I  six  to  one,  the  weather  calm  1 
Now,  afore  Gwl,  who  would  not  doubt  their  safety  I 
A  plague  upon  these  Spanish-galley  piral*a  I 
Roaring  Charybdis  or  devouring  Scylla 
Were[n't]  half  such  terror  to  the  antique  world, 
As  these  same  antic  '  villains  now  of  late 
Have  made  the  Straits  'twixt  Spain  and  Earbary, 

'   [A  quilible  on  antlrjut  sod  aneic] 
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Tow.  Now,  sir,  what  doth  your  factor's  letters 
sayl 

Pis.    Marry,   he    saith  these  witlesB,  luckless 
dolts 
Have  met,  and  are  beset  with  Spanish  galleys, 
As  they  did  sail  along  by  Italy  ! 
What  a  bots  made  the  dolta  near  Italy  1 
Could  they  not  keep  the  coast  of  Barbary  1 
Or,  having  pass'd  it,  gone  for  Tripoli, 
Being  on  the  other  side  of  Sicily, 
As  near  as  where  they  were  unto  the  Straits  1 
For  by  the  globe  both  Tripoli  and  it 
Lie  from  the  Straits  some  twenty-five  degrees, 
And  each  degree  makes  threescore  English  miles. 

Tow.  Very  true,  sir :  but  it  makes  nothing  tn 
My  bill  of  exchange.  This  dealing  fits  not  one 
Of  your  account. 

Pis,  And  what  fits  yours  ?  a  prating,  wrangiiiig 
tongue, 
A  woman's  ceaseless  and  incessant  babbling. 
That  sees  the  world  tum'd  topsy-turvy'  with  me, 
Yet  hath  not  so  much  wit  to  stay  a  while, 
Till  I  bemoan  my  late  excessive  loss. 

Wal    'Swounda  !   'tis  dinner-time,  PU  stay  li" 

Hark  you  a  word,  sir. 
Pis.  I  tell  you,  sir,  it  would  have  made  vou 
whine 
Wor8e_  than  if  shoals  of  luckless  cro.iking  ravens 
Had  eeis'd  on  you,  to  feed  their  famished  paunches. 


^'lUa  word  aeem*  to  have  puuled  our  diclioniiiy.tnakm 
very  needlesalj.  Mr  Todd  qaoles  Skinner,  who  deriTea  it 
from  lap  and  lur/:  tbe  etymology  U  rerf  simple,  and  irill 
lie  naknowledged  the  idbIaiiL  it  is  elated :  ra/iig-lurrii 
IB  only  »n  abbreviation  of  toptidt  I'otiir  leaj/,  or  the  upper 
end  of  anything  turned  downwards— i.e.,  bottom  upwirda. 
Archdeacon  Narea  got  aa  fai*  a<  lop  tiiU,  but  (ui-17.  he 
well  DO  vied  ged,  set  bia  ingenuity  at  defiance. 
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Had  you  heard  news  of  such  a  ravenous  rout. 
Heady  to  seize  on  half  tlie  wealth  you  hare. 
Wau  'Sblood  !  you  might  have  kept  at  home. 

ami  be  hang'd. 
What  ;i  pox  care  I  ? 

Enter  a  P08T. 

Post.  God  save  your  worship  :  a  little  m<mey, 
and  so  forth. 

Pis.  But  men  are  senseless  now  of  others'  woe  : 
This  stony  age  is  grown  so  stony-hearted, 
That  none  respects  their  neighbours'  miseries. 
I  wish  (as  poets  do)  that  Saturn's  times, 
The  long  outworti  world,  were  in  use  again. 
That  men  might  sail  witliout  impediment. 

Post.  Ay,  marry,  sir,  that  were  a  merry  world 
indeed :  I  would  hope  to  get  more  money  of  your 
worship  in  one  quarter  of  a  year  than  I  can  do  now 
in  a  whole  twelvemonth. 

EnUr  Balsaro. 

Bal.  Master  Pisaro,  how  I  Jiave  run  about. 
How  I  have  toil'd  to-day  to  find  you  out  I 
At  home,  abroad  :  at  this  man's  house,  at  that. 
Why,  I  was  here  an  hour  ago  and  more. 
Where  I  was  told  you  were,  but  could  not  find 
you. 

Pis.    Faith,  sir,  I  was  horcj  but  was  driTeii 

Here's  such  a  common  haunt  of  crack-rope  boya. 
That  what  for  fear  to  have  m'apparel  spoil'd, 
Or  my  ruffs  dirtied,  or  eyes  struck  out, 
1  <lare  not  walk  where  people  do  expect  me. 
Well,  things  (I  think)  might  be  better  look'd  nnto  ; 
And  sucli  coin,  too,  which  is  beatow'd  on  knaves. 
Which  should,  but  do  not,  see  things  be  reforni'd. 
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Might  be  employed  to  many  better  uses. 

But  what  of  iwardlesa  boys  or  such  like  trash  J 

The  Spanish  galleys  !  0,  a  vengeance  on  them  ! 

Post,  Mass,  this  man  bath  the  luck  oii't :  I 
think  I  can  scarce  ever  conie  to  him  for  money, 
but  this  "  A  vengeance  on't "  and  that  "  A  ven- 
geance on't "  doth  80  trouble  him,  that  I  can  get 
no  coin.  Well,  a  vengeance  on't  for  my  part ;  for 
lie  shall  fetch  the  next  letters  himself. 

Brown,  I  piythee,  whenthinkest  thou  theshipt. 
will  be  come  about  from  Plymouth! 

Post.  Next  week,  sir. 

Heigb.  Came  you,  sir,  from  Spain  lately  1 

Post.  Ay,  sir  :  wliy  ask  you  that  1 

Har.  Marry,  sir,  thou  seem'st  to  have  been  in 
the  hot  countries,  thy  face  looks  bo  like  a  piece  of 
rusty  bacon.  Had  thy  host  at  Plymouth  meat 
enough  in  the  house  when  thou  wert  there  1 

Post.   What  though  he  had  not,  sir  ?  but  he  had : 
how  then  ? 

Har.  Marry,  thank  God  for  it ;  for  othorwisn 
he  would  doubtless  have  cut  tlioo  out  in  rashers  Id 
have  oaten  thee :  thou  look'st  as  thou  wert  thoi'ough 
broiled  already. 

Post,  You  have  said,  sir ;  but  I  am  no  meat  fur 
his  mowing,'  nor  yours  neither.  If  I  had  you  in 
place  where,  you  should  find  Die  tough  t;nough  in 
digestion,  I  warrant  you, 

Wal.    What,  will  you  swagger,  sirraL  ?  will  ye 
an-agger  t 

Brown.  I  beseech  yon,  air,  hold  your  hand  I  get 
home,  ye  patch ! "  cannot  you  suffer  gentlemen 
jest  with  you  1 

Post.  I'd  teach  him  a  gentle  trick,  and  I  had 

*  A  proTsrbial  oipreuion.  Matting  U  a  corrupUon  of 
moulbiiig. 

*  A  common  tenn  of  »biiM  it  thnt  period,  der'iTed  from 
the  elow,iia  or  iooli,  aad  in  rofercncc  to  tlisir  dreia. 
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him  off  the  Burse ;  but  I'll  watcli  him  a  good  torn, 
I  warrant  him. 
Moore.  Assure  ye,  Master  Toweraon— I  cannot 
blame  him. 
I  warrant  you  it  is  no  easy  loss; 
How  tliink  you,  master  stranger  I  Ijy  my  faith,  sir, 
There's  twenty  merchants  will  be  aoiry  for  it, 
Tliat  shall  be  partners  with  him  in  his  loss. 
Stbas.  Why,  sir,  what  is  the  matter) 
Moore.  The   Spanish  galleys  have   beset  our 
ships. 
That  lately  were  bound  out  for  SjTia. 

Sthan.  What  not  ?  I  promise  you,  I  am  sorry 

for  it. 
Wal,  What  an  old  ass  is  this  to  keep  ug  liere. 
Master  Pisaro,  pray  despatch  us  hence. 

Pis.  Master  Vandal,  I  confess  I  wrong  you : 
But  I'll  but  talk  a  word  or  two  with  him. 
And  straight  turn  to  you.    [To  Heigh.]    Ah  !  sir, 
and  how  then,  faith  I 
Heigh.  Turn  to  us  T  tarn  to  the  sallows,  if  tou 

wiU.  ' 

Har.  'Tis  midsummer-moon  with  liim  :  let  him 
alone. 
He  calls  Ned  Walgrave  Master  Vandal. 

Wal.   Let   it  be  Shrovetide,  I'll  not  atay  aa 

inch.    Master  Pisaro. 
Pis.  What  should  you  fear!   and,  as  I  have 
vow'd  before, 
So  now  again,  my  daughters  shall  be  yours: 
And  therefore  I  beseech  you  and  your  friends 
Defer  your  business  till  dinner-time ; 
And  what  you'd  say,  keep  it  for  table  talk. 

Har.  Marry,  and  I  sball ;  a  right  good  motion. 
Sirs,  old  Pisaro  is  grown  kind  of  late, 
And  in  pure  love  hath  bid  ua  home  to  dinner, 
HciGH.  Good  news,  in  truth.     But  wherefore 
art  tbon  sadi 
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"Wal.  For  fear  the  slave,  ere  it  be  dinner-time, 
Eemembering  wliat  he  did,  recall  his  word : 
For  by  liia  idle  speeches  you  may  swear, 
Hia  lieart  waa  not  confederate  with  hia  tongue, 

Hab.  Tut,  never  doubt ;  keep  atomaclis  till  anon ; 
And  then  we  sliall  have  cates  to  feed  upon. 

Pis,  Well,  sir,  since  things  do  fall  so  crossly  out, 
I  must  dispose  myself  to  patience  : 
But  for  your  business,  do  you  assure  yourself, 
At  my  repairing  home  from  the  Exchange, 
I'll  set  a  helping  hand  unto  the  same. 

Enter  AlVARO  the  Jtaliaa.. 

Alv.  Buon  giomo,  signer  padre  ;  why  lie  de 
melaiiclioly  so  mueh  and  grave  in  you  ?  a-wat  news 
make  you  look  m  naught  1 

Pis.  Naught  is  too  good  an  epithet  by  much 
For  to  distinguish  such  contrariousness. 
Hath  not  swift  fame  told  you,  our  slow-sail'd  ships 
Have  been  o'ertaken  by  the  swift-sail'd  galleys, 
Aud  all  my  eared-tor  goods  within  the  lurch 
Of  that  same  caterpillar  brood  of  Spain. 

Alv.  Signor,  si ;  how  de  Spaniola  have  almost 
tack  de  ship  dat  go  for  Turkey :  my  padre,  hark 
you  me  one  word ;  I  have  receive  one  letter  from 
my  factor  de  Venise,  dat  after  one  picolo  battalion 
for  one  half-hour,  de  come  a  wind  fra  de  north, 
and  de  sea  go  tumble  here,  and  tumble  dere,  dat 
make  de  galleys  run  away  for  fear  be  almost 
drowned. 

Pl3.  How,  sir  I 
Bid  the  wind  rise  at  north,  and  sea  wax  rough. 
And  were  the  galleys  therefore  glad  to  fly  1 

Alv.  Signor,  si ;  and  do  ship  go  drite  on  de 
IsoU  de  Caudy. 

Pis.  Wert  thou  not  my  Alvaro,  my  beloved  ; 
One  whom  I  know  does  dearly  count  of  mc, 
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Much  shonld  I  doubt  me,  that  some  scoffing  Jack 
Uiul  Bent  tiice,  iu  the  midst  of  all  my  griefs, 
To  tell  a  feigned  tale  of  happy  luck. 

Alv.  Will  you  no  believe  me  1    See  <Iere  den  : 
see  de  letter. 

Pis.  What  is  this  world,  or  what  this  state  of 
manl 
How  in  a  moment  curs'd,  in  a  trice  ble«s'd  ! 
But  even  now  my  happy  state  'gan  fade, 
And  now  again  my  state  is  happy  made. 
^ly  goods  ad  safe,  my  ships  all  'stsapH  away, 
And  none  to  bring  me  news  of  auch  good  luck. 
But  whom  the  beavene  have  mark'd  to   be  my 

Were  I  a  lord  aa  great  as  Alexander, 
None  should  more  willingly  be  made  mine  heir. 
Than  thee,  thou  golden  tongue,  thoa  good-Dews 
teller! 

Joy  slops  my  mouth [Thf  Exchange  bell  ringt, 

Bal.  Master  Pisaro,  the  day  is  late,  the  b«U 
doth  ring : 
Wilt  please  you  hasten  to  perform  this  business  t 
Pis.  What  business,  sir  I    Gods  me,  I  cry  yi'ri 
mercy. 
Do  it  1  yes,  sir,  you  shall  command  me  more. 

Tow.  Bur,  sir,  what  do  you  mean  1  do  you  intend 
To  pay  this  bill,  or  else  to  palter  with  me  1 
Pis.  Marry,  God  sliiold,  tiiat  I  i^hould  palter 
with  you  : 
I  do  accept  it,  and  come  when  you  please, 
You  shall  have  money  ;  you  alull  have  your  money 
due. 
Post.  I  beseech  your  worship  to  consider  lae. 
Pis.  0,  you  cannot  cog  1  go  to,  take  that. 
Pray  for  my  life  ;  pray  that  I  have  good  luck. 
And  thou  slialt  see  I  will  not  be  thy  worst  master. 
Post.  Marry,  God  bless  your  worship,  I  came 
iu  happy  time.    What,  a  French  crown  I  sure,  he 
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knows  not  wliat  he  tloes.     Well,  I'll  be  gone,  lest 
lie  remember  himself,  and  take  it  from  me  ttgaiti. 
[Exit.  Posr, 
Pis.  Come  on,  my  lads !  Master  Vanda!,  sweet 
son  Alvaro, 
Come,  Don  Ealsaro.  let's  be  jogging  home, 
B/r  iaken,'  sire,  I  think  'tis  one  o'clock. 

[A'xeutit  PisARO,  Balsxro,  Alvaro,  Deliux, 
and  Vaudai^ 
Brown.  Come,  Master  Moore,  lli'  Exchange  is 
waxen  thin ; 
I  t])ink  it  best  we  get  us  home  to  dinner, 

Moore.  I  know  that  1  am  look'd  for  long  ere 
this. 
Come,  Master  Towerson,  let's  walk  along. 

[JjrniH;  Moore,  Brown,  TowKRSON,5(»x(nj(fc.< 
and  Merelutnt. 
Hhioh.  And  if  you  be  so  hot  upon  your  dinner, 
Your  best  way  is  to  haste  Pisaro  on, 
For  he  is  cold  enough,  and  slow  enougli ; 
He  hath  bo  late  digested  such  cold  news. 

Wal.    Marry,  and    shall.      Hear  you,    Master 

Pisaro. 
Har,  Many Pisaros here!*  IVhy, how  now,  Ned, 
Wliere  is  your  Mat,'  your  welcome,  and  good  cheer  { 
Wal.  Come,  let  us  follow  him.  Why  stay  we  here  1 
Heiuil.  Nay,  prythee,  Ned  Walgrave,  let's  be- 
think ourselvei'. 
There's  no  such  haste  :  we  may  come  time  enough. 
At  first  Pisaro  bad  us  come  to  him 
'Twixt  two  or  thi-ee  o'clock  at  afternoon : 


>  ).<.,  B;  our  I«d;kin. 

-  WalgrmTB.  »h«trnclcd,  does  not  perceive  tlut  Visa 
enne  out,  for  which  llarrej  laughs  at  him,  Max-/  / 
Acre  /  In  ihe  ume  sense,  in  aci  v.,  I^aurcnli*  aaji, 
Ai/rarof  /. 

■  Mianitig  MalLea. 
VOL.  X.  2  I 


I 
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Then  was  he  old  Pisaro  ;  but  aince  tben. 
What  witli  his  grief  for  loss  and  joy  for  fioditig. 
He  qiiite  forgat  himself,  when  he  did  bid  us, 
And  afterward  forgat  that  be  bad  bad  as. 

Wal.  I  eare  not.     I  remember  it  well  enough 
He  bad  us  home,  and  I  will  go,  tliat's  flat. 
To  teach  him  better  wit  another  time. 

Uar.  Here'U  be  a  gallant  jest,  when  wt  coiue 
there, 
To  see  how  'maz'd  the  greedy  chuff  will  look 
Upon  the  nations,  seels,  and  factions. 
That  now  have  borne  him  company  to  dinner. 
But  hark  you ;  let's  not  go  to  vex  the  man. 
Prylhee,  sweet  Ned,  let's  tarry  t  do  not  go. 

Wal.  Not  go  indeed !  you  may  do  what  you 

I'll  go,  that's  flat :  nay,  I  am  gone  already. 
Stay  you  two,  and  consider  further  of  it 

Heigh.  Nay,  all  will  go,  if  one.    Prjthee,  stAv. 
Thou'rt  such  a  rash  and  giddy-headed  youth. 
Each  stone's  a  thorn.    Heyday !  he  skips  for  haste : 
Young  Harvey  did  but  jest;  I  know  he'll  go. 

Wal.  Nay,  he  may  choose  for  me.    But  if  he  will. 
Why  does  he  not  1  why  stands  he  prating  still  I 
If  you'll  go,  come;  if  not,  farewell. 

Has.  Hire  a  post-horse  for  him  (gentle  Frank), 
Here's  haste,  and  more  hiist«  than  a  hasty  pudding. 
You  madman,  madcap,  wild-oats  !  we  are  for  you. 
It  boots  not  stay,  when  you  intend  to  go. 

Wal.  Oome  away  then.  [Sj^nint. 


SCENE  11. 
Enter  PiSAHO,  Alvaro,  Delion,  and  Tasual. 
Monsieur 
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Ten  thousand  bien-venus  unto  yourself. 
Signor  Alvaro,  Master  Vandal, 
Proud  am  I,  that  my  roof  coutaina  such  friends. 
Why  Mall,  Larentia,  Mat !   Where  be  these  girls ) 

Enter  the  three  SisCeri. 

Lively,  my  girls ;  and  bid  these  strangers  welcome. 
They  are  my  friends,  your  friends,  and  our  vell- 

willers. 
You  cannot  tell  what  good  you  may  have  on  them. 
Gods  me !  why  stir  you  not  ?    Hark  in  your  ear : 
These  be  the  men,  the  choice  of  inauy  millions, 
That  I,  your  careful  father,  have  provided 
To  lje  your  husbands ;  therefore  bid  them  welcome, 

Math.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  'tis  not  the  guise  of 
maids 
To  give  a  slavering  salute  to  men  :  [Atule. 

If  these  Bweet  youths  have  not  the  wit  to  do  it. 
We  have  the  honesty  to  let  them  stand. 

Van.  Gods  sekerlin,  dats  unfra  meslcin.  Mon- 
sieur Delion,  dare  de  grote  friester,  dare  wode  ic 
zeue,  tis  nn*fra  daughter,  dare  heb  ic  so  long  lovde, 
dare  heb  my  desire  so  long  gewest. 

Ai.v.  Ah  !  Venice,  Roma,  Italia,  Francia,  Angli- 
terra,  nor  all  dia  orb  can  show  so  much  belleaza, 
veramente  de  eecunda  Madonna  de  grand  b«auty. 

USL,  Certes,  me  dinck  de  mine  depeteta  de  little 
Aaglois  de  me  maitresae  Pisaro  is  un  nette,  uw 
becues,  un  fra,  et  un  tendra  demosella. 

Piu.  What  stocks,  what  stones,  what  senseless 
trunks  be  these  I 
When  as  I  bid  you  si>eak,  yon  hold  your  tongue. 
When  I  bid  peace,  then  can  yon  prate  and  chat, 
And  gossip.     But  go  to,  s]teak  and  bid  welcome. 
Or  (as  I  live)  you  were  as  good  you  did. 

Mau.    I  cannot  tell  what   language    I   should 
speak : 
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ir  I  speak  English  (as  I  cun  none  othni-) 
The)-  cannot  understand  me  nor  my  welcome. 

AiV,  Bella  madonna,  dere  is  uo  laDguagc  ^i 
dolce ;  dolce,  dat  is  sveet,  as  de  langnage  dat  yoii 
eal  speak,  and  de  velcome  dat  you  ^al  say,  sal 
be  vei  petfectamente. 

Mak,  Pray,  sir,  what  is  all  this  in  English  I 

Alv.  De  usa  sal  vel  teash  you  vat  dat  18  ;  and  if 
you  Bal  please,  I  will  teash  you  to  parlarltaliano. 

Pis.  And  that,  raethinks,  sir,  not  witliout  ne<;<! : 
And  with  Italian  too  a  ctiihl's  obedience, 
With  such  desire  to  seek  to  please  their  parents. 
As  others  far  more  virtuous  than  themselvea 
Do  dmly  strive  to  do,     But  'tis  no  matter : 
I'll  shortly  pull  your  l.aughty  stonincliH  down. 
I'll  teach  you  urge  your  faiher ;  make  you  run 
When  I  bid  run,  and  apeak  when  I  bid  speak. 
^Vha^  greater  cross  can  careful  parents  have 

[A'noot  tmtAin, 
Than  careless  children  I    Stir,  and  see  who  knocks. 

Siitrr  Harvey,  Walgrave,  and  Heugham. 

Wal.    Good    morrow    to    my   good    Mistress 
Mnthea 

Math.  As  gooii  a  morrow  to  the  morrow-giver. 

Pis.  a  murrain  I    what  make  these  ?  what  (li> 
they  here  ? 

Heigh.    You  see,  Master  Pisaro,  we  are  buhl 
guests. 
You  could  have  bid  no  surer  men  than  we. 

Pis.  Hark  you,  gentlemen  ;  I  did  expect  you 
At  afternoon,  not  before  two  o'clock. 

Har.  Why,  air,  if  you  please,  you  shall  have  us 
here  at  two  o'clock,  at  three  o'clock,  at  four 
o'clock ;  nay,  till  to-morrow  this  time ;  yet  I 
assuTB  you,  sir,  we  came  not  to  your  house  without 
inviting. 
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Pl^,    Wliy,  gentlei 


,  I   pray,  who  bod  you 


Whoever  did  it,  sure,  Imth  done  you  wrong ; 
For  scarcely  could  you  come  to  worser  cheer. 
Heioh.  It  was  your  own  self  bad  us  to  thi>! 

When  you  were  busy  with  Bnlsaro  talking. 
You  bad  ua  cease  our  suits  till  dinner-iime, 
And  than  to  use  it  for  our  table-talk  : 

And  we,  I  warrant  you,  as  sure  as  steel 

Pis,  a  murrain  on  yourselves  and  surenuss  too  ! 
How  am  I  croas'd  I     God's  me,  what  shall  I  do  t 
1'his  was  that  ill  news  of  the  Spanish  pirates, 
That  so  disturb'd  me.     Well,  I  must  diaseuible. 
And  bid  them  welcome ;  but  for  my  daughters, 
I'll  send  tKem  hence  ;    they  shall  not  stand  nnd 
prate.  [,4n'c/p.] 

Well,  my  masters,  gentlemen,  and  friends, 
Though  unexpected,  yet  most  heartily  welcome — 
Welcome  with  a  vengeance  [Aside]— hul  for  your 

Tliat  will  be  small :  yet  too-too  much  for  you. 

[Asiilf. 
Mall,  in  and  get  things  reaily. .   Lnurenlia, 
Bid  Maudlin  lay  the  cloth,  take  up  the  meat. 
Look,  how  she  stirs ;  you  sullen  elf,  you  callet ! 
Is  this  the  haste  vou  make  1 

[Sj^tunl  MaIUNA  and  LaURESTLX. 

Alv.  Signor  Pisaro,  ne  Boit  so  malcontento  ;  di- 
gentlewoman  your  6gliola  dit  paria  but  a  litella  to 
de  geutlehomo  our  grande  amico. 

Pis.  But   that  grande    amico  is   your    grandi^ 
inimico : 
I  >ne,  if  they  be  suffered  to  parlar. 
Will  poll  you,  ay,  and  pill  you  of  your  wife. 
They  love  together,  and  the  other  two 
I.ove  her  two  sisters  :  but  'tis  only  you 
Shall  crop  tlie  flower  that  they  esteem  so  much. 
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Alv.  Bo  dey  sol  Vel  let  me  lone,  sal  sea  me 
give  dem  de  such  grand  mock,  sal  be  abame  of 

demselves. 

Pia.  Do,  sir, 
I  pray  you  do  :  set  lustily  upon  them. 
And  rU  be  ready  hUII  to  seconil  you. 

Wal.  But,  Mat,  art  tbou  so  mad  as    to  tuni 
French  1 

Math.  Yes,  marry,  when  two  Siinilays   come 
together. 
Think  you  I'll  learn  to  gpeak  thia  gibberish,' 
Or  the  pig's  language )  Why,  if  I  faU  sick. 
They'll  say  the  French  ft  ceeUra  infected  tae. 

Pis.  Why,  how  now,  minion  I  what,  is  this  your 
service  I 
Your  other  aiaters  busy  are  employ'd. 
And  you  stand  idle  :  get  you  in,  or 

Wal.    If   you   chide   her,   chide    me.  Master 
Fisaro; 
For  but  for  me  she  had  gone  in  long  since. 

Pis,  I  think  she  had ;  for  ye '  are  sprites  to 
scare  her ; 
But,  eru't  be  long,  PU  drive  that  humour  &om  her. 

Alv.  Signor,  me  thincks  you  soud  no  nmke  de 
wench  ao  hardy,  bo  liisobedient,  to  de  padre  as  dit 
madonna  Mat. 

Wal.  Signor,  methinka  you  should  learn  to 
speak  before  you  should  be  so  foolhardy,  as  tu 
woo  such  a  maiden  as  that  Madonna  Mat. 

Deu  Warrant  you,  monsieur,  he  sal  parle,  wen 
you  sal  stand  out  de  door. 

Hak.    Hark  you,  monsieur,  you   voulil  wish 
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yourself  half-hanged,  you  were  as  sure  to  he  let  in 
as  he. 

Van.  Mack  no  douht,  de  Signer  Alvaro  sal  do 

Hbiqu.  Perhaps  so  ',  but  methiiiks  your  best 
way  were  to  ship  yourself  for  Stoade,  and  there  to 
barter  yourself  for  a  commodity,  for  I  can  tell  you, 
you  are  here  out  of  liking. 

Pig.  The  worst  perhaps  dislike  him,  but  the  best 
Esteem  him  best. 

Hab,  But  by  your  patience,  sir, 
Me  thinks  none  should  know  better  who  is  lord. 
Than  the  lady. 

Alv.  Don  de  liidy  (  vat  lady  t 

Kar  Marry,  sir,  the  lady  Let-her-alone  :  one 
that  means 
To  let  you  alone  for  fear  of  trouble. 

Pis.  Every  man  as  he  may  :  yet  sometiraea  the 
blind  may  catch  a  hare. 

Heigh.  Ay,  sir,  but  he  will  first  eat  many  a 
fly.*  You  know  it  must  be  a  wonder  if  a  crab 
c.itch  a  fowl 

Van.  Maer  hort  ens ;  if  he  and  ic  and  Monsieur 
Debou  be  de  crab,  we  sat  kash  de  fowl  well 
genough,  I  warrant  you. 

Wal.  Ay,  and  the  fowl  well  enough,  I  warrant 
you ;  and  much  good  may  it  do  ye-   ■ 

Alv.  Me  dinck  such  a  picolo  man  as  you  be  sal 
have  no  de  such  grande  luck,  ma  dere. 

Del.  Non  da  monsieur,  and  he  be  so  granda 
amorous  op  de  damosella,  hec  sal  have  Maudlin, 
de  wit  wench  in  de  kichin,  by  Maitre  Pisaro's 

'  "The blind  eila  many  a  fir,"  wiu  proverbisl,  tnd,accord- 
log  lo  HciuIowc'b  Diuy,  formed  the  title  of  a  pit;  ti; 
Thomu  Hcjnood,  imiler  date  of  KoTcmbcr  1602,  [See 
Hnzlm's  "  I'rovcrba,"  1861),  p.  3S&,] 
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Wal,  Bj  Master  Pisoro's  leave,  monsieur,  I'll 
mumble  you, 
Kxcept  yon  leam  to  know  wliom  you  s[>eak  to  : 
I  U-.Yl  tliee,  Francois,  111  hava  (uinugre  thy  tectb) 
Her  that  ehal]  make  thet;  gnasli  tliy  teeth  to  vrnnt. 

Pis.  Yet  a  man  may  want  of  his  will,  and  bate 
ail  ace  of  liia  wish.  But,  gentlemeii,  every  mmi 
»8  his  luck  serves,  and  so  agree  we.  I  wonld  not 
have  you  fall  out  in  my  house.  Come,  corae,  all 
tills  was  ill  jest :  now  let's  to't  iu  earnest — I  mean  ■ 
with  our  teeth,  and  try  who's  the  best  treticher- 
loan,  [S-rtHtil. 


ACT  111.,  SCENE  1. 
Eiiitr  Fmsco. 

Fris.  Ah,  eirmh,  now  I  know  what  manner  uf 
thing  Paul's  is;  I  did  so  mar'l'  afore  wliat  it  was, 
out  of  all  count ;  for  my  master  would  say,  would 
I  had  Paul's  full  of  gold ;  my  young  mistress  and 
Grimkin  Taylor  would  wish  they  had  Paul's  full 
of  needles-  I  once  asked  my  master  half  a  yard  of 
frieze  to  make  me  a  ooat,  and  he  criotl.  Whoop 
holiday !  it  was  big  enough  to  make  Paul's  a  night- 
gown. I  have  been  told  that  Duke  Humfrey 
dwells  here,  and  tlut  he  keeps  opou  bouse,  and 
that  a  brave  sort  of  Cameleers  *  dine  with  him 
every  day  :  now  if  I  could  see  any  vision  in  the 
world  towards  dinner,  I  would  set  in  a  foot.  But 
the  best  is,  as  the  ancient  English  Roman  orator 
saith,  Solame-men,  misers,  housewives,  and  so 
forth.'  Tlifi  best  is,  that  I  have  great  store  of  com- 
pany, that  do  nothing  but  go  up  and  down,  and  go 
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ii|>  and  down,  and  make  a  grumbling  to»etlier, 
tliat  the  meat  is  bo  long  making  ready.  Well,  if 
I  could  meet  lliiti  scurvy  Frenchman,  they  should 
stay  me,  for  I  would  be  gone  home. 

Enter  ANTHony. 

Anth.  I  beseech  you,  monsieur,  give  me  audi- 
ence. 

Fris.  ■\VTiat  would  you  have!  Wliat  .should  I 
give  you  I 

Anth.  Pardon,  sir,  mine  uncivil  and  preeump- 
tuous  intrusion,  who  endeavour  nothing  less,  than 
to  provoke  or  e!cas[>erate  you  against  me. 

Fris.  They  say,  a  word  to  the  wise  is  enough, 
so  by  this  little  Iirench  that  he  speaks,  I  see  he  is 
the  very  man  1  seek  for.     Sir,  I  pray,  what  is  your 

Anth.  I  am  nominated  Monsieur  La  Mouchc, 
and  rest  at  your  bon  service. 

Fris.  I  understand  him  partly  yea,  and  partly 
nay.  Can  you  speak  French  1  Content  pour  vous, 
muneiieur,  madame. 

Anth,  If  I  could  not,  sir,  I  should  ill-understjind 
you ;  you  ^peak  the  best  Frencli  that  ever  trod 
upon  shoe  of  leather. 

Fris,  Nay,  I  can  speak  more  languages  than 
that : 
Tliia  ia  Italian,  is  it  not — Nelle  slnrde  curtezana  1 

Ante.  Yes,  sir,  and  you  speak  it  like  a  very 
natural. 

Fbis,  I  believe  you  well.     Now  for  Dutch — 
l>ucky  de  do,  wat  heb  ye  gebrought  1 

Antu.  I  pray  stop  your  mouth,  for  I  never 
beard  such  Dutch  before  broached. 

Fris.  Nay,  I  think  you  have  not  met  with  no 
pi'asant.  Hear  you,  Master  Mouse  {so  your  name 
in,  1  lake  it),  I  have  considered  of  your  learning  iu 
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these  aforeeaid  lunguagea,  and  Snd  you  reasonalile 
so,  80.  Now  tliis  is  the  matter  :  can  you  take  the 
ease  to  t«ach  these  tongues  to  two  or  tliree  gentJi:!' 
women  of  mine  acquaintance,  and  I  will  seo  you 
paid  for  your  labour. 

Aniti.  Yes,  sir,  and  that  most  w-illingly, 
Fris.  ^\'hy  tlien,  Master  Mouse,  to  their  use  I 
entertain  ye,  which  had  not  been  but  for  the 
troubles  of  the  world,  that  I  myself  have  no  leisure 
to  show  my  akUl.  Well,  sir,  if  you'll  please  to  wnik 
with  me,  I'll  bring  you  to  them,  [Ejcfuul. 


Enter  Laurentia,  Marina,  and  Mathea, 

Lad.  Sit  till  diimer's  done  1  not  I,  I  swear  : 
Shall  I  stay,  till  he  belch  into  mine  ears 
Those   rustic   phrases   and   those   Dutch  -  French 

terms, 
Stammering  half-sentences,  dogbolt  eloquence  1 
And  when  he  hath  no  love,  forsooth,  why  then 
He  tells  me  cloth  is  dear  at  Antweip,  and  the  men 
Of  Amsterdam  have  lately  made  a  law. 
That  none  but  Dutch,  as  he,  may  traffic  there. 
Then  stands  he  still,  and  studies  what  to  say ; 
And  after  some  half-hour,  because  the  ass 
Hopes  {as  he  tliinks)  1  shall  uot  contradict  him. 
He  tella  me,  that  my  father  brought  him  to  me^ 
And  that  I  must  perform  my  father's  will 
M'ell,  good-man  goose-cap,  when  thou  woo'st  ag&iu. 
Thou  shalt  have  simple  ease  for  thy  love's  pain. 

Math.  Alaa  1  poor  wench,  I  sorrow  for  thy  bap. 
To  see  how  thou  art  clogg'd  with  such  a  duuc«^ 
Forsooth,  my  sire  hath  fitted  me  fur  better  : 
My  Frenchman  comes  upon  me  with  the  Sa,  ea,  sa  : 
Sweet  madame,  pardonnez  moi,  I  pray : 
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And  then  out  goes  bis  hand,  dovu  goes  lus  head. 
Swallows  Ilia  spittle,  frizzles  his  beard,  and  tiieii 

to  me: 
"  Pordonnez  moi,  mistress  Klathea, 
If  1  be  bold  to  mack  ao  bold  met  you, 
Think  it  go  will  dat  spur  me  dus  up  you  : 
Dau  cast  neit  off  so  good  and  true  lover, 
Madame  Celestura  de  la  (I  know  not  what) 
Do  oft  pray  to  God  dat  me  would  love  her  :" 
And  then  he  reckons  a  catalogue  of  names. 
Of  such  as  love  him,  and  yet  cannot  gel  liim. 
Mar.  Nay,  but  your  monsieur's  but  a  mouse  in 

cheese. 
Compared  with  my  signor.     He  can  tell 
Of  lady  Venus  and  her  son  blind  Cupid  ; 
Of  the  fair  Scilla,  that  was  lov'd  of  Glaucus ; ' 
And  yet  scom'd   Glaucus,  and  yet  lov'd   Kiiij; 

MinoB ; 
Yet  Minos  hat«d  her,  and  yet  she  holp  him. 
And  yet  he  scom'd  her  ;  yet  she  kill'd  her  father 
To  do  bim  good ;  yet  he  could  not  abide  her. 
Nay,  he'll  be  bawdy,  too,  in  his  discourse. 
And  when  he  ia  so,  he  will  take  my  hand. 
And  tickle  the  palm,  wink  with  his  one  eye. 

Gape  with  hia  mouth,  and 

Lait.  And,  hold  thy  tongue,  I  prythee :  here's 

uiy  father. 

JitiUr  PiSARO,  Alvaro,  Vantdal,  Delion,  Harvkv, 
Walgrave,  and  Heighau, 

Pis.  Unmannerly,  untaught,  unnurtUT'd  girls ! 
Do  I  bring  gentlemen,  my  very  friends. 
To  feast  with  me,  to  revel  at  my  house. 
That  their  good  likings  may  be  set  on  yon. 
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An<l  you,  like  inisbehav'd  and  sullen  girU, 
Tuni  tail  to  sach  as  may  advan<:e  your  states  t 
I  shall  remember't,  when  you  thiuk  I  do  not. 
I  am  sorry,  gentlemen,  your  cheer's  no  better  ; 
But  wliat  did  want  at  board,  excuse  me  fur. 
And  you  shall  have  amends  be  made  in  bed. 
To  them,  friends,  to  them  ;    they  are    none  biit 

yours: 
For  you  1  bred  them,  for  you  brought  tbem  up,' 
For  you  I  kept  them,  and  you  shall  have  tbem  : 
I  hate  all  others  that  resort  to  them. 
Then  rouse  your  bloods,  be  bold  witli  what's  your 

own, 
For  I  and  mine  (my  friends)  be  yours  or  none. 

Enter  FRISCO  and  ANTHONY. 

Fris,  Gi'  ye-  good-morrow,  sir.  1  have  brought 
you  monsieur  Mouse  here,  to  teacb  my  young  inia- 
tresses :  I  assure  you  (forsooth)  be  is  a  brave 
Frenchman. 

Pl.S.  Welcome,  friend,  welcome.     My  man   {I 
think) 
Hath  at  the  full  reaolv'd  thee  of  my  will. 
Monsieur  Delion,  1  pray  question  him  : 
I  tell  you,  sir,  'tis  only  for  your  sake 
That  I  do  mean  to  entertain  this  fellow. 

Anth,  a  bots  of  all  ill  luck !  how  came  these 
here) 
Now  am  I  pos'd,  except  the  wenclics  help  me  : 
I  iiave  no  French  to  flap  them  in  the  moutb. 

Hau.  To  see  the  luck  of  a  good  fellow :  poor 
Anthony 
Could  ne'er  have  sorted  out  a  worser  time. 

>  The  eopUt  of  1626  tnd  1631  read  UiU  \ine— For  yoH  / 
hreil  lliem,  fur  f/ou  I  bnugltt  then  up  ;  but  Ilia  pronona  /  u 
rvluDdBDt  Iwtli  for  scnas  anil  meuure. 

'  [UlJ  copies,  Gad-ije.] 
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Now  will  the  pack  of  all  our  sly  devices 

Be  quite  laid  ope,  as  one  undoes  an  oyster, 

Trank  Heigliam  and  mad  Ned,  fail  to  your  meuses,' 

To  lielp  poor  Antliony  now  at  a  pinch. 

Or  all  our  market  will  be  spoil'd  nnd  niarr'd, 

Wal.  Tut,  man,  let  ua  alone  r  I  warrant  yon. 

Dkl.  Monsieur,  voqs  esiea  tree  bien-vcnu :  df 
(|uelle  pais  estes  voiis  I 

Anth.  Vous,  that's  you ;  sure  he  says,  how  d-i 
men  call  yon.     Monsieur  la  Mouche  1 

Mar.  Sister,  help,  sister !  that's  honest  Anthony, 
And  he  answers,  your  wooer  cujus  contrarium. 

DeI'  Monsieur,  vous  n'entenda  pas  ;  jc  ne  dn- 
mande  point  vostre  nom. 

Math.  MonsieurDetion,  he  thatmady  j-our  sIkh-k, 
made  them  not  in  fashion;  they  should  have  Wn 
tut  square  at  the  toe, 

Dfl.  Madame,  my  shoe  met  de  square  toe,  vnl 
bedati 

Pis,  Why,  sauce-box  !  how  now,  you  unrevereiil 
minx  I  t 

Why,  in  whose  stable  hast  thou  been  brought  up, 
To  interrupt  a  man  in  midst  of  speech  1 
Monsieur  Dehon,  disquiet  not  yourself, 
But  as  you  have  begun,  I  pray  proceed 
To  question  with  this  countrj-man  of  yours. 

Del.  Dat  me  sat  do  trea  bien,  but  de  bella 
madonna,  de  jeuoe  gentlewoman,  do  monstre  some- 
sing  of  amour  to  speak  lot  me,  et  pour  ce,  monsieur, 
mee  sal  say  but  two  tree  four  five  word  to  di.s 
Francois :  or  sua,  monsieur  La  Mouche,  en  quelle 
partie  de  France  etiez  vous  oh  1 

Har.  Francis.^ 

Heigh.  Ned. 

Wal.  What,  let  me  come. 
Master  Pisaro,  we  have  occasion  of  affairs. 


'  lOld  copiei,  PrauBct.] 
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Which  calls  us  hence  with  speed ;  Trherefore,   I 

pray, 
Defer  Uiis  buBiness  till  some  fitter  time, 
Auil  to  perform  what  at  the  Exchange  we  spoke  of. 
Antb.  a  blessing  on  that  tongue,  saith  Aiithonv. 

Pis.  Yes,  marry,  gentlemen,  I  ■will,  I  wilt 
Alvaro,  to  your  task  :  fall  to  your  task  .' 
I'll  bear  away  those  three  who,  being  liere, 
^\'■olll<^  set  my  daughters  on  a  merrj-  pin  : 
Then  cheerly  try    your  lucks.      But    sjieok   and 

speed  ; 
For  you  alone,  say  I,  shall  do  the  dpcd. 

[Extujd    PlSARO,    liARVEY,    WaLGRAVE,    and 

Heiohau. 

Frb,  Hear  you,  master  Mouse,  did  you  dine 
lo-day  at  Paul's  witli  the  rest  of  the  gentlemen 
there T 

Anth.   No,  sir,  I  am  yet  uuilined. 

Fris.  Methinks  you  should  have  a  reusoiublf 
good  itoroach  thtm  by  this  time :  as  for  me,  I  can 
feel'  nothing  within  me  from  my  month  to  mr 
codpiece,  but  all  empty  ;  wherefore  I  think  it  a 
piece  of  wisdom  to  go  in  and  see  what  Maudlin 
nath  provided  for  our  dimitr.  Master  Monse,  will 
you  go  in ) 

AsTH.  With  as  good  a  stomach  and  desire  as 
yourself, 

Fris.  Let's  pass  in  then. 

[Exeunt  FRISCO  and  Antuonv. 

Van.  Han  seg  you,  dochtor,  Tor  rat  cause,  ror 
why  bed  also  much  grooterly  strange,  ic  eeg  you 
wat,  if  dat  ghy  speak  to  me,  is  dat  ghy  love  me  I 

Lau.  Is't  that  I  care  not  for  youl  Is't  that 
your  breath  stiuks  ?    If  that  your  breath  stinkti 
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not,  you  must  learn  sweeter  En^jlish,  or  I  shall 
never  uniieratand  your  suit 

Del.  Pordonnez  moi,  madnme. 

Math,  With  all  my  heart,  so  you  offend  no  more. 

Del.  la  dat  au  offence  to  be  amorous  de  one 
belle  gputlewoman  ? 

Math.  Ay,  sir,  see :  your  belle  gentlewoman 
cannot  be  amorous  of  you. 

Mab.  Then  if  I  were  as  that  belle  gentlewoman's 
lover,  I  would  trouble  Iier  no  further,  nor  be 
amorous  any  longer. 

Alv.  Madonna,  yet  de  bellezzaof  de  face,  beauty, 
de  form  of  all  de  corpo  may  be  aueh,  dat  no  peri- 
culo,  nor  alt  de  mal  shance,  can  make  him  leave 
her  dolce  visage. 

Laub.  But,  si^uor  Alvaro,  if  the  periculo  or  mal- 
aliauce  were  Buch,  that  she  should  love  and  live 
with  another,  then  the  dolce  visage  must  be  left  in 
spite  of  the  lover's  teeth,  whilst  Tie  may  whine  at 
his  own  iil-forttme. 

Van.  Dat's  war,  maitresse,  for  it  is  nntnie,  say- 
ing, dey  wint  he  taught  dey  verleift  lie  scrat  sin 
gat. 

Math.  And  I  think,  too,  you  are  like  to  scratch 
there,  but  never  to  claw  any  of  my  sister'a  love 
away, 

Van.  Dan  sal  your  sistre  do  gainst  her  vailer's 
will,  for  your  vader  segt  dat  ic  sal  heb  bar  vor 

LaUR.  I  tbink  not  so,  sir,  for  1  never  heard  lum 
say  so ;  but  I'll  go  in  and  ask  him  if  his  meaning 
be  so. 

Mar.  Hark,  sister ;  signor  Alvaro  saitb,  that  I 
am  the  fairest  of  all  us  tk%e. 

LaOK.     Believe  him  not,  for  he'll  tell  any  lie. 
If  so  he  thinks  thou  may's  be  pleas'd  thereby. 
Come,  go  with  me,  and  ne'er  stand  prating  here, 
1  have  a  Jest  to  tell  thee  in  thine  ear 
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Sliall  make  you  laiigli.      Come,  let  your  gijm^r 

I  know  there's  not  a  wench  ui  all  this  town 
Scoffs  at  him  more,  or  loves  him  lesa  than  thou. 
Master  Vatidol,  as  much  I  eay  for  you; 
If  neede  you  marry  with  an  English  lass. 
Woo  her  in  Eiiglish,  or  she'll  col)  you  ass. 

MaiH.  Tut,  that's  a  French  cog ;  sure,  I  tliink. 
There's  ne'er  a  wench  in  France  not  half  so  fonJ 
To  woo  and  sue  so  for  your  monsieurship. 

Del.  Par  ma  fot,  madame,  she  does  tink  dan*  U 
no  wench  so  dure  as  you :  for  de  fille  was  er^ 
■lolce,  tendre,  and  amorous  for  me  to  love  her. 
Now  me  tink  ilat  I,  beiu^  such  a  fine  man,  rou 
should  lovu  nip. 

Math.  So  think  not  I,  sir. 

Del.  But  so  link  esh  oder  demoisellu. 

Math.  Nay,  I'll  lay  my  tove  to  your  command. 
That  my  sisters  think  not  so,     How  sayyou,  sister 

Main 
Why  how  now,  gentlemen,  is  this  your  talk  I 
What,  beaten  in   plain  field !      Where   be   vtmr 

maids  t 
Nay,  then  I  see  their  loving  hiunour  fades, 
And  they  resign  their  interest  up  to  me  : 
And  yet  I  cannot  serve  for  all  jou  three  : 
But  lest  two  should  he  mad,  that  I  love  one, 
You  shall  be  all  alike,  and  I'll  love  none. 
The  world  is  scant,  when  so  many  jackdawa 
Hover  about  one  corse  with  greedy  paws. 
If  needs  you'll  have  me,  stay  till  I  am  dead ; 
Carrion  for  crows,  Mathea  for  her  Ned  ; 
And  so  farewell.     We  sisters  do  agree 
To  have  our  wills,  but  ne'er  to  have  you  tlirett. 

Del.  Madame,  attendez,  madame — is  she  all£  1 
Do  she  mocque  de  vous  iu  such  sort  I 
Yak.  0  de  pestilence !  0,  if  dat  ic  can  Deit  de 
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se  Englese  sprek  vel,  ic  sel  ber  fader  seg  bow  is  to 
)iafis  gecomen. 

£nter  PWARO. 

Alv.  Ne  parlate :  see  here,  signers,  de  father. 

Pis.  Now,  friends,  now,  gentlomen,  how  spoeda 
your  workl 
Have  you  not  found  them  shrewd,  unhappy  girls  I 

Van.  Master  Pisaro,  de  dothter  Maistris  Lau- 
rentia,  call  de  dyel,  den  obs,  for  dat  ic  can  neit  Eng- 
lish spreken, 

Alv.  And  dat  we  sal  no  parlor,  dat  we  sal  no 
havar  dem  for  de  wiva 

Pis.  Are  they  so  lustyT  Dare  they  be  so  proud ) 
Well,  I  shall  find  a  time  to  meet  with  them  ;  • 
In  the  mean  season,  pray,  frequent  my  house. 


Enttr  Frisco,  miming. 

Ho  !  now,  Birrali,  whither  are  you  runningt 

Fri3.  About  a  little  tiny  business. 

Pis.  What  business,  ass  t 

Fris.  Indeed  I  was  not  sent  to  you,  and  yet  I 
was  sent  after  the  three  gen'men  that  dined  here, 
to  bid  them  come  to  our  house  at  ten  o'clock  at 
night,  when  you  were  abed. 

Pis,  Ha !  what  is  this  1     Can  this  be  true  ? 
What,  art  thou  sure  the  wenches  bad  them  come  1 

Fris.  So  they  said,  unless  their  minds  be  changed 
since ;  for  a  woman  is  like  a  weathercock,  they 
say,  and  I  am  sure  of  no  more  than  I  am  certain 
of.  But  I'll  go  in  and  bid  them  send  you  word, 
whether  they  shall  come  or  no, 

Pis.  No,  sirrah,  stay  you  here.     But  one  word 
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Did  they  appoint  them  come  one  hy  one,  or  rUe 
AJ  together  I 

Fr.is.  Altogether !  Lord,  that  snch  a  Toang  man 
as  yon  should  have  no  more  wit !  Why.  if  they 
should  come  together,  one  could  not  niako  room 
for  them  ;  hut  coming  one  by  one,  they'll  Gtaa<( 
there,  if  there  were  twentj-  of  them. 

Pis.  How  this  news  glads  me,  and  rcTives  my 
soull 
How  say  you,  sirst    ^"hat.  will  you  have  a  jest 
Worth  the  telling;  nay.  worth  the  acting  1 
I  have  it,  gentlemen— I  liarc  it,  friends. 

ALV.  Signor  Pisaro,  1  pray  de  gra^a  vat  manner 
sal  we  have?  wat  will  the  parlar)  what  bon  do  yoa 
know,  Signor  Pisaro,  dicbe  di  not,  Signur  Pisaro  ) 

Pis.  0,  that  youth  bo  sweet 
So  Boon  should  turn  to  age  !    Were  I  as  yon, 
Why,  this  were  sport  alone  for  me  to  do. 
Hark  ye,  hark  ye.     Here  my  man 
Suith  that  the  girls  bare  sent  for  Ma';t«r  Heigbam 
And  his  two  friends :   I  know  they  love  them   ' 

dear, 
And  therefore  wish  them  late  at  night  be  hero. 
To  revel  with  them,     AVill  you  have  a  jest, 
To  work  my  will  and  give  your  longings  rest  J 
Why  then  Master  Vandal  and  you  two 
Shall  soon  at  midnight  come,  as  they  should  do, 
Aiid  court  the  wenches ;  and  to  be  unknown. 
And  taken  for  the  men  whom  they  alone 
Bo  much  affect,  each  one  shall  chaii°;e  his  name  : 
Master  Vandal,  you  shall  take  Heigham,  and  yoa 
Young  Harvey,  and  Monsieur  Delion,  Ned, 
And  under  shadows  be  of  6u1)stance  sped. 
How  Uke  you  this  device  1  how  think  yon  of  it  1 

Del  0  de  brave,  de  galliard  devise :  me  sal 
come  by  de  nite  and  contrefaire  de  Angloia  gen- 
tlehommes — dites-nous  ainsi,  Slonsieur  Pisaro  ? 

Pis.  You  are  in  the  right,  sir. 
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Alv,  And  I  sal  name  me  de  Signer  Harvey, 
and  Monsieur  Delion  sal  be  de  piccolo  Signor  Ned, 
and  when  MadonnaLaurentia  sal  say,  wlio  be  dare? 
Monsieur  Vandal  sal  say,  0  my  sout  lady,  liier  be 
your  love  Maestro  Heigham.  Is  no  dis  de  bra- 
vissime,  Master  Vandal  t 

Van.  Slaet  up  den  tromele,  van  ink  sal  como  up 
to  de  camerken,  wan  my  new  wineken  slaet  up 
den  tromele,  van  ick  sol  come. 

Pis.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Master  Vandal ! 
1  trow  you  will  be  merry  soon  at  nigbt, 
When  you  shall  do  indeed  what  now  you  hope  of. 

Van.  I  sal  you  seg,  vader,  ic  eal  teaah  your 
daughter  such  a  ting  make  her  laugh  too. 

Pis.  Well,  my  sons  all  (for  so  I  count  you  shall) 
Wbut  we  have  here  devised,  provide  me  for; 
But  above  all,  do  not  (I  pray)  forget 
To  come  but  one  by  one,  as  they  did  wish. 

Van.  Mar,  hortens  vader,  ic  veit  neit  de  way  to 
your  hons,  hortens  sal  Master  Frisco  your  maniken 
como  to  call  de  me,  and  bring  me  to  your  house. 

Pis.  Yes,  many,  shall  he.  See  that  you  bo  ready, 
And  at  the  hour  of  eleven  soon  at  night. 
Hie  you  to  Bucklersbury  to  his  chamber. 
And  so  direct  lum  straight  unto  my  house. 
My  son  Alvaro  and  Monsieur  Delion 
I  know  do  know  the  way  exceeding  well. 
Well,  we'll  to  the  Rose  in  Barking  for  an  hour  : 
And,  sirrab  Frisco,  see  you  prove  no  blab. 

[JSxeuiit  PisARO,  Alvaro,  Delion, 
and  Vandal. 


Frir.  0  monstrous  !  who  would  think  my  mas- 
ter hod  so  much  wit  in  his  old  rotten  budget  1  and 
yet,  i'  faith  he  is  not  much  troubled  with  ii  neither. 
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Why,  what  wise  man  in  a  kingilom  wontd  send'  dip 
for  the  Dutchmaa  1  Uoes  be  think  I'll  not  coxea 
him  t  0  fioe,  I'll  huve  the  brayeet  sport !  O  br»ve. 
I'll  have  the  gallantest  sport !  O,  come  now.  if  I 
can  hokl  behind,  while  I  may  laugh  a  while,  I 
itot.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Snter  Antboky. 

Anth.  Why,  how  now,  Friaco;  why  laaghest 
thou  so  heartily  t 

Fris.  Laugh,  Master  Mouse,  laugh  I    Ha,  hs. 
ha! 

Anth.  Laugh!  why  should  I  laugh  1  or  why  art 
thou  so  merry ) 

Fris.  O  Master  Mouse,  Master  Mouse '. 
would  make  any  mouse,  rat,  cat,  or  dog  laugh,  to 
think  what  s|)ort  we  shall  have  at  our  Iwase  aooa 
at  night  I'll  tell  you  all :  my  young  mistress  sent 
me  atler  Master  Ueigham  and  his  friends  to  pray 
them  coroe  to  our  house,  after  my  old  ina5t«r  was 
abed.  Now  I  went,  and  1  went ;  and  I  run,  and 
I  went ;  and  whom  should  I  meet  but  my  master 
Pisaro  '  and  the  strangers;  so  my  master  Tcry 
worshipfully  (I  must  needs  say)  examined  mc 
whither  I  went.  Now,  I  durst  not  tell  him  An 
untrutli,  for  fear  of  lying;  but  told  him  plainly 
and  honestly  mine  errand,  Now,  who  would  think 
my  master  had  such  a  monstrous  plaguy  wit  t  he 
was  aa  glad  as  could  be ;  out  of  all  Scotch-and- 
notch  glad ;  out  of  all  count  giad  :  and  so,  Birnih, 
he  bid  the  three  uplandishmen  come  in  their  steads, 
and  woo  my  young  mistresses,  Now  it  made  mo 
so  laugh  to  think  how  they  would  be  cozened,  that 
I  could  not  follow  my  master.      But  I'll  follow 
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him :  I  know  lie  has  gone  to  the  tavern  in  hia 
merry  humour.  Now,  if  you  will  keep  this  as 
aecret  as  I  have  done  hitherto,  we  sluilt  have  the 
bravest  aport  soon,  as  can  be.  I  mast  be  eone : 
Bay  notUiaj;.  [ExU. 

Antr.  Well,  it  is  so  ; 
And  we  will  have  good  sport,  or  it  shall  go  hard : 
Tills  must  ths  wenches  know,  or  all  is  marr'd. 

Enter  the  three  Sillers. 

Hark  you,  Miss  Mull,  Miss  Laurentia,  Miss  Mat : 

I  have  such  news  (my  girls]  will  make  you  smile. 

Mail  What  bo  they,  master  1    how  I  long  to 

Anth.  a  woman  right,  still  longing  and  with 
child 

For  everything  they  hear  or  light  upon. 

Well,  if  you  be  mad  wenches,  hear  it  now. 

Now  may  your  knaveries  give  the  deadliest  blow 

To   night-walkers,  eavesdroppers,  or  outlandlish 
love. 

That  e'er  was  stricken. 
Math.  Anthony  La  Mouche, 

Move  but  the  matter — tell  us  but  the  jest ; 

And  if  you  find  us  slock  to  execute, 

Never  give  credence,  or  believe  us  more. 
Anth.  Then  know,   the  strangers,   your  out- 
landish loves, 

Appointed  by  your  father.  Come  this  night 

Instead  of  Harvey,  Heigham,  and  young  Ned, 

Under  their  shadows  to  get  to  your  bed  ; 

For  Frisco  simply  told  him  why  he  went. 

I  need  not  to  instruct — you  can  conceive — 

You  are  not  stocks  nor  stones,  but  have  some  store 

Of  wit  and  knavery  too. 
Math.  Anthony,  thanks 

Is  too-too  small  a  guerdon  for  this  news. 
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You  must  be  English !  Well.  Sir  Signor  Sowse,' 
I'll  teach  you  tricks  for  comiog  to  uur  house. 
Lauk.  Are  you  so  crafty  1    0,  that  night  were 

That  I  might  hear  my  Dutchman,  how  he'd  swear 
In  his  own  mother-langua^  that  he  loves  me. 
Well,  if  I  quit  liim  not,  I  liere  pray  God 
I  muy  lead  npes  iu  hell,  and  die  a  moid,' 
And  that  were  worser  to  me  than  a  hanging. 

A>"TH,  Well  said,  old  honest  huddles.     Here 't 
aheap 
Of  merry  lasses  !  Well,  for  myself, 
I'll  hie  me  to  your  lovers,  hid  them  mask 
With  us  0,1  night,  and  in  some  comer  stay 
S'ear  to  our  house,  where  they  may  make  some  play 
Upon  your  rivals ;  and  when  they  are  gone. 
Come  to  your  windows. 

Kaic  Pa  so,  good  moater. 

Anth.  Peace !  begone. 
For  this  our  sport  somehody  soon  will  mourn. 

[Exeunt  S^Urt.    Afaiul  Anthony.* 

-  Slie  addreasDit  herstOf  la  her  absaol  aotlandlah  late,  wbo 
IB  to  pretend  to  be  Kn glial], 

'  Ihia  proverb  occnra  twice  in  Shakespure,  in  "  Mueb 
Alio  about  Notbing,"  and  in  ''The  Tnmingof  tbe  Shrew." 
and  Malonc  and  Steevena  laboured  in  vnin  to  iliscover  its 
spplicabilily.  It  ia  alio  to  be  m«t  with  in  H.  Cbeltle'a 
"Patient  Griisel,"  1603,  where  FomeBe  observes  to  Jalia, 
"  Tbeo  I  perceive  ^ou  mean  to  lead  apa  in  httt,"  and  afae 
repliea,  "  That  Bpit«ful  prarerb  vas  proclaimed  againat  them 
that  are  married  upon  earth,  for  to  be  maniod  Te  to  lira  ia 
a  kind  of  hell.  .  .  .  Tour  wife  is  your  apo,  and  Uint  hMvjr 
burden  wedlock,  your  jack-an-ape'a  clog:  therefore  I'll  not 
be  tied  ta't.''  Tbii  doet  nut  throw  anj  new  light  u)i«n  the 
matter,  nor  explain  ibj  old  maids  arc  du*tin«d  in  the 
infernal  regions  to  this  duty.  If  old  bacbelora  vers  top- 
poaed  to  be  traDaformed  there  into  apea,  it  would  he  vtry 
intelligible. 

■  The  alage  direction  in  the  old  copy  is  only  Extunt;  hut 
Anthanir  r«niun(. 
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Enter  PiSAEO. 

Pis.  How  favourable  heaven  and  eartli  is  Eeea 
To  grace  the  mirihful  complot  that  is  laid  I 
Night's  candles  bum  obscure,  and  the  pate  moon, 
Favouring  our  drift,  lies  buried  in  a  cloud. 
I  can  but  smile  to  see  the  simple  girls. 
Hoping  to  have  their  sweethearts  here  to-night, 
Tickled  with  extreme  joy,  laugh  in  my  face  ; 
But  wlien  they  find  thn  strangers  in  their  stea<ls, 
They'll  change  their  note,  iuid  sing  another  song. 
Where  be  these  girls  here)  what!  to  bed,  to  bed  ! 
MaudUn,  make  fust  the  doors,  rake  up  the  fire. 

Enter  the  thru  Sitters.^ 

God's  me !  'tis  nine  o'clock !  hark,  Bow-bell  rings. 
Some  look  down  below,  and  see  who  knocks. 

[^Ktioekiny. 
And  hark  you,  girls,  settle  your  hearts  at  rest. 
And  full  resolve  you,  that  to-morrow  morn 
You  must  be  wed  to  such  as  I  prefer ; 
I  me.in  Alv.iro  and  his  other  friends. 
Let  me  no  more  be  troubled  with  your  nays  r 
You  shall  do  what  I'll  have,  and  so  resolve. 


EiUer  Moore. 

Welcome,  Master  Moore,  welcome. 

What  wind,  a  God's  name,  drives  you  forth  so  late  T 

Moore.  Faith,  sir,  I  am  come  to  trouble  you  t 
My  wife  this  present  night  is  brought  to  bed. 

Pia.  To  bed  *  and  w^t  bath  G«l  sent  you  1 

MooBE.  A  jolly  girl,  sir. 
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Pis.  And  God  bU-sa  hev.      But  what's    your 
will,  sir  1 

Moore.  F&itli,    sir,  my  liou«o    being   full    of 
friends, 
Such  as  (I  tJiank  tbom)  raxae  to  see  my  trjfe, 
I  would  request  you,  tbut  for  this  one  night 
My  dauglit*;r  Susan  might  be  lodged  here, 

Fi3.  Lodge  in  my  hotue]   welcome,   with  all 
my  heart. 
Mat,  bark  you,  she  shall  lie  with  you : 
Trust  me,  she  could  not  come  in  fitter  time. 
For  (hear  you,  sir)  to-morrow  ui  tho  morning 
All  my  three  daughters  must  be  marrieiL 
Good  Master  Moore,  let's  hare  your  company  : 
What  aay  you,  sir  I 

JSnter  a  Servant. 

Welcome,  honest  frieml. 
w,  sirrah,  what's  the  news  with 


Pis.  Mouche,  hear  you :  stir  betimes  to-morrow, 
For  then  I  mean  your  achol.irs  shall  bo  wed. 
What  news,  what  news,  man,  that  you  look  so  ead  1 

Moore.  He  brings  me  word  my  wife  is  new  fall'li 
siek, 
And  that  my  daughter  cannot  come  to-night ; 
Or  if  she  does,  it  will  be  very  late. 

Fis.  Believe  me,  I  am  then  more  sorry  for  iL 
But  for  your  daughter,  come  she  soon  or  late, 
Some  of  ns  will  be  up  to  let  her  in, 
For  here  be  three  mean  not  to  sleep  to-night. 
Well,  you  must  be  gone  :  commend  me  to  your  wife. 
Take  heed  how  you  go  down  :  the  stairs  are  had. 
Bring  here  a  light. 

Moore.  'Tis  well,  I  thank  you,  sir.  [Exit. 

Fis.  Good  night.  Master  Moore :  farewell,  lioQeat 
friend. 


Moore.  How  i 

you) 
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Come,  come— to  bed,  to  bed :  'tis  nine  and  past. 
Do  not  Btand  prating  here  to  make  me  fetch  you. 
But  get  you  to  your  chambers.  [A'jn'i  PiSARO. 

Anth.  By'r  Lady,  here's  short  work  I  bark  you, 
girls. 
Will  you  to-morrow  marry  with  the  Btrangerst 

Mar.  r  faith,  sir,  no.  I'll  first  leap  ont  at  window. 
Before  Marina  marry  with  a  stranger. 

Anth,  Yes,  but  your  father  sweai^  you  shall 

liave  oae. 
Math.  Yea,  but  his  daughters  swear  they  shall 
have  none. 
These  whoreson  cannibals,  these  Philistines, 
These  tango-mongoes  shall  not  rule  o'er  me. 
ril  have  my  will  and  Ned,  or  I'll  have  none. 
Antii,  How  will  you  get  him  I  how  will  you  get 
himt 
I  know  no  other  way  except  it  be  this, 
That  when  your  father's  in  his  soundest  sleep, 
You  ope  the  door,  and  run  away  with  ihoni. 
Au.  Sisters.  So  we  will,  rather  tlian  miss  of 

them. 
Anth.  'Tis  well-resolved,  i'  faith,  and  like  your- 
selves. 
But  hear  you  I  to  your  chambers  presently. 
Lest  that  your  father  do  descry  our  drift. 

[£xeunt  SlsTKItS. 
Mistress  Susan  should  come,  but  slie  cannot ; 
Nor  perhaps  shall  not,  yet  perhaps  she  shall. 
Might  not  a  man  conceit  a  pretty  jest, 
And  make  as  mad  a  riddle  as  this  is  1 
If  all  things  fadge  now,'  as  all  things  should  do. 
We  shall  be  sped ;  faith.  Mat  shallliave  her  due. 

'  [Old  copies,  iio(.] 
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ACT  rV.,  SCENE  I. 
I  EiUff  Vandal  and  Frisco.  i 

Van.  Where  bo  you.  Master  Frisco. 

Fsis,  Here,  sir,  here,  sir.     Now  if  I  could  oozon 
him.  [JMt/«.] 

Take  heed,  sir,  liere's  a  post. 

Van.  Ic  be  so  gfoterly  hot,  d^t  ic  swet.  O, 
wheii  sul  we  come  dere. 

Fris.  Be  yoit  so  hot,  sir  I  let  me  carry  your 
cloak ;  I  assure  you  it  will  ease  you  much. 

Van.  Dure,  here,  dere,  'tis  so  dark  I  can  neit  se«. 

Fitis.  Ay,  so,  BO.  Now  you  may  travel  in  your 
hose  and  doublet.  Now  look  I  as  like  the  Dutch- 
man as  if  I  were  spit  out  of  his  moutlb'  I'll 
straight  home,  and  speak  groot  and  brood,  and 
toot  and  gibberish;  and  in  the  dark  I'll  have  « 
Hing  at  the  wenches.  Well,  I  say  no  more.  Fare- 
well, Master  Mendal,  I  must  go  seek  my  fortune. 
[Exit  Frisco, 

Van.  Mester  Frisco,  Mester  Frisco !  what  sal 
you  no  BpeakI  make  you  de  fool  I  Why,  Mester 
Frisco  !  0  de  skellum,  he  be  ga  met  de  cloak  ! 
me  sal  seg  his  mester.  Ha !  Mester  Frisco,  wa«r 
seed-e  Mester  Frisco  J  [Eitit  Vandal. 

£nler  Hakvey,  Reigham,  and  Walgrave. 

Har.  Goes  the  case  so  well,  Signor  Bottle-nofioJ 
It  may  be  we  shall  overreach  your  drift. 
This  is  tlie  time  the  wenches  sent  us  word 
Our  bombast  Dutchman  and  his  mates  will  come. 
Well,  neat  Italian,  you  must  don  my  shajte : 
Play  your  part  well,  or  I  may  'haps  pay  you. 

'  Frisco  puUi  on  Vnntlal'*  elotk. 
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What,  speechless,  Ned!  faith,  whereon musest thou? 
'Tis  on  your  French  corrival,  for  my  life. 
He  comes  eC  vottre,  Bod  so  forth. 
Till  he  hath  foisted  in  a  brat  or  two. 
Ilow  then,  how  then  t 

Wal.  Nay,  I'll  geld  him  first, 
Ere  that  infestious  loscl  revel  there. 
Well,  Mat,  I  thiiik  thou  know'st  what  Ned  can  do  : 
Shouldst  thou  change  Ned  for  Noddy,  me  for  him, 
Tiiou  didst  not  know  tliy  loss,  i'  faith  thou  didst 
not. 

Heigh.  Come,  leave  this  idle  chat,  and  let  pro- 
vide 
'\Vhieh  of  ua  shall  be  scarecrow  to  these  fools, 
And  set  them  out  the  wav  I 

Wal.  Wliy,  that  H-ill  i. 

Hak.  Then  put  a  aword  into  a  madman's  hand. 
Thou  art  so  hasty  that,  but  cross  thy  humour. 
And  thou'lt  be  ready  cross  them  o'er  the  pates : 
Therefore,  for  this  time.  Til  supply  the  room. 

Heigh.  And  so  we  shall  be  sure  of  chat  enough. 
You'll  hold  them  with  your  flouts  and  gulls  so  long, 
That  all  the  night  wilt  scarcely  be  enough 
To  put  in  practice  what  we  have  devised : 
Come,  come,  I'll  be  the  man  shall  do  the  deed. 

Har.  Well,  I  am  content  to  save  your  longing. 
But  soft,  where  ore  we  1     Ha  !  here's  the  bouse. 
Come,  let  us  take  our  stands ;  Frank,  stand  you 

there, 
And  Ned  and  I  will  cross  [to]  t'other  side. 

Heigh.  Do  so  ;  but  hush !  I  hear  one  passing 
hither. 

Enter  Alvako, 

Alv.  0  de  favourable  aspect  of  de  heaven  !  'tis 
so  obscure,  so  dark,  so  black,  dat  no  mortal  crea- 
ture can  know  me  :  I  pray  a  Dio  I  sal  have  de 
right  wench.    Ah  si,  I  be  recht:  here  be  de  buisof 
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Signor  Pisaro  ;  I  sal  h&re  de  Matloona  Marma,  aad 
dan'or  I  sal  knock  to  de  door.  [Bt  tuorb. 

Hkigh.  Vi'hut  a.  pox  !  are  yoa  rasd  or  drank! 
Whftt  do  you  mean  to  break  mv  glares  T  * 

Alv.  Wat  be  dar  glawea  1    What  dnink  !  what 
madl 

Heigh.  Wbatglasses,  sir?  wliy,  my  glasses  :&Bd 
if  you  be  so  crank,  I'll  call  tbe  constable.  Yoe 
vitt  not  enter  into  a  man's  house,  I  hope,  in  spite 
of  him  f 

Har.  Nor  durst  you  be  so  bold  as  to  Btand  ihvK, 

IJ£  once  the  master  of  the  house  did  know  it. 
g  Alv.  Is  dia  your  house )  be  you  de  signor  pf 
I       dis  casat 
*  Heigh.  Signor  me  no  signors.  nor  casa  me  no 
casaa :  but  get  you  hence,  or  you  are  like  to  taste 
of  the  bastinado. 
Hak.   Do,  do,  good  Ferdinand ;  pununell  the 

loggerhead. 
Alv.  Is  this  neit  the  house  of  Master  Pisarol 
Heich,  Yes,  marry,  when  I  can  yon  tell!  how 
do  you  ?      I   thank  you  heartily,    my   finger  in 
your  mouth. 

Alv.  What  be  dat  ? 

Heigh.  Marry,  that  you  are  an  ass  and  a  logger- 
head, to  seek  ifaster  Pisaro's  house  here. 

Alv.  I  pray  de  gratia,  what  be  db  jil 
What  do  ye  «dl  dis  street  ? 

Heigii.  What,  sirl   why,  Leadenhall, 


11  not  see  the  four  spouts  as  you  came  along  f   _ 
Alv.  Certamente,  Leadenhall,  I  hit  my  head  ty 

de  way ;  der  may  be  do  vocr  spouts.     I  pray  de 

gratia,  wish  be  de  way  to  Croche  Friars  1 
Hkigh.  How,  to  Crutched  Friars  J    Man^, 

must  go  along  till  yon  come  to  the  pump,  and 

turn  on  your  right  hand. 

^  Heigbata  pretends  that  he  ia  &  deiler  in  gluoea. 


A   WOMAN   WILL  HAVE  QER   WILL.  525 

Alv.  Signor,  a.  DJo.  [Exit  Alvaro. 

Heigh.  Farewell,  and  be  hang'd,  signer ! 
^ow,  for  your  fellow,  if  the  ass  would  come. 

Enter  Delion. 

Dei..  By  my  trot,  me  do  so  muah  tinck  of  dit 

gentlewoman,  de  fiue  wcnah,  dat  me  tinek  esh  hour 

teu  day,  and  esh  day  ten  years,  till  I  come  to  her. 

Here  be  de  huis  of  sin  vader,  eal  aller  and  knock, 

[lie  knoclM. 

Heigh.  What  a  bots  ails  you,  are  you  mad  I 
Will  you  rim  over  me,  and  break  my  glasses  ? 

Del.  Gliasea !  wat  glasses  1    Pray,  is  Monsieur 
Fisaro  to  de  maisoo  1 

Har.  Hark,  Ned,  there's  thy  substance.    [AgUe. 

Wal.  Nay,  by  the  mass,  the  substance  is  here, 
The  shadow's  but  im  ass.  [Aside. 

Heiuil  What  Master  Pisaro) 
Loggerhead  I  here  is  none  of  your  Pisaros  ? 

Del.  Vea,  but  dit  is  de  huis  of  Master  Pisaro. 

Wal.  Will  not  this  Monsieur  Motley  '  take  his 
answer  T    I'll  go  and  knock  the  ass  about  the  pate. 

Hak.  Nay,  by  your  leave,  air,  but  I'll  hold  your 

This  stir  we  should  have  had,  had  you  stood  there. 
Wal  Why,  would  it  not  vex  one  to  hear  the 

Stand  [Hating  here  of  dit  and  dan,  and  deri  and 
dogt 
Har.  One  of  thy  mettle,  Ned,  would  surely  do 
it 
But  peace,  and  hark  to  the  rest. 

Del.  Do    no   de  fine    gentlewoman    Maitresse 
Mathe  dwell  in  this  plashef 

Heigh.  No,  sir ;  here  dwells  none  of  your  fine 

'  Aaolhu  Duuo  for  ft  clonn  or  hoi. 
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gentlewomen :  'twere  a  good  deed,  sirTsii,  Uj  sec 
who  you  are.  You  come  hither  to  steal  my  glasses, 
mid  then  counterfeit  yon  arc  goingtoyotu-qoexa's. 

Dku  I  be  deceve  dis  dark  night.  Here  bo  no 
wonah,  1  be  do  in  de  right  plaahe.  I  pray,  boo- 
Gieiir,  wat  be  name  dis  etrec^  and  wish  be  de  way 
to  Crocho  Friars  1 

HEtuit,  Many,  this  is  Fencharch  Street,  and 
the  best  way  to  Crutohed  Friars  is  to  follow  jonr 

Uel.  Vanshe  Street !  How  shance  me  come  to 
Vanshe  Street  1  Vel,  monsieur,  we  must  aller  to 
Croeha  Friars.  [Exit  Delio.v. 

Wal.  Farewell,  fortypence,'  go  eeek  you,  aignor. 
1  hope  you'll  find  yourselves  two  delta  anon. 
Huafi,  Ferdinand,  1  hear  the  last  come  stamping 
hither. 

£nUr  Frisco. 

FniM.  Ha  !  sirrah,  I  have  left  my  fat  PntcJiman, 
and  run  myself  almost  out  of  breath  too.  Now  to 
my  young  mistresBes  go  I ;  somebody  cast  an  old 
ehoe  after  me.*  But  soft :  how  shall  I  Jo  to  coun- 
terfeit the  Dutchman,  because  I  speak  English  bo 
like  a  natural  I  Tush,  take  you  no  thought  for 
that ;  l(^t  me  alone  for  iquinlvot  iquantum.  Sott, 
here's  my  nmster's  house, 

Heiuii.  Who's  there  I 

Fris.  Who's  there,  why,  sir,  here  is — nay, 
that's  too  good  English.  Why,  here  be  the  growte 
Dutchman. 

Heigh.  Then,  there's  not  only  a  growte  head, 
but  an  ass  also. 


'  [A  proverbial  eiprenioa,  of  wbich  tbia  appean  to  be  the 
etrlicEL  occurrence  in  print  lla  import  U  not  psrlieularlf 
oleiT ;  but  aeo  HsflUt's  "  Proverbi,"  ISflB,  p.  123.] 

* !.«.,  For  lock  in  hii  undertaking. 
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Fris.  Wliatbeyou)  you  be  nii  English  ox  to 
call  a  geiitilemoau  ass. 

Har.  Hark,  Ned  ;  yondcHs  good  greeting. 

Fris.  But  you,  and  yoii  be  Master  Mouse  tliat 
dwell  here,  tell  your  Matressa  Laurentia  dat  lier 
sweetheart.  Master  Vandal,  would  speak  with  her. 

IlEioH.  Master  Mendall,  get  you  gone,  lest  you 
get  a  broken  pate,  aad  bo  mar  all.  Here's  no 
eutrance  for  Mistress  Laurentia's  sweetheart. 

Fris.  God'a  sacren,  wat  is  de  luck  now  }  Shall 
not  I  come  to  my  friend  Master  Pisar  house ! 

Heigh,  Yes,  and  to  Master  Pisaro'a  shoes  too,' 
if  he  or  they  were  here. 

Fris.  Why,  my  growte  friend,  Master  Pisaro, 
doth  dwell  here. 

Hejgh,  Sirrah,  you  lie  ;  here  dwells  nobody  but 
I,  that  have  dwelt  here  this  one  and  forty  years, 
and  sold  glasses. 

Wal.  Lie  farther  :  one  and  fifty  at  the  least 

[Aiidf.) 

Fris,  Hoo,  hoo,  hoc  1  Do  you  give  the  gentle- 
man the  lie  1 

Har.  Ay,  sir,  and  will  gi?c  yon  a  lick  of  my 
cudgel,  if  ye  stay  long  and  trouble  the  whole  street 
with  your  bawling.  Hence,  dolt,  and  go  seek 
Master  Pisaro's  house. 

Fris.  Go  seek  Master  Pisaro's  honse !  Where 
shall  I  go  seek  it  I 

Heigu.  Why,  you  shall  go  seek  it  where  it  is. 

Fris,  That  is  here,  in  Cnitched  Friars  t 

HEi«ir.  How,  loggerhead,  is  Crutched  Friars 
here!  I  thought  you  were  some  such  drunken  ass, 
that  come  to  seek  Crutched  Friars  in  Tower  Street. 
But  get  you  along  on  your  left  hand,  and  be 
hanged  I     You  have  kept  me  out  of  my  bed  with 


'   Playing  upon  l!»e  words  Jiok  and  t*«i 
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1  good  while  longer  tbao  I  would 


your  bangling  i 
have  bueti. 

Fris.  All,  oh  I  How  is  this  f  Is  not  thia 
Crutched  Friaist  Tell  me.  I'll  hold  a  crown 
ihey  gave  mo  go  much  wine  at  the  tavern,  that  I 
am  drunk,  and  know  not  on't  [Aside. 

Har.  My  Dutchman's  out  his  compass  and  his 
card ; 
He's  reck'uing  what  wiad  hath  drove  him  hither. 
I'll  Bwear  he  thinks  never  to  see  Pisaro'a. 

Fkis.  Nay,  'tia  bo  ;  I  am  sure  drunk.  Soft,  let 
ine  siKii  what  was  I  a^ut  I  0,  now  1  have  it:  I 
must  go  tu  my  master's  house  and  counterfeit  the 
Dutchman,  and  get  my  young  mistress.  Well,  and 
I  must  turn  on  my  left  haud,  for  I  have  forgot  the 
way  quit«  aud  clean.  ri*i</<.]  Fare  de  well,  good 
frieod ;  I  am  a  simple  Dutchman,  I.  [£xit  Frisco. 

Heiuh.  Fair  weather  after  you  :  and  now,  my 
lads. 
Have  I  not  played  my  part  as  I  should  do  t 

Har.  Twaa  well, ''twas  well     But  now,  let's 
cast  about, 
To  set  these  woodcocks  farther  from  tlie  hoose, 
And  afterwards  return  unto  our  girls. 

Wal.    Content,  content.     Come,  come,  laaka 
haste.  [£xtunt. 

Enter  Alvabo. 

Alv.  I  go  and  turn,  and  dan  I  come  to  dis 
plasbe,  I  can  no  tell  waer,  and  sal  do  I  can  no  tell 
wat.    Turn  by  the  pump  1    I  pump  it  fair. 


DsL.  Me  aller,  end  alter,  and  can  i 
Croche  Friara. 
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Enter  FRISCO. 

Fris.  0  miserable  black  pudding  !  If  I  can  tell 
wiiliili  is  the  tray  to  my  master's  bouse,  1  am  ii  red 
keriiug,  and  no  honest  gentkmau. 

Alv.  Who  parlato  daer  1 

Del.     VVhobederi    Wboallerdert 

Fbis.  How's  thisl  For  my  life,  here  are  the 
strangers!  0,  that  I  had  the  Dutchman's  hoBe, 
that  I  might  creep  into  the  pockets  !  they'll  three 
fall  upon  me,  and  beat  me. 

Alv.  Who  go  derander) 

Del.  Ami. 

Fftrs.  0,  brave !  *Tia  nobody  but  Master  Al- 
varo  and  the  Frenchman  going  to  our  house,  ou 
my  life.  "Well,  I'll  have  some  sport  with  them, 
if  the  watch  hinder  mc  not.     Who  goes  there  1 

Del.  Who  parlo  derl  In  wat  plnshe,  in  wat 
street  be  you  ? 

Fris.  Why,  sir,  I  can  tell  where  I  am,  I  am 
in  Tower  Street :  where  a  devil  be  you^ 

Del.  I  be  here  in  Leadenliall. 

Fris.  In  Leadenhall!  I  trow  I  shall  meet  with 
you  anoii.  In  Leadenhall )  What  a  simple  ass  is 
this  Frenchman!  Some  more  of  this,  \_Atide.'\ 
Where  are  you,  sir  1 

Alv.  Moi  ?     I  be  here  in  Vansbe  Street. 

Fbis.  This  is  excellent,  i'  faitJi  j  as  fit  as  a  fiddle  I 
I  in  Tower  Street,  you  in  Leadenhall,  and  the  third 
in  Fenchurch  Street ;  and  yet  all  three  hear  one 
another,  and  all  tliree  apeak  together.  Kither  we 
must  be  all  three  in  Leadenhall,  or  all  three  in 
"Tower  Street,  or  all  three  in  Feuuhureh  Street,  or 
all  three  fools. 

Alv,  Monsieur  geutlehomme,  can  you  well 
teash  de  way  to  Cniche  Friars } 

Fris.  How,  to  Crut«hed  Friars  I  Ay,  ay,  ay, 
BIT,  passing  well,  if  you  will  follow  me. 

VOL  X  2  L 
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Del.  Ay,  dat  me  sal,  monsieur  gentichonmie, 
and  give  you  tanks. 

Fris.  And,  Monsieur  Alvaro,  I  shall  lead  you 
such  a  jaunt  that  you  shall  scarce  give  me  thaidu    . 
for.     [AtiiU.]    Come,  sirs,  follow  me.     Now  for  a   I 
dirty  puddle,  the  pisdng  conduit,  or  a  great  post,   i 
thai  might  turn  these  two  firom  asses  to  oxen  by 
knocking  their  horns  to  their  foreheads. 

Alv.  Where  bo  de  now,  signor) 

Fris.  Even  where  you  Ti'ill,  stgnor,  for  I  kni>\p 
not.    Soft,  I  smell :  0  pure  nose ! 

Del.  What  do  you  smell  I 

Fris.  I  have  the  scent  of  London  stone  as  full 
in  my  nose,  as  Abchiirch  Lane  of  mother  Wall's 
pasties.    Sirs,  feel  about :  I  smell  London  stone. 

Alv.  What  be  dis  1 

Fris.  Soft,  let  me  see;  feel,  I  should  aay,  for  I  1 
cannot  see.     0  lads,  pray  for  my  life,  for  we  are 
almost  at  Crutched  Friars, 

Del.  Dat's  good  ;  but  what  he  dis  posti 

Fris.  This  posti  why,  'tis  the  Maypole  on  I\-y   ' 
Bridge  going  to  Westminster.  i 

Del.  Ho[w,]  Westminster  1  how  come  we  to   ] 
Westminster  1 

Fris.  Why,  on  your  legs,  fools :  how  should  you 
go  I     Soft,  here's  another;  0,  now  I  know  indeed 
where  I  am.     We  are  now  at  the  farthest  end  of  | 
Shoreditch ;  for  this  is  the  Maypole. 

Del.    Shoreditch )    0    Dio  1    dere    be     soma   . 
naughty  ting,  some  spirit  do  lead  us, 

Fris.  You  say  true,  sir,  for  I  am  afeard  your   j 
French  spirit  is  up  so  far  already,  that  you  brought 
me  this  way,  because  you  would  find  a  charm  for 
it  at  the  Blue  Boar  in  the  spital.     But  soft,  who 
comes  here  t 

JEitter  a  Belluan. 

Bel.  Maids  in  your  smocks, 
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Look  well  to  your  locks; 

Your  fire  and  light ; 

And  Grod  give  yon  good  night ! 

Del,  Monsieur  gentlehomme,  I  pray  parlez 
one,  two,  three,  four  words  vor  ua  to  dia  oul 
ntan. 

Fris.  Yes,  marry,  shall  I,  str.  I  pray,  honest 
fellow,  in  what  street  be  wo  ? 

Bel.  Ho,  Frisco !  whither  frisk  you  at  this  time 
ofuightl 

Del.  Wliat,  Monsieur  Frisco  1 

Alv.  Signor  Frisco  1 

Fris.  The  same,  the  same.  Hark  ye,  honesty  ; 
metliinlM  you  might  do  well  to  have  an  M  under 
your  girdle,'  considering  how  Sigoor  Pisaro  and 
this  other  monsieur  do  hold  of  me. 

Bel.  0  sir,  I  cry  your  mercy ;  pardon  this  fault, 
and  I'll  do  as  much  for  you  the  next  time. 

Fbis.  Well,  passing  over  supcrfluical  talk,  I 
pray,  what  street  is  tliis  1  for  it  is  so  dark,  I  know 
not  where  I  am. 

Bel.  Why,  art  thou  drunk?  Dost  thou  not 
know  Fenchurch  Street  t 

Fris.  Ay,  sir,  a  good  fellow  may  sometimes  be 
overseen  among  Mends.  I  was  drinking  with  my 
master  and  these  gentlemen,  and  therefore  no 
mar^'el,  though  I  be  none  of  the  wisest  at  this 
present.  But  I  pray  thee,  good-man  Butterick, 
bring  me  to  my  master's  house. 

Bel.  Why,  I  will,  I  will :  push  I  that  you  are  so 


'  A  common  exprcsaioo  in  old  vritcra,  indicaling  that 
■omG  parlj  hu  nut  been  trtaled  with  aafficient  rcepect. 
M  ia  RbarL  Tor  Maater,  and  Frisco  addreasea  tumacK  to  tbe 
BelluuiQ,  who  bad  merelj  called  him  Frisco.  That,  in 
"Eaalirard  Ho  I ''  act  W.  ic.  I,  Qaickaitvur  askg,  "Huat 
OoUing  eU  upon  ubT"  To  irlitch  the  conalable  repliea, 
"  Vou  might  oarry  an  H  under  your  girdU." 
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strange  nowadays ;  but  it  is  an  old-said  saw, 
liononrs  cliange  manners. 

Fris.  Good-man  Butterick,  will  you  walk  afort  I 
Coue,  Iioneat  friends,  will  you  go  to  our  botue  t 

Del.  Oui,  Monsieur  Frisco. 

Ai.v,  Si,  Signor  Frisco. 


SCENE  II. 

EnUr  Vandal. 

Van.  0  de.  skellum  Frisco,  ic  veit  neit  wa«r  ie 
be,  ic  go  and  bit  my  nose  op  dit  post,  and  ic  go  and 
hit  my  nose  op  dandern  post.  0  de  villain  I  Well, 
waer  ben  ic  now)  Haw  laet  aein  ia  dat  nett 
Croche  Friar,  ya  seker  so  ist  and  dit  Mest«r 
Pisaro's  huia.  0  de  good  sbaunce  !  well,  ic  sat  now 
have  de  wenche.    Laurentia,  Mcetris  Xjiurentia  ! 

Enifr  Laurentia,  Marina,  Mathea,  above. 

Mar.  ^Tho's  there  1  Master  Harvey  I 

Matu.  Master  WalCTave  t 

LaUR.  Master  Htii^hani  1 

Van.  Ya,  my  love,  here  be  Mester  Heigham,  your 
groot  frinfL 

Mar,  How,  Master  Heigham,  my  groot  frinde  1 
Out,  alas  I  here's  one  of  the  strangers. 

Laur.  Peace,  yon  mammet !  let's  sea  which  it 
is.  We  may  chance  teach  him  a  strange  trick  fiw 
his  learning.  Master  Ueighom,  what  wind  drives 
y^u  to  our  house  so  late ) 

Van.  O  my  lief  meakin,  de  love  tol  you  be  soi 
groot,  dat  it  bruig  me  out  my  bed  voor  yon. 

Math.  Ha,  ha  !  we  know  the  ass  by  his  ears  :  ife 
is  the  Dutchman.     Wbut  shall  we  do  with  him  I 
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Ladr.  Peace  !  let  him  not  know  that  ;ou  are 
hero.  Master  Heigham,  if  you  will  stay  awhile, 
that  I  may  ece  if  my  father  be  asleep,  and  I'll  moke 
means  we  may  come  together. 

Van.  Dnt  sal  ic,  my  loove.  Is  dit  no  well  couti- 
terfet }  I  speak  so  Uke  Mester  Heigham,  as  tis 
possible. 

Laur,  Well,  what  shall  we  Jo  with  this  lubber — 
Lover,  I  should  say  t 

Math.  What  shall  we  do  with  him  ? 
Why,  crown  him  with  a 

Mar.  Fie,  slut !  No,  we'll  use  him  cleanlier. 
You  know  we  have  never  a  eign  at  the  door;  would 
not  the  jest  prove  current  to  make  the  Dutchman 
supply  that  want. 

IIaur.  Nay,  the  fool  will  cry  out,  and  so  wake 
my  father. 

Math.  Why,  then  well  cut  the  rope  and  cast 
him  down. 

Lacr.  And  Eo  jest  out  a  hanging.  Let's  rather 
draw  him  up  in  the  basket,  and  so  starve  him  to 
death  this  frosty  night. 

Mar.  In  sadness,  well-adviaed.  Sister,  do  you 
hold  him  in  talk,  and  we'll  provide  it  the  whilst 

Laur.  Go  to,  then.    Master  Heigham,  0  sweet 
Master  Heigham ! 
Dolh  my  father  think  that  his  unkiudness 
Can  part  you  and  poor  Laurential    No,  no, 
I  have  found  a  drift  to  bring  you  to  my  chamber, 
If  you  have  but  the  heart  to  venture  it. 

Van.  Ventre  1  sal  ic  go  to  de  sea,  and  be  de  sea, 
and  o'er  de  sea,  and  in  de  sea,  roor  my  sweet 
love. 

Laur.  Then  you  dare  go  into  a  basket  I  for  I 
know  no  other  means  to  enjoy  your  company  than 
80,  for  my  father  hath  the  keys  of  the  door. 

Van.  Sal  ic  climb  up  tot  you  I  sal  ic  fly  up  tot 
you  1  sal  ic  )  what  sedgy  1 
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Math.  Bid  him  do  it,  sister ;  we  shall  see  bis 
canning. 

Laur.  0,  no;  80  you'  may  catch  a  fall.  There, 
blaster  Heighntn,  put  ynursulf  intu  that  basket,  iuid 
I  will  draw  you  up.  But  no  words,  1  pray  yoii, 
for  fear  my  sisters  hear  you. 

Van.  No,  no,  no  word.  0  de  BOut  wench  !  Ic 
come,  ic  come ! 

Laur.  Are  you  ready,  Master  Heigham  1 

Van.  Ya  io,  my  sout  lady. 

Mar.  Merrily  then,  my  wenches. 

Laur.  How  heavy  the  aes  ia !  Master  Heigbain, 
h  there  any  in  the  basket  but  yourself  1 

Van.  Noit,  neit ;  dare  be  no  man. 

Lacr.  Are  you  up,  sir  ) 

Van.  Neit,  ueit 

Mar.  Nor  never  are  yon  like  to  climb  more 
higlier. 
Sisters,  the  woodcock's  canght,  the  fool  is  caefd  ! 

Vak.  My  sout  lady,  I  be  noc  neit  up ;  pull  me 
tot  you. 

Math.  WTien,  can  you  tell  J  what,  Master  Van- 
dal) 
A  weather-beaten  soldier,  an  old  wencher, 
Thus  to  be  overreach'd  by  three  young  girls  ! 
Ah  !  sirrah,  now  we'll  brag  with  Mistress  Moore, 
To  have  as  fine  a  parrot  as  she  hath. 
Look,  sisters,  what  a  pretty  fool  it  is ! 
What  a  green,  greasy,  shining  coat  he  hath. 
An  almond  for  parrot !  a  rope  for  parrot !  ^ 


I  Tbe  copy  oE  iei6  bu  it  as  i1 
tvo  later  editions  riad,  0  no, 
replying  to  Malhca. 

'  Thin  expreesion  BecmB  to  be  proTerbial,  and  Kuh  or 
Lilly  (for  the  authorship  is  digpntcd)  used  it  tt  the  title 
to  one  of  the  Mir  Murtia  tnicu.  Kketlon,  in  hi*  po«tn, 
"  Speak  Parrot."  hag  the  eipreaEion,  "  Parrot  most  have  an 
nimond."     It  ia  met  with  in  Uiddltton's  "Spanigh  Qipsf," 
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Van.  Do  you  mocque  me  ]  seger,  seger,  I  sal  seg 
your  vader. 

Laur.  Do,  and  you  dare  :  you  see  here  is  your 
fortune. 
Disquiet  not  my  father  ;  if  you  do, 
I'll  send  you  with  a  vengeance  to  the  ground. 
Well,  we  must  confess  we  trouble  you. 
And  over-watching  makes  a  wise  man  mad, 
Much  more  a  fool :  there's  a  cushion  for  you. 

Math.  To  bore  you  through  the  nose.^      [Aside. 

Laur,  To  lay  your  head  on. 
Couch  in  your  kennel,  sleep,  and  fall  to  rest, 
And  so  good  night ;  for  London  maids  scorn  still, 
A  Dutchman  should  be  seen  to  curb  their  will. 

Van.  Hort  ye,  daughter,  hort  ye,  God's  seker- 
kin  1  will  ye  no  let  me  come  tot  you  1  ic  bid  you 
let  me  come  tot  you.  Wat  sal  ic  don  ?  ic  would  neit 
vor  un  hundred  pound  Alvaro  and  Delion  should 
see  me  op  dit  manner.  Well,  wat  sal  ic  don?  ic 
mout  neit  call,  vor  de  wenshes  will  cut  de  rope  and 
break  my  neck.  Ic  sal  here  bleiven  til  de  morn- 
ing, and  dan  ic  sal  call  to  Mester  Pisaro,  and  make 
him  shafe  and  shite  his  dauctors.  0  de  skellum 
Frisco !  0  dese  cruel  hores  ! 

Enter  PiSARO. 

Pis.  I'll  put  the  light  out,  lest  I  be  espied ; 
For  closely  I  have  stolen  me  forth  a-doors. 
That  I  might  know  how  my  three  sons  have  sped. 


act  ii.  Bc.  1;  in  Ben  Jonson's  "Magnetic  Lady,**  act  v. 
8C.  5;  in  Dekker's  "Fortunatus,"  act  i.  sc.  1,  and  various 
other  plays.  The  lines  from  Butler  are  in  point  with  refer- 
ence to  the  latter  part  of  the  line,  a  rope  for  parrot. 

Coultl  tell  what  subtlest  parrots  mean  ; 

What  member  'tis  of  whom  thej  talk. 

When  they  cry  ♦•  rope"  and  '*  walk,  knara,  walk." 

^  [A  play  on  the  double  meaning  of  the  word  cushion.] 
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Now,  afore  God,  my  heart  is  passing  light. 
That  1  have  overreach'd  the  Englishmen. 
Ha,  ha  !  Master  Vandal,  many  such  nighU 
Will  'suage  your  big-swoll'n  hulk,  and  make  it  lank. 
When  I  was  young — yet  though  my  hairs  be  grey, 
I  have  a  young  man's  spirit  to  the  daath, 
And  can  aa  nimbly  trip  it  with  a  girl 
Ab  those  which  fold  the  epring-tide  in  their  beards. 
Lord,  how  the  very  thought  of  former  times 
Supples  these  near-dried  limbs  with  activeness  ! 
Well,  thoughts  are  shadows,  sooner  lost  than  seen, 
Now  to  my  daughters  and  their  merry  night. 
I  hope  Alvaro  and  hia  company 
Have  read  to  them  moral  philosophy, 
And  they  are  full  with  it.     Here  I'll  stay. 
And  tan7,  till  my  gallant  youths  come  forth. 

Enter  Harvey,  Walobave,  and  Heigham. 

HEroH.  You   madman,     wild-oata,     madcap ! 

where  art  thou  1 
Wal.  Here  afore. 

Har,  0,  'ware  what  love  is !  Ned  hath  found 
the  scent ; 
And  if  the  eoney  chance  to  miss  her  borough. 
She's  overborne,  i"  faith  j  she  cannot  stand  it. 
Pis.  I  know  that  voice,  or  I  am  much  deceived. 
Heigh.  Come,  why  loiter  we  I  this  is  the  door. 
But  soft ;  hero's  one  asleep, 
Wal.  Come,  let  me  feel, 
O,  'tis  some  rogue  or  other :  spurn  him,  spurn  him. 
Har.  Bo  not  so  wilful,  prjthee  :  let  him  lie. 
Heigh.  Come  back,  come  back;  for  we  are  past 
the  house ; 
Yonder's  Mathea'a  chamber  with  the  light. 

Pis.  Well,  fare  a  head,  or  I  had  been  descried. 
God's  mej   what  makca  the  youngsters  here  bo 
late? 
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I  am  "  a  rogue,  and  spurn  him : "  well,  Jack -sauce. 
The  togue  is  waking  yet  to  spoil  your  sport.  [Axu/f. 
Wal.  Mat,  Mistress  Mathea  I    where  be  these 
girls  1 

EnUr  MatHEA  alone  above. 

Mat.  Who's  there  below  1 

Wal.  Thy  Ned,  kind  Ned,  thinehonesttrustyNei'l. 

Mat.  No,  no,  it  is  the  Frenchman  iu  his  stead. 
That  MonsieoT  Motleycoat,  that  can  dissemble. 
Hear  you,  Frenchman,   pack  to  3'our  wiiores  in 

France : 
Though  I  am  Portinsal  by  the  father's  side, 
And  therefore  should  be  lustful,  wanton,  tight ; 
Yet,  good-man  Gooseeap,  I  will  let  you  know 
That  I  have  so  much  English  by  the  mother. 
That  no  base,  slavering  French  shall  make  me  stoop : 
And  so.  Sir  Dandelion,  fare  you  well. 

Heiuh.  What,  speechless T  not  a  word?  why, 
how  now,  Ned  1 ' 

Hajc.  The  wench  hath  ta'en  him  down,  he  hangs 
his  head. 

Wal.  You  Dandelion,  you  that  talk  ao  well, 
Hark  you  a  word  or  two,  good  Mistress  Mat : 
Did  you  appoint  your  friends  to  meet  you  here, 
And  being  come,  tell  us  of  whores  in  France, 
A  Spanish  jennet  and  an  English  mare, 
A  mongrel,  half  a  dog  and  half  a  bitch. 
With  trandido,  dildido,  and  I  know  not  whntt 
Hear  you,  if  you'll  run  away  with  Ned, 
And  be  content  to  tAke  me  as  you  find  me, 
Why  so — la,  I  am  yours  :  if  otherwise, 
You'll  change  your  Ned  to  be  a  Frenchman's  trull ! 
Why  then,  Madame  Delion,  je  vous  laisserai  a  Dieu 
et  ta  bonne  fortune. 
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Math.  That  voice  assures  me  that  it  is  my  love. 
Say  truly,  art  thou  my  Ned  1  art  thou  my  love  ? 

Wal.  'S wounds  !  who  should  I  be  but  Ned  1 
You  make  me  swear. 


Entfr  above  MarINA. 

Mar.  WTio  speak  you  to  1  Mathea,  who's  below  1 
Har.  Marina. 

Mar.  Young  Master  Harvey!  for  that  voice 
saith  so. 

Enter  LaurentIA. 

Laur.  Speak,  sister  Mat,  is  not  my  true  love 
there  1 

Math.  Ned  is. 

Laur.  Not  Master  Heigham  1 

Heigh.  Laurentia !  here. 

Laur.  I'  faith,  thou  art  welcome. 

Heigh.  Better  cannot  fall. 

Math.  Sweet,  so  art  thou. 

Mar.  As  much  to  mine. 

Lauk.  Nay,  gentles,  welcome  alL 

Pis.    Here's   cunning    harlotries !      They  feed 
these  off 
With  welcome  and  kind  words,  whilst  other  lads 
Kevel  in  that  delight  they  should  possess. 
Good  girls,  I  promise  you,  I  like  you  well.    [Aside. 

Mar.  Say,  Master  Harvey :  saw  you,  as  you  came, 
That  lecher,  which  my  sire  appoints  my  man  ? 
I  mean  that  wanton,  base  Italian, 
That  Spanish-leather  spruce  companion, 
That  antique  ape,  trick'd  up  in  fashion  1 
Had  the  ass  come,  I'd  learn  him  difference  been 
Betwixt  an  English  gentleman  and  him. 

Heigh.  How  would  you  use  him,  sweet,  if  he 
should  come  ? 
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Mar.  Nay  nothing,  swaot,  but  only  wash  his 
crown. 
Why,  the  ass  wooes  in  such  on  amorous  key. 
That  he  presumes  no  wench  should  say  him  nay  : 
He  elavers  on  ^  his  fingers,  wipes  liis  bill, 
And  swears,  "  in  faith  you  shall,"  "  in  faith  I  will ; " 
That  I  am  almost  mad  to  bide  hia  wooing. 

Heich.  Look,  what  he  said  in  word,  I'll  act  in 
doing. 

Wal.  Leave  thought  of  him — for  day  steals  on 
apace — 
And  to  our  loves.    Will  you  perform  your  wortls  1 
Ail  things  are  ready,  and  the  parson  stands. 
To  join  our  ^  hearts  in  hearts,  our  hands  in  hands. 
Night  favours  us,  the  thing  is  quickly  done ; 
Then  truss  up  bag  and  baggage,  and  begone  ; 
And  ere  the  morning,  to  augment  your  joys, 
We'll  make  you  mothers  of  six  goodly  hoys. 

Hetoh.  Promise  them  three,  good  Ned,  and  say 
no  more. 

Wal.  But  I'll  get  three,  and  if  I  get  not  four. 

Pl3.  There's  a  sound  card  at  niaw*^a  lusty  lad ! 
Your  father  thought  bim  well,  when  one  he  had. 

Heigh.  What  say  you,  sweetsi  will  you  perform 
your  words  t 

Math.  Love  to  true  love  no  lesser  meed  affonls. 
We  say  we  love  you,  and  that  love's  fair  breath 
Shall  lead  us  with  you  round  about  the  earth ; 
And  that  our  loves,  vows,  wonis,  may  all  prove  true. 
Prepare  your  arms ;  for  thus  we  fly  to  you. 

[Thei/  mbraee.* 

'  [Old  copies,  not.] 

'  [Old  copies,  j'otn,  at.] 

'  Muir  \»  a  game  at  vards,  Crequently  menlioned  in  old 
irriten.     [Prabablj  the  four  max  the  best  urd.J 

*  Oi  course,  aoming  down  upon  tho  *t»ge  firet,  aa  the 
pniKding  dialogas  takes  place  while  (be  loven  an  b«lovr 
uud  the  latiics  above. 
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Wai_  This  woAa  like  vaiz.     Nov,  ere  to-mor- 
row dar. 
If  50D  two  ply  it  bat  u  well  as  I, 
Well  work  oar  lands  oat  of  Pissro's  dmnghten. 
And  caoocl  all  oar  bonds  in  their  giest  bellies. 
Wheti  the  d^re  koovi  it,  bow  the  rogat  will 

Matb.  Sweetboit 
Wal  Slat. 

!hlATH.  Where  art  thon) 
Pis.  Here. 

SIath.  0  JesDs  I  here's  our  father. 
Wau  The  devil  he  is ! 

Uar.  blaster  Pisaro,  twenty  times  good  morrow. 
Pis.  Good-morrow  1  now,  I  tell  you,  gentlemea. 
Yea  wrong  and  move  my  patience  overmuch. 
What,  will  yon  rob  me,  kill  me,  cut  my  throat. 
And  set  mine  own  blood  here  against  me  too  1 
You  huswiveB,  baggages,  or  what  is  worse. 
Wilful,  stubborn,  [and]  disobedient ! 
Use  it  not,  gentlemen ;  abuse  me  not, 
Nevgate  hath  room,  there's  law  enough  in  Eng- 
land. 
Heigr.  Be  not  so  testy ;  hear  what  we  can  sar. 
Pls,  Will  you  be  wiv'dl  first  leam  to  keep 'a 
wife; 
Learn  to  be  thrifty,  leam  to  keep  your  lands. 

And  leam  to  pay  your  debts  too,  I  advise,  else 

Wal  Wliat  el§el   what   lands  f    what  debts  I 
wliat  will  you  do  I 
Have  you  our  land  in  mortgage  for  your  money  ^ 
Na/i  since  'tis  so,  we  owe  you  not  a  penny. 
Fret  not,  fume  not,  never  bend  the  brow  ; 
You  take  ten  in  the  hundred  more  than  law. 
Wo  can  complain — extortion — simony — 
Newgate  hath  room,  there's  law  enough  in  Eng- 

Heigii.  Prythee,  have  done. 
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Wal.  Prythee  me  no  prytliees. 
Here  is  my  wife  !  'eblood,  touch  her,  if  thou  dar'st. 
Hear'at  thou,  I'll  lie  with  her  before  thy  face 
Against  the  Cross  in  Cheap — here — anywhere, 
What,  you  old  crafty  fox,  you 

Heigh.  Ned,  Etop  there. 

Pis.  Nay,  nay,  speak  out ;  bear  witness,  gentlo- 
men. 
Where's  Mouchet  charge  my  musket!   bring  me 

my  bill  1 
For  here  are  some  that  mean  to  i-ob  thy  mastur. 

Enter  Anthont. 

I  am  a.  fox  with  you ;  well,  Jock-aauce, 
Beware,  lest  for  a  goose  I  prey  on  you. 

[£xtUHt  Pis  Alto  and  daughters. 
In,  Kiggages  I  Mouche,  make  fast  the  door. 

Wal.  a  vengeance  on  ill  luck  ! 

Ante.  Wliat,  never  storm, 
But  bridle  anger  with  wise  government 

Heioil  Whom  J    Anthony,  our  friend !     Ali, 
now  our  hopes 
Are  found  too  light  to  balance  our  ill-haps. 

AnTH.  Tut,  ne'er  say  so,  for  Anthony 
Is  not  devoid  of  means  to  iielp  his  friends. 

Wal.  'Swounds !  what  a  devil  made  he  forth  so 
late) 
I'll  lay  my  life,  'twas  he  that  feigned  to  sleep. 
And  we,  all  unsuapicioos,  term'd  a  rogue. 

0  God !  had  I  but  known  him,  if  I  had, 

1  would  have  writ  such  letters  with  my  sword 
Upon  the  bald  skin  of  his  parching  pate. 

That  he  should  ne'er  have  liv'd  to  cross  ub  more, 
Anth,   These  menaces  aie  vain,  and  helpeth 
nought ) 
But  I  have,  in  the  depth  of  my  conceit. 
Found  out  a  more  material  stratagem. 
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Hark,  Master  Walgrave,  yoiir's  craves  quick  dt;- 

Bpatch, 
About  it  straight,  stay  not  to  say  farewell 

[£xit  Walgrave. 
You,  Master  Hei^faam,  hie  you  to  your  chamber. 
And  stir  not  forth ;  my  shadow,  or  myself, 
Wi]l  in  ilie  morning  early  visit  you. 
Build  on  lay  promise,  sir,  aud  so  good  night. 

[£ztt  Heichah. 
Lost,  yet  as  great  in  love  as  to  the  first, 
If  you  remember,  once  I  told  a  jest 
How,  feigning  to  be  sick,  a  friend  of  mine 
Possesi'd  the  happy  issue  of  liis  love. 
That  counterfeited  humour  must  you  play  ; 
I  need  not  to  instruct,  you  can  conceive, 
Use  Master  Brown,  your  host,  as  chief  in  this  : 
But  first,  to  make  the  matter  seem  more  true, 


£ntrr  PiSARO  abovf. 

Xow  for  a  trick  to  overreach  the  devil. 
I  tell  you,  air,  you  wrong  my  master  much. 
And  tlien  to  make  amends,  you  give  hard  words  : 
H'hath  been  a  friend  to  you  ;  nay,  more,  a  father. 
1  promise  you,  'tis  most  unwntly  done. 

Pis.  Ay,  well  said,  Mouche  ;  now  I  see  thy  love, 
And  thou  shalt  see  mine  one  day,  if  I  live. — 
None  but  my  daughter,  sir,  bangs  for  your  tootli : 

I'd  rather  see  them  han^'d  first,  ere  you  get  them. 

Har.  Master  Pisaro,  hear  a  dead  man  si^eak, 
Wlio  sings  the  woful  accents  of  his  end. 
I  do  confess  I  love ;  then,  let  not  love 
Prove  the  sad  engine  of  my  life's  remove. 
Marina's  rich  possession  was  my  bliss : 
Then  in  her  loss  all  joy  eclipsed  is. 
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As  every  plant  takes  virtue  of  the  aim, 

So  from  her  eyes  this  life  and  being  Hprung ; 

But  now,  debarred  of  those  clear-shining  rays, 

Death  for  earth  gapes,  and  earth  to  death  obeys. 

Each  word  thou  spak'st  (0,  epeak  not  so  again) 

Bare  death's  true  image  on  the  word  engraven ; 

Wliich  as  it  flew,  mix'd  with  heaven's  airj-  breath, 

Summon'd  the  dreadful  sessions  of  my  death. 

I  leave  thee  to  thy  wish,  and  may  th'  event 

Prove  equal  to  thy  hope  and  heart's  content. 

Marina  to  that  hap  that  happiest  is  I 

My  body  to  the  grave,  my  soul  to  bliss. — 

Have  I  done  well)  [t'xit  Harvey. 

Anth,  Excellent  well,  in  troth. 

Pis.  Ay,  go,  ay,  go ;  your  words  move  me  ii-« 
much, 
As  doth  a  stone  being  cast  against  the  air, 
But  soft,  what  light  is  that  1  What  foUcs  be  those  ? 
0,  'tis  Alvaro  and  his  other  friends, 
I'll  down  and  let  them  in.  [EtU. 

Enter  Bellman,  Frisco,  Vandal,  Delion,  and 
Alvaro. 

Fris.  Where  are  we  now,  gaffer  Butterick  i 
Bel.  Why,  know  you  not  Crutched  FriarsI  where 

be  your  wits  ? 
Alv.  Wliat  be  this  Croshe  Frisrs  1  vedte  padre 
dare  ;  tack  you  dat ;  me  sal  troble  you  no  far. 
Bel.  I  thank  you,  gentlemen,  good  night  r 
Good  night,  Frisco.  [Exit  Bellman. 

Fris.  Farewell,  Butterick  :  what  a  clown  it  is. 
Come  on,  my  masters,  merrily :  I'll  knock  at  the 
door. 
Anth.  Who's  there  1    Our  three  wise  wooers) 
Blockhead  our  man  t 

Had  he  not  been,  they  might  have  haug'd  them- 
selves. 
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For  any  wencliea  they  had  hit  upon. 

Good  morrow  or  good  deu,^  I  know  not  whetlier. 

Del.  Monsieur  La  Mouche,  what  mack  you  out 
(le  huis  so  late ! 

Enler  PlSAEO  btloie, 

Pia.  What,   what,  young  men  and  sluggards? 
fie  for  shame ! 
You  trifle  time  at  home  about  vain  toys, 
Whilst  others  in  the  meantime  steal  your  brides. 
I  tell  you,  sir,  the  English  geutlemen 
Had  well-uigh  mated  you  and  me,  and  all. 
The  doors  were  open,  and  the  girls  abroad  : 
Their  sweethearts  ready  to  receive  tiiem,  too  ; 
Aud  gone,  forsooth,  they  had  been,  had  not  I 
(I  think  by  reTolalion)  stopp'd  their  flight. 
But  I  have  coop'd  them  up,  and  so  will  keep  thera. 
But,  sirrah  Frisco,  where's  the  man  I  sent  for  1 
Whose  cloak  have  you  got  there  1    How  now  ? 
Where's  Vandal  1 

Fris.  Forsooth,  he  is  not  here:  Master  Memlall, 
you  mean,  do  you  not  I 

Pis.  Wliy,  loggerhead,  liim  I  sent  for;  where  is 
he  I 
^liere  host  thou  been  t     How  hast  thou  spent  thy 

time  ■) 
Did  I  not  send  tliee  to  my  son  Vandal  I 

Fris.  Ay,  Monsieur  Memlall.  Why,  foreootli, 
I  was  at  his  chamber,  and  we  were  coming  hither- 
ward,  and  he  was  very  hot,  and  bad  me  carry  his 
cloak ;  and  1  no  sooner  had  it,  but  he  (being  very 
light)  firks  me  down  on  the  left  hand,  and  1  tum'd 
down  on  the  left  hand,  and  so  lost  him. 

Pis.  Why,  then  you  tum'd  together,  assl 

Fkis.  No,  sir,  wo  never  saw  one  auother  since. 
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Pis.  Why,  turn'd  you  not  both  on  the  left  hand  1 

Fris.  No,  forsooth  ;  we  turned  both  on  the  left 
hand. 

Pis.  Heyday !  Why,  yet  you  went  both  together. 

Fris,  Ah,  no !  we  went  clean  contrary,  one  from 
another. 

Pis.  Why,  dolt — why,  patch— why,aB8,  onwhith 
hand  turned  ye  1 

Fris.  Alas,  alas  !  I  cannot  tell,  forsooth  r  it  was 
Bo  dark  I  could  not  see  on  which  hand  we  turned  ; 
but  I  am  sure  we  turned  one  way. 

Pis.  Was  ever  creature  plagued  with  BUch  a  dolt  ? 
My  son  Vandal  now  hath  lost  himself, 
And  shall  all  night  go  atraj-ing  'bout  tlie  town  ; 
Or  meet  with  some  strange  watch  that  knows  him 

not, 
And  all  by  such  an  arrant  aes  as  this  ! 

Anth.  No,  no,  you  may  soon  smell  the  Dutcli- 


Now  for  a  figure— Out,  alas  !  what's  yonder  1 
Pis.  Where  1 
Fris.  Heyday  1   heyday  I  a  basket  ?    It  turns, 

hoi 
Pis.  Peace,  ye  villain,  and  let's  see  who's  there  1 
Go,  look  about  the  house  1    Where  are  our  wea- 
pons 1 
What  might  this  mean) 
Fris.  Look,  look,  look  I    There's  one  in  it ;  he 
peepe  out. 
Is  there  ne'er  a  stone  here  to  hurl  at  his  nose  t 
Pisa.  Wbat,  wouldst  thou  break  my  windows 
with  a  stone  1 
How  now,  who's  there  1  who  are  you,  sir  ? 

Fris.  Look,  he  peeps  out  again  1  0,  it's  Mon- 
sieur Mendiili,  it's  Monsieur  Mendall.  How  got  he 
up  thither ) 

Pis.  What,  my  eon  Vandal  I  how  comes  this  to 

pass  t 
VOL.  X.  S  K 
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Alv.  Signer  Yjuidal,  wat,  do  yo  go  to  de  wetuU 
in  dit  little  basket. 

Van.  0  vader,  vader  !  here  lie  aush  cruel  docli- 
terkins,  ic  ben  all  so  weary,  all  so  weary,  all  so 
cold,  for  be  in  dit  little  basket.  Ic  pray  help  de 
me. 

Fris.  He  looks  like  the  sign  of  the  Mouth  with 
out  Bishopsgate  gaping :  a  great  face  and  a  gnat 
head,  and  no  body. 

Pis.  Why,  how  now,  son !     ^NTiat,  have  your 
adamants 
Drawn  you  up  so  far,  and  there  led  you  han^ng 
Twixt  heaven  and  earth,  Uke  Mahomet's  sepulchre  t 

Anth.  They  did  unkindly,  whosoe'er  they  wort. 
That  plagued  him  here,  like  Tantalus  in  hell, 
To  touch  his  lips  like  the  desired  fruit, 
Aud  then  to  snatch  it  from  his  gaping  chaps. 

Alv.  a  little  farder,  Signor  Vandal,  and  den 
may  put  you  bead  into  de  window,  and  cash  de 
wenah. 

Van.  Ic  pray,  vader,  dat  you  help  de  me ;  ic  pray, 
goody  vader. 

Pis.  Help  you,  but  how  I 

Fris.  Cut  the  rope. 

Akth.  Sir,  I'll  go  in  and  sea 
And  if  I  can,  I'll  let  him  down  to  you, 

fEjrU  AnTHONY- 

Pis.  Do,  gentle  Mouche.   Why,  but  here's  a  jest. 
They  say,  high  cUmbera  have  the  greatest  falls. 
If  you  ahould  fall,  as  how  you'll  do,  I  know  not, 
By'r  Lady,  1  ahould  doubt  me  of  my  son. 
Pray  to  the  rope  to  hold.   Art  thou  tliere,  Mouclic 

£nU/-  Anthony  alove. 

Anth.  Yea,  air.  Now,  you  may  choose  whether 
you'll  stay  till  I  let  liim  dowu,  or  whether  I  shall 

cut  liim  down  t 
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Fris.  Cut  him  down.  Master  Mouse ;  cut  him 
down,  and  let's  see  how  he'll  tumbla. 

Pis.  Why,  sauce,  who  aak'd  your  counsel !  let 
Mm  down. 
What,  with  a  cushion  too }  why  you  provided 
To  lead  your  life  as  did  Diogenes  ; 
And  for  a  tub  to  creep  into  a  basket. 

Van.  Ic  sal  seg  you,  vader,  ic  came  here  to  your 
kuis,  and  spreak  Vol  de  dochterkin. 

Fris.  Master  Mendall,  you  are  welcome  out  of 
the  basket  I  smell  a  rat :  it  was  not  for  nothing 
that  you  lost  me. 

Van.  0  skellura !  you  run  away  from  me. 

Pis.  I  thought  so,  sirrah ;  you  gave  him  the  slip. 

Fris.  Fangh  1  no,  forsooth,  I'll  tell  you  how  it  was. 
When  we  came  from  Bucklerabury  into  Comhill. 
and  I  had  taken  the  cloak,  then  you  should  havi- 
turned  down  on  your  left  hand,  and  so  have  gone 
right  forward,  and  so  turned  up  again,  and  so  have 
crossed  the  street ;  and  you,  lilto  an  ass 

Pis.  Why,  how  now,  rascal,  is  your  manners 

You  aas  I  you  dolt !  why  led  you  him  through 

ComhiU  i 
Your  way  had   been  to  come  through  Canning 
Street' 

Fris.  Why,  so  I  did,  sir. 

Pis.  Why,  thou  sayest  ye  were  in  ComhiU ) 

Fris.  Indeed,  sir,  there  were  three  faults  :  the 
night  was  dark,  Master  Mendall  druuk,  and  I 
sleepy,  that  we  could  not  tell  very  well  which  way 
we  went 

Pis.  Sirrah.  I  owe  for  this  a  cudgfllling. 
But,  gentlemen,  sith  tilings  have  fallon  out  so. 
And  for  I  see  Vandal  quiUces  for  cold, 
'ITiis  night  accept  your  lodgings  in  my  house, 

1  Now  c&Ucd  CaDDoa  StrecL 
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And  in  the  monung  forward  with  ytMi  m&Fiuigv. 
Come  on,  mjr  sons ;  sirrah,  fetch  up  more  wood. 

{Exwnt. 


ACT  v.,  SCENE  1. 
Enter  the  Ihrre  Sulen. 

Laur.  Nay,  never  weep.  Marine,  for  the  mMUr ; 
Tean  are  but  signs  of  sorrow,  helping  not. 

Mar.  Would  it  not  mad  one  to  be  crossed  as  I, 
Being  in  the  very  height  of  my  desire  I 
The  strangers  frustrate  all ;  our  true  loii-e»  come, 
Nay  more,  even  at  the  door,  and  Harvey's  arms 
tSpread  as  a  rainbow,  ready  to  receive  me, 
AJid  then  my  father  meet  us.     0  God  t  0  God  1 

Math.  ^V  cep  who  that  list  for  me,  i'  faith,  not  I, 
Though  I  am  youngest,  yet  my  stomach's  greaL 
Nor  'tis  not  father,  friends,  nor  any  one. 
Shall  make  me  wed  the  man  I  cannot  love. 
I'll  have  my  will  in  faith  ;  i'  faitli,  I  will. 

LaL'R.  Let  us  determine,  sisters,  what  to  do. 
My  father  means  to  wed  us  in  the  morning. 
And  therefore  something  must  b©  thought  upon. 

Mar  We'll  to  our  father,  snd  so  know  liia  mind. 
Ay,  and  his  reason  too :  we  are  nu  foots, 
(^r  babies  neither,  to  be  fed  with  words. 

LaUR.  Agreed,  agreed  :  but  who  shall  speak  for 
allf 

Math,  I  will 

Mab.  No,  I. 

Laur.  Thou  wilt  not  speak  for  crying. 

Mail  Yes,  yes,  1  warrant  you ;  that  humonf's 
left. 
Be  I  but  mov'd  a  little,  I  shall  speak. 
And  auger  him,  I  fear,  ere  I  have  dona 
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Eniei-  Anthony. 

All.  Whom)  Anthony,  our  friend,  our  school- 
master 1 
Now  help  us,  gentle  Anthony,  or  never. 

Anth.  What !  ia  your  hasty  running  chang'd  to 
prayer ) 
Say,  where  were  you  going  T 

LAUa  Even  to  our  father, 
To  know  what  he  intends  to  do  with  us. 

Anth.  'Tis  bootless,  trust  me ;  for  he  is  reaol/d 
To  many  you  to 

Mar.  The  strangers  1 

Anth.  I"  failh,  he  ia. 

Math.  Faith,  he  shall  not. 
Frenohnian,  be  sure  we'll  pluck  a  crow  together, 
Before  you  forue  me  give  my  hand  at  church. 

Kar.  Gome  to  our  father :  speech  tliia  comfort 
finds, 
That  we  may  scold  out  grief,  and  ease  our  minds. 

Anth.  Stay,  stay,  Marina,  and  advise  you  better. 
It  is  not  force,  but  policy  must  serve. 
The  doors  are  lock'd  :  your  father  keeps  the  key ; 
Wherefore  unpossible  to  'scape  away  : 
Yet  have  I  plotted,  and  devis'd  a  drift 
To  frustrate  your  intended  marriages. 
And  give  yon  full  possession  of  your  joys. 
Laurentia,  ere  the  morning's  light  appear. 
You  must  play  Anthony  in  my  disguise. 

Math.  1  Anthony,  what  of  us  1    What  shall  we 

Mar,    j         wear  t 

Anth.  Soft,  soft,  you  are  too  forward,  girls,  I 

For  you  some  other  drift  devis'd  must  be  : 
One  shadow  for  a  substance  ;  this  is  she, — - 
Nay,  weep  not,  sweets,  repose  upon  my  care, 
For  all  alike,  or  good  or  bad,  shall  share. 
Vou  will  have  Har\'ey,  you  Heighara,  and  you  Ned. 
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You  Bhiill  hiLTe  all  your  wish,  or  bo  I  ilend  ; 
For  sooner  may  one  day  the  sea  lie  still, 
Tlian  once  restrain  a  woman  of  her  wilL 

All.  Sweet  Anthony,  bow  shall  we  'quite  thy 
birel 

AsTH,  Not  gifts,  but  your  contentments  I  desire ; 
To  help  my  countrymen  I  east  about, 
For  strangers'  loves  blaie  fresh,  but  soon  bnm  ouL 
Sweet  rest  dwell  hero,  and  frightfal  fear  abjure  : 
These  eyes  shall  wake  to  make  your  rest  secure ; 
For  ere  again  dull  night  t!ie  duU  eyes  charms. 
Each  one  shall  fold  her  husband  iu  her  arms ; 
Which  if  it  chance,  we  may  avouch  it  still, 
Women  and  maids  will  always  have  their  will. 


Enitr  PrsARO  and  Frisco. 

Pi3.  Are  wood  and  coals  brought  up  to  make 
a  fire  1 
Is  the  meat  spitted,  ready  to  lie  down  t 
For  bake-raeata  I'll  have  none,  the  world's  too 

There's  geeso,  too,  now  I  remember  me  ; 
Bid  Maudlin  lay  the  giblets  in  iiaste. 
Here's  nothing  thought  upon,  but  what  I  do. 
Stay,  Frisco,  see  who  rings :  look  to  the  door. 
Let  none  come  in,  I  charge,  were  ho  my  father. 

[Exit  Frisco. 
I'll  keep  them,  whilst  I  have  them.     Frisco,  who 
is  it  t  [Rt-m(tr  Feibco. 

Fris.  She  is  come,  in  faith, 
Pl3.  Who  is  comeT 

Fris.    Mistress    Sushance,    MistresB    Moore's 
daughter. 
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Pis.  Mistress  Susan,  asa  ?    O,  she  roust  come  ii 
Fms.  Hang  him,  if  he  keep  out  a  wench  : 
If  the  wench  keep  not  out  him,  so  it  is. 


Jinter  Walgrave  in  tiwman's  attire. 

Pis.  Welcome,  Mistress  Susan,  welcome. 
1  little  thought  you  would  have  come  to-night ; 
But  welcome  (trust  me)  are  you  to  my  house. 
What,  doth  your  mother  mend  )  doth  she  recover  1 
I  promise  you,  I  am  sorry  for  her  sickness. 

Wal.  She's  better  than  she  was,  I  thank  God 
for  it. 

Pis.  Now,  afore  God,  she  is  a  sweet,  smug  girl ! 
One  might  do  good  on  her ;  the  flesh  u  frail, 
Man  hath  infirmity,  and  such  a  bride 
Were  able  to  change  ago  to  hot  desire. 
Hark  you,  sweetheart : 
To-morrow  are  my  daughters  to  bo  wed, 
I  pray  you,  take  the  paina  to  go  with  them. 

Wal.  If,  sir,  you'll  give  me  leave,  I'll  wait  on 
them. 

Pis.  Yes,  marry,  shall  you,  and  a  tliotisand 
thanks: 
Such  company  as  you  my  daughters  want ; 
Maids  must  grace  maids  when  they  are  married. 
Is't  not  a  merry  life,  think'st  thou,  to  weU, 
For  to  embrace,  and  to  be  embrao'd  al)ed. 

Wal.  I  know  not  what  you  mean,  sir. 
Here's  an  old  ferret,  pole-cat.  f.I*iV/r. 

Pis,  You  may  do,  if  you'll  follow  mine  advice. 
I  tell  thee,  mouse,  I  knew  a  wench  as  nice. 
Weil,  she's  at  rest,  poor  soul,  I  mean  my  wife  : 
That  thought  (ala«  1  good  heart)  love  was  a  toy. 
Until — well,  that  time  is  gone  and  pass'd  away — 
But  why  speak  I  of  this)     Hark  ye,  sweeting. 
There's  more  in  wedlock  than  the  name  can  show  ; 
And  now  (bj-'r  Lady)  you  are  ripe  in  years. 
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And  yet  take  heed,  wench,  there  lies  a  pad  [n 
straw; 

Wal.  Old  fornicator !  had  I  my  dagger, 
I'd  break  his  costard.  [Amtle. 

Via.  Young  men  are  slippery,  fickle,  wavering ; 
Constant  abiding  graceth  none  but  a^e ; 
Then  maids  should  now  waxwise.and  [should]  do  so. 
As  to  choose  constant  men,  let  fickle  go. 
Youth's  unregarded  and  unhonoured  ; 
An  ancient  man  doth  make  n  maid  a  matroo, 
And  is  not  that  an  honour,  how  say  you  1 
How  say  youl 

Wah  Yea,  forsooth. 
O  old  lust,  will  you  never  let  me  go.  [An'Jt. 

Pis.    You   say  right  well ;    and  do  Taut    think 
thereon, 
How   husband's    honour'd    years,   long    car'it-for 

wealth, 
Wise  stayedness,  experienc'd  government, 
Doth  grace  the  maid,  that  thus  is  made  a  wife. 
And  you  will  wish  yourself  such,  on  my  life, 

Wal.  I  think  I  must  turn  womankind  alto- 
gether, and  scratch  out  his  eyes ;  for  as  long  as  lie 
can  see  me,  he'll  ne'er  let  me  go.  [Aru/f. 

Pis.   But  go,  sweetheart,  to  bed :  I   do  thee 


r  makes  all  o 


r  talks 


n  long. 


SiUer  AnthokT. 


How  now,  Mouche,  he  the  girls  abed  1 
Anth.    Mathea,  and  it  like   you,  fain  would 
sleep, 
But  only  tarrieth  for  her  bed-fellow. 

Pis.  Ha  I  say  you  well :  come,  light  her  to  her 
chamber. 
Good  rest  wish  I  to  thee.     Wish  so  to  me ; 
Then  Susan  and  Piearo  shall  agree. 
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Think  but  what  joy  is  near  your  bed-fellow  ; 
Surfi  may  be  yours.    Take  counsel  of  your  pillow : 
To-morrow  we'll  talk  more  ;  and  so  good  night, 
Think  what  is  said  may  be,  if  all  hit  right. 

Wal.  What,  have  1  pass'd  the  pikes  t  knows  ho 
not  Ned  1 
I  think  I  have  deserved  his  daughter's  bed. 

AfJTH.  'Tis  well,  "tis  well:  but  this  let  me  re- 

You  keep  unknown,  till  you  be  laid  to  rest : 
And  then  a  good  hand  speed  you. 

Wal.  Tuc,  ne'er  fear  nie, 
We  two  abed  shall  never  disagree. 

[Exeunt  Anthony  and  Walgrave. 

Fris.  I  have  stood  still  all  this  while,  and  could 
not  speak  for  laughing.  Lord  I  what  a  dialogue 
hath  there  been  between  age  and  youth.  You  do 
good  on  herl  even  as  much  as  my  Dutchman  will 
do  on  my  young  mistress.  Master,  follow  my 
counsel,  then ;  send  for  Master  Heighan  to  help 
him,  for  111  lay  my  cap  to  twopence  that  ho  will 
be  asleep  to-morrow  at  night,  when  he  should  go 
to  bed  to  her.  Marry,  for  the  Italian,  be  is  of 
another  humour,  for  there  will  be  no  dealings  with 
him  till  midnight;  for  he  must  slaver  all  the 
wenches  in  the  house  at  parting,  or  he  is  nobody. 
He  bath  been  but  a  little  while  at  our  house,  yet 
in  that  small  time  he  hath  licked  more  grease  from 
our  Maudlin's  lips  than  would  have  served  London 
kitchenstuff  this  twelvemonth.  Yet,  for  my  money, 
well  fare  the  Frenchman  1  0,  he  is  n  forward  lad, 
for  he'll  no  sooner  come  from  the  church  but  he'll 
fly  to  the  chamber ;  why,  he'll  read  his  lesson  so 
often  in  the  daytime,  that  al  night,  like  an  apt 
scholar,  he'll  be  ready  to  sell  his  old  book  to  buy 
him  a  new.  O,  the  generations  of  languages  that 
our  house  will  bring  forth !  why,  every  bed  will 
tiave  a  projwr  sjwech  to  himself,  and  liave  the 
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founder's  name  written  upon  it  in  fair  capital  let- 
ters, "  Here  lay,''  and  so  forth.  r^M<if. 

Pis.  You'll  be  a  villain  etilL  Look,  who's  at 
iloor.  {Exit. 

Fris.  Nay,  by  the  mass,  you  are  Master  Porter, 
for  I'll  be  handed  if  you  lose  that  office,  having  «o 

Eretty  a  morBel  under  your  keeping.  Ay,  go,  old 
uddle,  for  the  best  nose  at  Gmelling  out  a  penfold 
that  I  itnow.  Well,  take  heed,  you  may  'haps  pick 
up  worms  so  long,  that  at  length  some  of  them 
get  into  your  nose,  and,  never  out  after.  But 
what  an  ass  am  t  to  think  so,  conddering  all  the 
lodgings  are  taken  up  already,  and  there's  not  a 
dog-kennel  empty  for  a  etrange  wonn  to  breed  in. 
[Adde. 

SCENE  III. 

£iUfr  Anthony. 

Anth.  The  day  is  broke,     Mathea  and  young 
Ned, 
By  this  time,  are  so  surely  liuk'd  together, 
Tliat  none  in  London  can  forbid  the  banns. 
Laurentia,  she  is  near  iiro\'ided  for; 
So  that  if  Harvey's  policy  but  hold, 
Elsewhere  the  strangera  may  go  seek  them  wives. 
But  here  they  come. 

Enter  PiSAKO  and  BrowN. 
Pis.  Six  o'clock,  say  you  1     Trust  me,  forwaril 

Hark  you,  Mouche,  hie  you  to  church. 
Bid  Master  Bewford  be  in  readiness. 
Where  go  you  1  that  way  t 

AntU.  For  my  cloak,  sir. 

Pis.  0,  'tis  well.     And,  Master  Brown, 


A   WOMAN   WILL   HAVE   HER   WILL.  555 

Trust  me,  yoiir  early  stirring  niitkes  me  muse. 
Is  it  to  me  jour  bnsiBesa  1 

Brown.  Even  to  yourself. 
I  come,  I  think,  to  bring  you  welcome  news. 
Pis.  And  welcome  news  more  welcome  makes 
the  brioger. 
Speak,  speak,  good  Maet«r  Brown,  I  long  to  hear 
them. 
Brown.  Then  this  it  is.     Young  Harvey,  late 


Full  weak  and  sickly  came  unto  his  lodging. 
From  whence  this  sudden  malady  proceeds 
'Tia  all  uncertain ;  the  doctors  and  his  friends 
Affirm  his  health  is  unrecoverable. 
Young  Heigham  and  Ned  Walgrave  lately  left  him, 
And  I  came  hither  to  inform  you  of  it. 
Pis.  Young  Master  Harvey  sick  1    Now,  afore 
God, 
The  news  bites  near  the  bone  ;  for,  should  he  die, 
Hia  living  mortgaged  would  be  redeem'd, 
For  not  these  three  months  doth  the  bond  bear  date  I 
Die  now  1     Marry,  God  in  heaven  defend  it ! 

0  my  sweet  lands,  lose  thee  I  nay,  lose  my  life  I 
And  which  is  worst,  I  dare  not  ask  mine  own, 
For  I  take  two-and-twenty  in  the  hundred. 
When  the  law  gives  but  ten.     But  should  he  liv^. 
He  careless  would  have  left  the  debt  unpaid, 
Then  had  the  lands  been  mine,  Pisaro's  own  : 
Mine,  mine  own  land,  mine  own  possession ! 

Brown.  Nay,  hear  me  out. 
Pis.  You're  out  too  much  already, 
Unless  you  inve  him  life,  and  me  his  land. 
Brown.  Whether  'tis  love  to  you,  or  to  your 
daughter, 

1  know  not  certain  ;  but  the  gentleman 
Hath  made  a  deed  of  gift  of  all  his  lands 
Unto  your  beauteous  daughter,  fair  Marina, 

Pl8,   Ha  !  say  that  won!  again,  sny  it  again  ! 
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A  good  tiling  cannot  be  too  often  spoken. 
Marintt,  say  you,  are  you  sure  'twas  she  I 
Or  Mary,  Margery,  or  some  other  maid  i 

Brown.  To  none  but  [to]  your  daughter,  fair 
Marina. 
And  for  the  gift  might  he  more  forcible. 
Your  neighbour  Master  Moore  advised  us 
(Who  is  a  witnees  of  young  Harvey's  will), 
Sick  as  he  is,  to  bring  him  to  your  house. 
1  know  they  are  not  far,  hut  do  attend. 
That  they  may  know  what  welcome  they  shall  have. 

Pis.  What  welcome,  sir  1  as  welcome  a&  new  life 
Given  to  the  poor  condemned  prisoner  I 
Return,  good  Master  Brown,  assure  their  welcome : 
Say  it,  nay,  swear  it :  for  they're  welcome  truly  ; 
For  welcome  are  they  to  me  which  bring  gold. 
See  down  who  knocks  ? '  It  may  be  there  they  axe. 
Frisco,  call  down  my  sons  :  bid  the  girls  rise ! 
Where's  Mouche  1     What,  is  he  gone  or  no ! 

Enter  Laurentia  t«  Anthont^i  aUirt. 
0,  hear  yon,  sirrali :  bring  along  with  you 
^faster  Balsaro,  the  Spanish  merchant. 

Laur.  Many  Batsaros  I.     I'll  to  my  love, 
And  thanks  to  Anthony  for  this  escape.       [ylmtfc,] 
Pis.  Stay,  take  us  with  you.     Hark,  they  knock 
again. 
Come,  my  soul's  comfort,  thou  good-news-bringer ! 
I  must  needs  hug  thee,  even  for  pure  afieclion. 

Kilter    Hakvey,    brought    in    a    chair,    MoOR^ 
Brown,    Alvaro,  Vandal,    Deuon,  and 
Frisco. 
Pis.  Lift  softly,  good  my  friends,  for  hurting  bini. 

Look  cheerly,  sir,  you're  welcome  to  my  house. 

'  [TIiLd  ta  aiipposed  to  lie  spoken  fram  ac  upper  cbnmWr,  J 
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Hark,  Monsieur  Vandal  and  my  other  sons, 

Heein  to  be  sad,  as  grieving  for  his  sickoees, 

But  inwardly  rejoice.     [J*i(/f.]    Monsieur  Vandal, 

Signer  Alvaro,  Monsieur  Belion, 

Bid  my  friend  welcome,  pray,  bid  him  welcome. 

Take  a  good  heart ;  I 'doubt  not,  by  Grod's  leave, 

You  shall  recover  and  do  well  enough. 

If  I  should  think  so,  I  should  hang  myself.  [AtuU. 

Frisco,  go  bid  Marina  come  to  me.     (SxU  Frisco. 

You  are  a  ■witness,  sir,  of  tliis  man's  will : 

What  think  you,  Master  Moore,  what  say  you  to't  I 

Moore.  Master  Pisaro,  follow  mine  advice  : 
You  see  the  gentleman  cannot  escape, 
Then  let  him  straight  be  wedded  to  your  daughter  ; 
So,  during  lifetime,  she  shall  hold  his  land, 
When  now  (being  not  Idth  nor  kin  to  him) 
For  all  the  deed  of  gift  that  he  hath  seal'd. 
His  younger  brother  will  enjoy  the  land.' 

Pis,  Marry  my  daughter !     No,  by'r  Lady ! 
Hear  yon,  Alvaro,  my  friend  coimseU  me, 
Seeing  young  Master  Harvey  is  so  sick. 
To  marry  him  incontinent  to  my  daughter. 
Or  else  the  gift  he  hath  bestow'd  is  vain. 
Marry,  and  ha  recover )     No,  my  son, 
I  will  not  lose  thy  love  for  all  his  laud 

Alv.  Hear  you,  padre,  do  no  lose  his  lands,  his 
hundred  pond  per  anno,  'tis  wort  to  avar;  let  him 
have  de  Maitress  Marina  in  de  marriage,  'tis  but 
vor  me  to  attendre  one  day  more.  If  he  will  no 
die,  I  sal  give  him  sush  a  drinck,  sush  a  potion, 
sal  mak  him  give  de  bonos  noches  to  all  de  world. 
[Andf. 

Pis.  Alvaro,  here's  my  keys ;  take  all  I  have. 
My  money,  plate,  wealth,  jewels,  daughter  too. 
Now,  God  be  thanked,  that  I  have  a  daughter 
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Worthy  to  be  Alvaro's  bed-fellow. 

O,  how  1  do  admire  and  praiie  thy  wit ! 

I'll  straight  about  it.     Hear  you.  Master  Moore  1 

Snter  MarINA  aiid  FbISCO. 

Fris.  Nay,  faith,  he's  sick  ;  therefore,  though 
he  be  come,  yet  he  con  do  you  no  good.  There's 
HO  remedy,  but  even  to  put  yourself  into  the  hands 
of  the  Italian,  that  by  that  time  that  he  hath 
[jass'J  his  growth,  young  Harvey  will  be  in  case  l» 
come  upon  it  with  a  sise  of  fresh  force.  l^^"^- 

Mar.  Is  my  love  come,  and  sick !     Ay,  now 
tliou  lov'st  me. 
How  my  heart  joys  !     0  God  !  get  I  my  will, 
I'll  drive  away  that  sickness  with  a  Idas. 
I  need  not  feign,  for  I  could  weep  for  joy,    [,jWf. 

Pis.  It  shall  be  so.     Come  hither,  daughter. 
Master  Harvey,  that  you  may  see  my  lovo 
Comes  from  a  «nde  heart  unfeignedly, 
Se«  here  my  daughter :  her  I  niake  thine  own. 
Nay,  look  not  strange  :  before  these  gentlemen 
I  freely  yield  Marina  for  thy  wife. 

Har.  Stay,  stay,  good  sir  I  forbear  this  idle  work ! 
My  soul  is  labouring  for  a  higher  place 
Thau  tlus  vain,  transitory  world  can  yield  : 
What,  would  you  wed  your  daughter  to  a  grave  1 
For  this  is  but  death's  model  in  man's  shape.^ 
Vou  and  Alvaro  happy  live  together. 
Happy  were  I  to  see  you  live  together  1 

Vis.  Come,  sir,  I  trust  you  shall  do  well  Agaiu. 
Hero,  here,  it  must  be  so.     God  give  you  joy, 
And  bless  you — [iiride.]  not  a  day  to  live  together. 

Van.  Hort  ye,  broder !  will  ye  let  den  ander 
heb  your  wife  i  nempt  her,  uempt  her,  yourself  1 

e  by  reading — 
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AiV,  No,  no  ;  tush,  you  be  de  fool,  here  In- 
ilal  sal  spoil  marriage  of  him.  You  bnve  deceive 
me  of  de  fine  wenah,  Sijjnor  Harvey,  but  I  sal 
deceive  you  of  de  mush  laud.  [Atide. 

Uar.  Are  all  things  sure,  father  1  is  all  df- 
epatched  t 

Pis.  'WTiat  interest  we  have,  we  yield  it  you. 
Are  you  now  satisfied,  or  rests  there  aught  { 
Hah,  Nay,   father,    uothiug  doth   remaiu    hut 
thanks : 
Thanks  to  yourself  fii'st  that,  disdaining  me, 
Yet  lov'd  my  lands,  and  for  them  gave  a  wife. 
But  next  unto  Alvaro  let  me  turn. 
To  courteous,  gentle,  loving,  kind  Alvaro  ! 
That  rather  than  to  see  me  die  for  love — 
For  very  love — would  lose  his  beauteous  love. 
Van.  Ha,  )ia,  ha  ! 

Dkl.  Signor  Alvaro,  give  him  de  ting  quickly 
sal  make  him  die,  autrement  you  sol  lose  de  finf 
wensh. 

Alv.  Oyme !  che  havease  al  hora  appressata  la 
mano  al  uiio  core,  0  euem  curato  ate,  I  che  longi> 
aei  lu  avinato,  0  cieli  1  0  terra  ! 

Pis.  Am  I  awake,  or  do  deluding  dreams 
Make  that  seem  true  which  most  my  soul  did  fear  t 

Har.  Nay,  faith,  father,  it's  very  certain  true, 
I  am  as  well  as  any  man  on  earth. 
Am  I  sick,  sirs  1     Look  here,  is  Harvey  sick  1 

Pis.  What  shall  1  do  1  what  shall  I  say  I 
Did  not  you  counsel  me  to  wed  my  child  1 
What  potion  1    Wiere's  your  help,  yoar  remedy  t 
Har.  I  hope  more  happy  stars  will  reign  to-day. 
And  don  Alvaro  have  more  company. 

Enter  Anthony. 

Anth.  Now,  Anthony,  this  cottons  as  it  should, 
And  everything  sorts  to  hia  wish'd  effect. 
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Thinkiug  all  sure,  laugh  at  Alvaro's  tiap ; 

But  quickly  I  shall  mar  that  nierty  vein, 

And  make  your  fortuues  equal  with  your  friends. 

Pis.  Sirrah  Mouche,  what  answer  brought  yoa 
hack  ! 
Will  Master  Balsaro  come  as  I  requested  1 

Antb.  Master  Balsaro!  I  knowuat who  you  meati. 

Pis.  Know  you  not,  ass  ?  did  not  I  send  thee 
for  him  1 
Did  I  not  bid  thee  bring  him  with  the  parson  I 
What  answer  made  he)  will  he  come  or  not 

Antu.  Sent  me  for  him  I  why,  sir,  you  sent  not 

I  neither  weut  for  him,  nor  lor  the  parson. 
I  am  glad  to  see  your  worship  is  so  merry. 

[Knocking. 

Pis.  Hence,  you  forgetful  dolt !  Look  down  who 

knocks.'  [Exit  Anthost. 

Enter  Frisco. 

Fris.  0  master,  hang  yourself  I  nay,  never  stay 
for  a  sessions.  Master  Vandal,  confess  yourself ! 
desire  the  people  to  pray  for  you,  for  your  bride 
she  is  gone  ;  Laurentia  is  run  away. 

Van.  0  de  diabolo,  de  mal-furtune !  is  Maitressi! 
Laurentia  gan  awech. 

Pis.  First  tell  me  that  I  am  a  lifeless  corse  '. 
Tell  me  of  doomsday,  tell  me  what  you  wiU, 
Before  you  say  Laurentia  is  gone  ! 

Mab,  Master  Vandal,  how  do  you  feel  yourself  I 
What,  hang  the  head  1  lie,  man !  for  shame,  1  say ; 
Look  not  so  heavy  on  your  marriage-day. 

Har.  O.blamehimnot:  hisgrief  is  quickly  spied. 
That  is  a  bridegroom,  and  yet  wants  his  bride. 
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Ettler  Heigham,  Laueestia,  Balsaro,  inti 
Anthony. 

Bal.    Master  Plsuro  and  gentlemen,  good  day 
to  all. 
According,  sir,  as  you  requested  me, 
This  morn  I  raade  repair  unto  the  Tower, 
Whereas  Laiirentia  now  was  married  : 
And,  sir,  I  did  expect  your  coining  thither ; 
Yet  in  your  absence  we  perform'd  the  rites. 
Therefore,  I  pray,  sir,  bid  God  give  them  joy. 

Heigk.  He  tells  yon  true;  Laurentia  is  my  wife. 
Who,  knowing  that  her  sisters  must  be  wed, 
Presuming  also  that  you'll  bid  her  welcome, 
Are  come  to  bear  them  company  to  church. 

Har.  Yon  come  too  late  :  the  marriage  rites  are 
done: 
Yet  welcome  twenty-fold  unto  the  feast. 
How  say  you,  sira,  did  I  not  tell  you  true. 
These  wenches  would  have  ns,  and  none  of  you  I 

Lahr.  I  cannot  say  for  these ;  but  on  my  life 
This  loves  a  cushion  better  than  a  wife. 

Mar.  And  reason,  too;  that  cushiou  fell  out  right, 
Else  hard  hod  been  his  lodging  all  last  night. 

Bal.  Master  Piaaro,  why  stuiid  you  speechless 
thus! 

Pis.  Anger  and  extreme  grief  enforceth  me. 
Pray,  sir,  who  bad  you  meet  me  at  the  Tower  T 

Bal.  IVho,  air  1  your  man,  sir — Moucha — here 
he  is. 

Anth.  Who  ?  I,  air  1  mean  you  me  I  you  are  a 
jesting  man. 

Pis.  Thou  art  a  villain,  a  dissembling  wretch, 
Worser  than  Anthony,  whom  I  kept  last  1 
Fetch  me  an  officer !   I'll  hamper  you, 
And  make  you  sing  at  Bridewell  for  this  trick  : 
For  well  he  hath  deserv'd  it,  that  would  swear 
He  went  not  forth  a-doors  at  my  appointment. 
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Anth.  So  swear  I  atill :  I  went  not  forth  to-day. 
Bal.  Why,  lUTAiit  liar,  wert  thou  not  with  me  f 
Pis.  How  say  yon,  Master  Brown  I  went  lie  not 

forth  1 
Bbown,  He,  or  his  likeness  did.  I  know  not 

wh  filler. 
Pis.  What  likeness  con  there  he  besides  him- 
self] 
Lauk.  Myself,  forsooth,    that   took   Uis  shape 
u[x>ii  me, 
I  was  that  Mouche  that  you  sent  from  home ; 
And  that  same  Mouche  that  deceived  you, 
Effected  to  possess  this  gentleman  ; 
\Vhii;h  to  attain,  I  thus  beguil'd  you  alL 

Fkis.  This  is  excellent ;  this  is  as  tine  as  a 
fiddle !  you,  Master  Heigham,  got  the  wench  in 
Mouche'a  apparel ;  now  let  Mouche  put  on  her 
apparel,  and  lie  married  to  the  Dutehman  !  How 
think  you,  is  it  not  a  good  vice  I 

MooRB.  Master  Pisaro,  shake  off  melancholy  : 
Wlien  things  are  helple^,  patience  must  be  nsed. 
Pis.  Talk  of   patience  1     I'll  nut  bear  these 
wrongs  1 
Go  call  down  Mat  and  Mistress  Susan  Moore. 
Tis  well  that  of  all  three  we  hare  one  sure. 
Moore.   Mistress  Susan  Moore  I   who  do  you 

mean,  sir  1 
Pis.  Whom  should  I  meau,sir, hut  yourdaughterl 
Moore.  You're  very  pleasant,  sir;  but  tell  me 
this, 
^Vhen  did  you  see  her,  that  you  speak  of  her  1 
Pis.  1 1  late  yesternight,  when  she  came  here 

Moore.  You  are  deceived:  my  daughter  lay  not 

here. 
But  watch'd  with  her  sick  mother  all  last  night. 
Pis.    I  am  glad  you  are   so    pleasant,   Master 

Moore  ; 
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You're  loth  that  Susan  should  be  held  a  sluggard. 
What,  man,  'twas  late  before  she  went  to  bed, 
Ajid  therefore  time  enough  to  nBe  agnin. 

Moore.  Master  Pisaro,  do  you  flout  your  friendal 
I  well  perceive,  if  I  hatl  troubled  you. 
I  should  have  hud  it  in  my  dish  ere  now, 
Susan  lie  here  ?     I'm  sure  when  I  came  forth, 
I  left  her  fast  asleep  in  bod  at  home. 
'Tis  more  than  neighbour! louil  t<)  use  me  thus. 

Pis.  Abed  at  your  house?  tell  me  1  am  mad. 
Did  not  I  let  her  in  a-doors  myself, 
Spoke  to  her,  talk'd  with  her,  and  canvaes'd  with 

her) 
And  yet  she  lay  not  here  !  AVhat  say  3'ou,  sirrah  1 

Anth.  She  did,  she  did  1  I  brought  her  to  her 
chamber. 

Moore.  I  say  he  lies,  that  saith  so,  in  his  throat. 

Anth.  Maes,  now  I  remember  me,  I  lie  indeed. 

Pis.  0,  how  this  frew  me !     Frisco,  what  say 
you  J 

Fliia.  What  say  1 1  Marry,  I  say,  if  she  lay 
not  here,  there  was  a  familiar  iu  her  likeness  ;  for 
I  am  sure  my  master  and  she  were  so  familiar  to- 
gether, that  he  had  almost  shot  the  gout  out  of  his 
tijea'  ends  to  make  the  weuch  believe  he  had  one 
trick  of  youth  in  him.  Yet  now  I  remember  me, 
she  did  not  lie  here ;  and  the  reason  is,  because 
she  dotli  lie  here,  and  is  now  abed  with  MiRtress 
Mathea :  witness  whereof  I  have  aet  to  my  hand 
and  seal,  and  mean  presently  to  fetch  her. 

[Exit  Frisco. 

Pis.  Do  so,  Frisco.     Gentlemen  and  friends. 
Now  shall  you  see  how  I  am  wrong'd  by  him. 
Lay  she  not  here  ?   I  ihiuk  the  world's  grown  wise : 
Plain  folks,  as  I,  shall  not  know  how  to  live. 

Eiiief  Frisco. 
Fris.  She  comes,  »he  nomes  I  a  hall.  11  halt  ! 
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Enter  Matuea  aad  Walurave  in  iKfiman't  attir*. 

Wal.  Nay,  blush  Mol,  weticli ;  fear  nob,  look 
clwcrfully. 
Gi>od  morrow,  father ;  gooil  im>rrow,  gentlt^men. 
S;iy,  stare  not,  look  you  here  :  no  monster  I, 
But  even  plain  Ned,  and  here  stancls  Mat  my  wife. 
Know  you  her.  Frenchman  I     But  ebe  knows  me 

better. 
Father  I  pray,  father,  let  me  have  your  bleesiag. 
For  I  have  bless'd  you  with  a  goodly  son. 
'Tia  breeding  here  :  i'  faith,  a  jolly  boy. 

Pis.  I  am  undone  I  a  reprobate,  a  slave ! 
A  scorn,  a  laughter,  and  a  jestiug-stock  I 
Give  me  my  child,  give  me  my  daughter  from  you ! 

Moore.  Master  Pisaro,  'tis  in  vain  to  fret, 
Anil  fume,  and  sUirm  :  it  little  now  avails  : 
These  gentlemen  \ixvv,  with  your  daughters'  help, 
Outstripp'd  you  in  your  subtle  enterprises  ; 
And  therefore,  seeing  they  are  well-descended, 
Turn  hate  to  love,  and  let  them  have  their  loves. 

Pis.   Is  it  even  sol     Why,  tlien  I  see  that  stil), 
Do  what  wo  can,  women  will  have  their  wilL 
Gentlemen,  you  have  outreaeh'd  me  now, 
Which  ne'er  before  you  any  yet  could  do  t 
Ynu,  that  I  thought  should  he  my  sons  indeed, 
Must  be  content,  since  there's  no  hope  to  speed  : 
Others  have  got  what  you  did  think  to  gain  ; 
And  yet,  believe  me,  they  have  took  some  pain. 
WelL  take  them  :  there  :  and  with  them  God  give 

joy. 

And,  gentlemen,  I  do  entreat  to-morrow. 
That  you  will  feast  with  me  for  all  this  sorrow  ; 
Though  you  are  wedded,  yet  the  feast's  not  made. 
Come,  let  us  in,  fur  all  the  storms  are  past, 
And  lie.ips  of  joy  will  follow  on  as  fast. 
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